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(THROUGH e VORTEX

*Seeing the mad, malignant grin
whicl spread cver the other mun’s
face, the flyer made no attempt to
move, knowing that it would but re-
sult in his death.”

HE silence of tropical mid-
night had descended vpor
Tenjo, the rugged little peak
wbich crowns the island of Guam.
Far below its steep slopes flickered
the crude torches of a few Chamorran
fishermen, where the lazy Pacifie
merged obscurely under the moonless
sky with the jutting coral reefs. Near
the tip of the peak stood the tent of
an outpost commander, where two
men sat conversing in low tones.
‘“Kent, I'll swear it’s not my imag-
ination!’’ muttered the smaller of the
two, a thin-faced, nervous man wear-
ing the bars of a lieutenant. ‘I know
—you think I've gorne mad, as Tyn-
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dall and Haines did up here. But
you're wrong; it isn’t Tenjo, this time
at least. The sound I’ve heard is
real. My biood runs cold every time
I hear it—it’s not human!”’

Captain Richard Kent, the young
commanding officer of the Marine Air
Staticn, laid his hand soothingly on
the lieutenant’s shoulder.

“Y don’t doubt your sanity, Al-
cott,”’ he replied in a calm, self-pos-
sessed manner which was in strong
eontrast to the other’s apprehension.
““I believe you have heard something
strange, but I don’t understand its
coming from the sky. You say it5has
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happened at the same hour every
night §’’

‘“Yes, just about at this time,’’ re-
turned Aleott with a shudder. “I
heurd it the first night I pitched my
tent here. That was two weeks ago.
T haven’t asked the sentries if they've
heard anything, for I don't want
them to think 1’'m crazy already. Be-
sides, I don’t believe it can be heard
down there, for the only night i've
missed it was last Saturday when I
was inspecting the returning liberty
party. DBut the thing has got on my
nerves so much that I had to tell
somebody.”’

Kent lit a cigarette, the flare of the
match throwing his clear-cut features
into relief against the darkmess of the
nizht.

“I’'m glad you picked me,’’ he ob-
served. ‘‘There’s seldom any excite-
ment here, and if a mystery comes up
I want to—what’s the matter?”’

Alcott had leaped to his feet.

“Listen!"’ he whispered in an awed
voice, staring up into the starlit, trop-
jcal sky. ‘‘There it is now. Don’t
you hear it, Kent? That awful, wail-
ing sound?”’

The cigarstte dropped from Kent's
fingers as there came to his ears a
faint shriek, indeseribably weird and
mournful, from some point above
bhim in the heavens. In the instant
it changed to a horrible, disesrdant
frenzy that sent 2 nameless dread
surging throngh him, though in vol-
ume the sound had not increased.
Then the cry was gone, to be succeed-
ed by an odd, rushing noise. In a
moment this also died out and the
night was as silent as before.

Kent stood paralyzed for a second,
the memory of that sinister ery still
numbing his facultiex Then he shook
himself impatiently and began a swift
search of the purple dome above. But
in vain, for there was not an object
in sight large enough to blot out even
the tiniest star. He turned in silent
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wonder to his companion, whose eyes
seemed about to bulge from his hend.

‘“You heard it?’’ demanded Alcott
hoarsely. ‘‘Then I'm not going mad.
Thank God for that!"’

‘“You’re sunc enough,’’ said Kent.
‘‘But what could it kave been? Al-
cott, you're right. There was noth-
ing human in that sound.””

““It’s uncanny,’’ agreed Aleoti in a
fearfu! tone. ‘‘I thought at first it
might be some super-airship which we
hadn’t heard about over here, bui it's
not likeiy to be passing every might
at the same time.”’

‘“No airship ever sotnded like
that,’’ stated Kent positively. ‘‘Be-
sides, we couild have seen it easily.
No, whatever made that shriek was
not coanected with man.’’

““YWhat do you mean?’’ asked the
otker tezsely. “‘You don’t mean any-
thing supernatural ?’’

The flysr stered out into the dark-
ness a fuli minate befors replying,
his eyes roaming across the hollow
which separated them from the eliff,

‘‘Not supernatural,”’ he responded
at last, ““but unnatural. The super-
stitious Chamorros would chalk it ap
to Tatamona, their ‘devil of the
night’. But we mast look for a log-
jcal explanation, even though one
seems utterly impossible. Something
happened up there tonight, that’s cer-
tain; and I'm going to find out what
it was!”’

Alcott cpened his lips to speak and
then broke off abruptly, jabbing his
finger over Kent’s shoulder.

¢“What’s that?’”’ he exclaimed
breathlessly. ‘‘Behind you ... look!"’

Considerably startled, Kent whirled
about. A shapeless white object flcat-
ed slowly to earth a few feet away.
He took a hurried step forward and
bent over, flooding the ground with
light from an electric flash. Then ho
laughed in sudden relief.

*‘Tt's just part of an cld newsps-
per, probably carried up from your



TEROUGH THE VORTEX 7

camp by a gust of wind. I thought
——Good Lord! Come here, Alcott!
Quick!’’

The lLicutenant knelt hastily. As
his eyes rested on the point indicated
by Kent’s cutstretched finger he
gasped and o look of absolute amaze-
ment spread over his pinched face.

‘“New York Times, Mareh 5, 1925,
lhe whispered to himself. “‘But it
can’t be . . . it’s impossible, Kent!
That’s today and New York is eight
thousand miles from here!"’

‘“There’s a difference of a day in
longitude,’’ Xent reminded him, *‘but
even at that, this paper was printed
iess than forty-eight hours ago. Read
this.”’

He spread the battered sheet upon
the ground.

‘¢ ‘Inaugural ceremcnies hroadeast
over entire continent,’ '’ he quoted
rapidly. ‘‘The inangural was held
two days ago, so this paper was print-
ed within that time.’’

“*But how could it get here?’’ cried
Aleott in bewilderment. ‘‘How could
soeh a thing happen? That sound
tonight—do you think it could be con-
nected m some way?’’

Kent seemed not to have heard him.
His face was turned wpward with a
curions expression, as though he
sought to wrest the secret from the
far-off stars. When he glanced back
there was a peculiar gleam in his eyes.

“‘Don’t mention this to anyone,"’
he directed in a firm voice. ‘I want
to compare this paper with the eable
and radio news. Il call you the day
efter tomorrow unless something oc-
curs sooner.”’

‘“What do you think might hap-
pen?’ queried Alcott eagerly, as
Kent started down the rocky mecline.

The flyer paused

¢‘Perhaps anything — probably
nothing,”” he replied enigmatieally,
]a:sd then wce]nt !an down the trail to

iy motorcycle, leaving Alcott staring
after him.

Cmn in an electrically heated flying
suit, Kent climbed into the spe-
cial high-altitude VR which had been
hauled cut under the floodlights of
the scaplane hangar. After a careful
inspection of the supercharger, his
osygen tank and mask, and the con-
nections to his suit, he nodded to the
waiting mechanics. The propeller
jerked through a qnarter-turn, caught
the spark and then spun dizzily as
the powerful motor roared into life.

Beyond the ring of bustling me-
chanies stood four officers, their faces
extremely grave. A minute after
Kent bad opened the throttle for
warming up, the youngest ofiicer ran
to the side of the plane.

‘“Captain,”” he pleaded ezrmestly,
‘‘give up this dangerous fight, or clse
wait until daylight so that we can
look out for you. The wesverly winds
higher up are almost certain to carry
you away from the island.’’

Kent smiled, but shook his head in
quiet determination.

‘I appreciate your interest, Hen-
derson,’’ he said kindly, ‘‘but I have
a particular reason for this ‘hop’, and
daylight will not do. So stand clear,
old man, for it’s 10:30 and I'! have
to be getting under way.”’

Henderson stepped back reluctant-
ly. The VR slid into the channel
with a splash, rode free of its truek,
and after reaching open water
hurtled into the night under Kent’s
skilful hands. Once clear of the sur-
face, Kent jerked the releasing handle
he had ordered rigged for the pon-
toons. 'The plane lunged upward as
the two heavy floats dropped into the
bay. The fiyer seitled back with a
grim smile. The VR wonld go higher
than ever before without that weight
As to the hazard of alighting withott
that gear—well, time enough fo wor-
ry when that moment eame.

The plane elimbed with incredinle
speed. In eight mirates the altimeter
showed ten thousand feet. Tha night
was eloudless, so that flying was ccm-
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paratively easy. Kent glanced at the
dash clock. It was ten minutes to 11.
Guam was still in sight, though the
searchlights of the Air Station were
now only points of light. He was cir-
cling in wide upward spirals, holding
the nose of the plane ic its maximum
ciimb. At this rate he would be
higher than forty thousand feet by
12 o’clock. Loss in weizht from used
gasoline would compensate for the
slower rise in thin air.

At the thought of attaining sueh a
height a thrill shot over him. Even
row he hardly krew what he expeected
to find in the blackness zbove. How-
ever, in another hour he would be
close enougl to learn the explanation
of the amazing events on Tenjo.

The island was now ianvisible and
lie was forced o depend on skilrul
piloting to remain within gliding dis-
tance of that tiny dot in the Pacifie.
As the rare air began to affect him
he adjusted the oxygen mask and
turned on the tank. Though the al-
tiitnde brought a bitter cold, he was
not uncomfortable, for the heated
suit was yuite efficient.

Half an hour dragged by, bringing
a slight nausea frem the artificial air
and the growing strain. Kent’s eyes
began to ache dully from the constant
inspection of temperature and pres-
sure guges. The VR performed faith-
fully, its variable pitch propeller bit-
ing steadily into the thiuning air.

At thirty-fve thousand feet Kent
felt a sudden desolation sweep over
him, a belief that he had overestimat-
ed his ability to find the island he had
left. At this altitude he was in the
high wind belt; even now treacherous
currents might be carrying him si-
lently, relentlessly over the open sea.
He headed the plane east to counter-
act such a drift, the VR moving slug-
gishly under his cramped fingers.

Twelve o’clock. Half dazed, Kent
stared from the clock to the altimeter.
Forty-three thousend feet! No man
had ever before reached that height.
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Baut his triumph was short-lived, for
an odd sensation quickiy claimed his
attention. The VR was rising swiftly
on 2 vertical air current. He shook
his head dazedly. At this altitude
there should be no such currents.
Then a numeing dread seized him as
his eyes Zel! again on the altimeter.
The hand of the dial now stocd at
forty-four thousand—and it was mov-
ing rapidly! As Le stared, horror-
struck, it reached forty-five. .. forty-
six . .

Something was drawing him up-
ward inlo space!

With shaiking hands ke attempted a
steep dive, but though he tilted the
plane with motor fuil cn it still rose.
Gravity had ceased to attraet him!
Lost to all human control, the VR
continued to hurtie upward at a speed
beyond Lis power to estimate.
Through the heated suii swept a
grim, pitiless cold, penetrating to the
very marrow of his bones. Though
he opened the oxygen valve wide,
breathing became an agony. As a last
resort he switched off the motor, but
it was useless. Spinning dizzily, the
plane continued upward, while he
clung futilely to the eontrol stick.

Suddenly on his tortured ears
struck a new sound, drowning the
shriek of the wives in a flash—a fren-
zied, awful moan which grew with
startling rapidity into a fiendish din,
utterly unlike anything he had ever
heard . . . but was i¢? The night
before on Tenjo—that sound!

To his fast-failing consciousness
came one thought. The foree which
drew the VR upward was a tremen-
dous suetion, the sueticn of some co-
lossal maelstrom, in the center of
which the tiny plane whirled help-
lessly, like a storm-tossed leaf.

HE blanket of darlmess lifted ab-
ruptly and a lurid, ngly glow ap-
peared directly above. Terrified,
Kent beheld a vast, ring-shaped open-
ing in some strange formless land ap-
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perently suspended in the air—an
opening fringed completely with
smoldering, sullen fires. .As he gazed
in stupefaction the whole ring flared
angrily to white heat, a million
tongues of flame leaping toward the
middle of that great red circle. Then,
as quickly, the fires died to their
ominous, scmber glow.

The air, which had been incredibly
cold, grew warm and thiclk. The dis-
eordant din became even louder, send-
ing stabs of pain through Kent’s ear-
drums. He wondered dully, why he
had nv power 10 move, to escape the
stupor which enveloped him. Was
this some mad dream? But in the
instant his wouder was forgotten;
there came a biistering, Lellish heat,
neat that crumpled him to the floor
of the cockpit, searing his lungs,
starting kLis eyes from their sockets in.
mortal agony. The VR had plunged
headlong into the center of the fiery
abyss!

A single muffled ery burst from
Kert’s scorched throat, past hi
eracking lips, as a new idea forced it-
self upon him. That upward flight
had been but madness—in truth he
must have fallen back upon the earth,
and was now being hurled to an awful
death in the crater of some unknown
voleano!

He ecaught the smell of heated
metal, as the blistered paint exposed
the duralumin wings of the plane to
the inferno. His flesh seemed about
to shrivel on his bones. There came
an instant of stark, raving fear ...
of pain beyond human endurance, and
then the torturing heat was gone as
swiftly as it had come.

Half fainting, Keat hauled himself
to the level of the fuselage and thrust
his face over the side. What new
madness was thist The smoldering
fires lay far below, and on all sides
were steep cliffs that completely en-
closed the space through which the
VR still rose. From the walls yavwned
great eaves, their dark recesses hid-

den from the ring of fires by wide
ledges which protruded outward a
hundred feet. A shadowy something
moving on the nearest ledge took
Kent’s eye. Then an incoherent ery
left his lips as he saw that every ledge
was alive with hideous monsters, crea-
tures of a forgotten age, from whese
mighty throats came the horrible
sounds he had heard. Misshapea
heads reared upward from loathsome
bodies as the plane passed and the
maddening, tremendous chorus ies-
sened in volume for the moment.

Soul-sick, Kent shudderingly broke
the spell of gruesome fascination that
held him and raised his eyes to the
region above the caves. The VR,
which had siowed pereentibly, was
nearing the rim of this gigartie, hot-
tomless pit. As he drew level, Kent
saw that outside the rim lay iy
blackness. Yet there was land be-
low, he knew, for the pit must have
a base of some kind, and in addition
he remembered having seen something
extending away from the vortex into
which he had been sucled.

The VR, apparently free from the
strange force which had eaused its as-
cent, ceased to rise at three hundred
vards ahove the rim. Seeing that the
plane was about to fall back into the
pit, Kent drove his exhausted body
into action. Shoving the stick for-
ward, he kicked the rudder to the
right, hoping to gain speed either by
a dive or by falling off to the side.
For several seconds there was no re-

t, then there came a welcome rush
of air on the controls. With a sigh of
relief, be neutralized the rudder snd
sent the VR into a glide over the rim
into the darlmess. As he descended
he became aware of an odd, clammy
mist, which obscured his goggles and
made his nostrils smart. He had
pulled the oxygen taube from his mask
on realizing that good air lay at the
top of the rim. Now he replaced it
hurriedly. Through the thickening
haze he saw a few pinpoints of light
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beneath. Releasing his safety belt, he
stood erect, hoping to sight a clearad
spot near the lights. Failing this, he
reached for his rocket pistol, in which

were two white star rockets. With a
puil at ore trigger he sent the first
rocket 1s.~,mg out from the plane. It
burst with a lingering flare, illumi-
naling an irregular surface covered
with shrubbery.

Kent saw that a hard landing was
inevitable and pulled the VR up into
a stailiz 5 glide, the planc seitling
slowly. Then he started in alarm, as
e vecailed the dropped pontoons.
Hven they would have been hetter

i the wings for that first contact
with the m'ou.nd

st to one side he saw a peculiar
strueture, raised above tha ground by
some kind of framework, but before
hie ecould look farther there came a
sharp craek as the starboard wing
struel some obstacle. The VR swung
ahout violently. Forgetting the open
safety belt, Kent kauled back on the
stick with one hand and then placed
the other before his eyes. There was
2 splintering erash as the propeller
dug into the ground, a jolting bump,
and then the plane pitched over on
its Dback, catapulting Kent into the
air. He had a confused sense of fall-
ing . . . a stunning blow . . . and
then a merciful, soothing oblivion.

wo o’clock!’’ exclaimed Hender-

son anxiously. ‘‘Something’s
happened, that’s certain. He’d be
back now if he were all right, for he
maust be out of gas. I’m going to get
out all the boats.”’

But though every officer and man
joined in the frantic search fcr the
missing plane, there was no trace
found of Captain Richard Kent.
Headquarters oficially listed him as
lost at sea. As the days passed there
was no one who did not admit his
death, except perbaps a lonely man on
Tenjo, who eat silently at his tent . ..
wondering . . «
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S CONSCIOUSNESS returned, Kent

struggled to a sitting position.
His body was bruised peinfully and
his head throbbed from the blow it
had received, though it did not seem
to be cut. The mist which he had no-
ticed in descending was even thicker,
and an experimental sniff eaused
him to replace his mask and goggles.
The noise of the pit was now barely
andible, and the walls of that singu-
lar place were hidden by the gloom.
He was about to strip off his clumsy
flving suit when 2 strange, husky
voice sounded a few yards away.
Turning cautiously, he peered
through the hedgelike shrubbery over
which he had been tcssed. Then he
sat paralyzed with astonishment.

Arcund the wrecked VR crept a
score of squat, powerful figures, their
long arms bolding torches of some
luminous substance which gave off no
flame. Kent saw that the continual
mist was green, and thai the apeliie
features of these queer beings were
crusted with a greenish erystal layer.
Hesavy, matted beards accentuated
their weird appearance. They were
chattering to themselves in some fan-
tastic tongue unknown to Kent, but he
guessed that they weare intensely ex-
cited over their mystericus find, and
were equally fearful of gettmg too
close fo it. At lasi one who towered
a foot above his fellews motioned the
others to follow, adding a wrathful
impreecation as they hesitated, and ad-
vanced with upraised club as though
fearful that the VR might spring to
life.

Kent considered hastily. The plane
was not entirely beyond repair, and
if it were to serve him further it must
not be damaged by these ape-men.
Yet he feared to face them without a
weapon, for there was a fierceness
about them which was far from rees-
suring. Seeing that a slight depres-
sien hidden by the shrubs offered con-
cealment, he crawled as close to the
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VR as possible without being seen.
There was an automatic pistol in the
cockpit which would make him mas-
ter of the situation if he could reach
it. As he lay watching the ape-men
through a gap in the tangled growth
he saw a flash of light on some shiny
object a yard away. Then he recog-
nized the rocket pistol and almost
shouted in exultation. The ape-men
were grouped about the plane, their
backs toward him, so that he was able
to secure the pistol without being
seen. Spapping back the trigger on
the single remaining charge, he
leaped to his feet just as thz leader
of the group thrust his club cautious-
1y into the side of the plane.
‘‘Stop!”’ he shouted, more for the
effect he knew it would produce than
with any intention of being under-
stocd. With hoarse cries of astenish-
ment, the ape-men whirled about, and
with the ezception of the leader fled
into the undergrowth. Their swift
retreat puzzled Kent for a moment.
Then it dawned upon him that the
grotesque mask with its huge goggles
probably gave him an extremely
startling appearance. Pressing this
advantage, he strode majestically to-
ward the powerful brute glaring at
him from the side of the VR. The
ape-man swung back his club with 2
ferocicus cry, and stepped into a
clearer space as though ready to give
battie. A stream of unintelligible
sounds flowed from his snarling lips,
and Kent caught a swift side glance.
He guessed that the leader was order-
ing his frightened comrades to close
in. If he were to succeed he must
work rapidly. Raising the rocket pis-
tol menacingly, he dashed toward the
ape-man, who gave back a few feet
as he had expected. Then he whirled
about and flung himself under the
overturned plane, searching hurried-
ly for the holster holding the auto-
matic. For an instant the creature
opposite him stood bewildered, then
with a bellow of rage he ran forward,

followed by several of his band who
had regained their courage. Without
hesitation Kent loveled the rocket pis-
tol straight at the ape-man’s face and
squeezed the trigger. With a loud
report the rocket struck fgll in the
mouth of the infuriated brute, and
before he could elaw the hissing thing
from his throat it exploded its second
charge, sending a sheet of yellow
flame belching from between his tor-
tured jaws. TFalling to the ground,
the stricken creature writhed for a
moment in his death-throes and then
was still.

Kent had by this time secured the
.45 automatic, but it was noi needed,
for at the spectacular destruetion of
their leader the rest of the.zpe-men
hastily disappeared. The crackline of
shrubbery testified to their compiete
rout. Working quickiy, the flyer now
secured the remaining rockets and
cartridges, stuffing them into his fly-
ing suit. By the light of a torch the
ape-men had dropped, he removed the
toal kit, the radio set and batteries,
hiding them carefully under & par-
ticularly dense bit of undergrowtl.

This done, he sct off toward the
strueture he had seen in landing.
Though he kept a close watch for
lurking ape-men, he was urnmolested
and in a few minutes he came out
upon a clearing bordered by an irreg-
ular fissure in the eartk. In the center
of this clearing stood the most un-
usual building be had ever seen. Sixty
feet above the ground, and supported
by the cross girders of what appeared
to be the skeleton of e great dirigible,
was a house shaped somewhat like a
boat, with portholes for windows. and
a wide platform or baleony rurring
completely about it. The framework
had been cut in two parts so that a
gap existed between the portion sup-
porting the house and the portion
which trailed off into the shadows.
Soft light streamed through the
green-crusted ports, and cnce a figure
passed before one of these openings.
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Though Kent looked closely there was
no apparent method of reaching this
astonishing building. Even had he
not been weakened by the ordeal he
had been through, he eould not have
climbed the girders, for the interme-
diate sections had been removed, and
those remaining had been filed to a
razorlike sharpness.

‘While he stood there he heard a
tumult in the darkness behind him.
Recognizing the voices of the ape-
men, he abandoned cauticn and
shouted toward the platform =abcve
him. Almost at once a door was flung
open and three figures rushed out. He
saw an elderly man, whose hair shone
white under his torchlizht, a second
man of his own age, and a young girl
whose beauty in those bizarre sur-
roundings was startling.

“In God’s mname!”’ gasped the
elder man in good English, leaning
down to stare at the dyer. ‘‘Who
are you—and how did you gzet here?”’

A great wave of thanicfuiness swept
over Kent. At least he was not iso-
lated from his own kind.

‘“Let me come up there away from
these green devils,”’ he replied, puil-
ing aside the breathing mask, ‘‘and
Il tell you anything, But if I don’t
make it in a minute I’ll collapse.”’

THERE was a hurried exchange of
words above and then the younger
men appeared with a long rope lad-
der, which he hastily lowered. Kent
made the ascent with difficulty, for he
was almcst at the breaking point. He
was quickly escorted into the main
room of tho building, which, he saw,
had once been an airship cabin. It
was comfortably farnished, to his sur-
prize, though part of the material was
evidently the result of days of labor.
Other doors led to smaller eabins,
Jjoined together by roughly built pas-
sages. The girl, under direction of
the white-haired man, set zbout re-
lievmg Kent’s fatigue and sponging

the greenish deposit which had
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seeped in about his face. Refreshed
by a drink of eool, clear water, and a
dish of strange but delicious food
which his host called korau, the fiyer
then briefly explained the events
which had ended in such a disastrous
manner. The girl showed an unre-
strained intercst in Kent’s story, but
the younger of the two men displayed
a sullen indifference which Kert was
unable to fathom. The elder man lis-
tened thoughtfully, with a start of
excitemernt at his mention of the
newspaper which had been found on
Teajo.

““And now,”’ said Eent, when he
had concluded his story, ‘“tell me
where T am, for I'll admit T am lost
for an explanation.”’

The old man raised his head aad
looked with compassion on him.

*“If it would serve any geod pur-
pose 1 would spare you that lknow-
ledge, '’ he answered sorrowfully, ¢‘My
son, there is not the slightest chanee
t‘mt you will ever return to that
place which we call the earth!™

Stunned by these amazing words,
Kent sark back in his chair, gazing
at the speaker in comsternation.

*“So that you will not doukt what
I say,”’ went on the other, ‘‘I skall
explain who we are. As you are an
aviator you will probably remcmbar
the airship Fidelis.””

‘‘Not the dirigible that was lost in
19197’ stammered Kent. ‘‘ You mean
this——-"?

‘“Is that ill-fated ecraft,’’ finished
the old man ealmly. *‘‘Or rather,
what is left cf it. You perhaps recall
that there were several American
passengers on board when it left Eng-
land for Berlin? Well, we are the
survivors—we three Americans. I
am Alexander Faire and this is my
daughter, Madeline. And this is
Hugh Fletcher; Hugh was traveling
with us as my secretary when we
made that anfortunate voyage.’”

‘‘But the Fidelis crashed at sea,
protested Kent. ‘‘The wreckage of
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the eontrol car was found off the coast
of Spain. You are all supposed to
be dead.”’

‘‘The eontrol ecar was wrenched off
in the hurricane,’’ admitted Faire.
‘“That is how the officers and crew
lost their lives, Then some of the
passengers jumped in parachutes.
From what you say none of them es-
capod death. I suppose they wers
drowned. At any rate, the airship
rose to a great height because of its
decreased weight. Had it not been
for the first officer of the [idelis, whp
was in the passenger cabin when the
starma struck us, we shouid have per-
ished. He made the cabin airtight
and released oxygen from tho emer-
geney kit so that we wers abie to
breathe. Even then the cold aimost
finished us. At last we were caught
in just such an eddy as drew you
here, and were wrecked upon this
spot, 'We did not pass through the
pit, however; I think some counter-
current earried us here. There were
five of us alive when we landed, but
since then one has died from illnesa
a:inanother 2t the hands of the Tor-

‘‘Tortas?’’ repeated Kent.

“Yon ecalicd them ape-men,’”’ ex-
pleined Faire. ‘‘There are several
hundred of them herv. They have the
instincts of animals baut hroman in-
telligence of a low order. Probsbly
they would be pounced on as the
mmsmg links* were they back on the
earth.”’

“You have mnot told me where I
am,’”’ Kent reminded him. ‘‘What is
this terrible place?’’

“It is the Sargasso of the air,’”
stated Faire solemnly. ‘‘You hnvu
been dm}:ll:ed upon e small aerial is-
langd, which we call Suferno, an island
formed in occuntless centuries by bits
of matter earried into this
place of the winds Foreedmtoa
eompact mass by the pe al pres-
sure of the whirlpool, and buayed up
by terrifle forces of the winds, it acta~

ally withstands the earth’s power of
gravity. Oh, I know it is incredible!
Baut it is true. As youn know, the east-
erly movement of the earth rosuilts in
2 constant westerly wind, the speed of
that wind inereesing with the dis-
tance above the earth. At some point
the rotation of the globe ceases to
drag the surrounding air after it, and
the winds may be said to stand still
Yet in relation to the earth that point
is speeding by at about nine hundred
miles an hour. We are at thot point,
in the center of that mighty vortex,
where the winds of the worid spend
their force.”’

‘“T ean not believe it!’’ cried Kent,
when Faire had conecluded. ‘‘No
power of winds could upiold such a
great mass as this. And even so we
should die from ecold and rarefied air.
Surely yon are mistaken—we must
be in some forsa<en spot on the
earth.’’

Faire smiled pityingly.,

‘“You are wasilng yomr time in
fighting the truth, Captain Kent. Do
not think this is & haphazard opinion.
‘While on the cartk I spent yeers in
the pursuit of scientific lmowledge,
and I am the last one to accept a
theory which is not clearly proved.
I can answer any objection you malke
—though God knows I would be glad
to believe I am in error. The force
you deprecate is an slmost vertical
one, as you kmow by the rapid rise
of your plane. Bemember, it is the
reaction of currents moving at nine
hundred miles an hoar and meeting
counter carrents with such speed as
to create an everlasting eddy. The
compression of air by those winds
makes it denser than on earth, end the
heat is supplied by the friction of
scouring current; under the base of
this strange placs. That heat is suffi-
cient to keep the base of the pit in a
state resembling that of molten metal.
mdu- that you eseaped with your

“But why hes this formstion never
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been seen on earth?’ questioned
Kent. *“‘At most it can not be more
than twenty-five miles above the high-
er observatories.”’

“Yor have answered yourself,’”’
replied Faire. “‘Its very ecloseness
causes it to pass with such speed that
it is but a fleeting shadow across the
lens of any telescope. It is like an
airplane speeding at three hundred
miles an hour a few yards above your
head. Your eye could not catch its
passage. No, there is no mistake, nor
do I believe that we shali ever regain
our lost world. Your enming has
created a tiny hope, bowever. Until
this time I have thought that nothing
ever escaped the suction of Suferno.
Tke finding of that newspaper would
seem to indicate otherwise. Though
we can not be certain, there was prob-
ably a cyclone, or similar disturhance,
near New York cr at a spot where
that paper had been disearded. It
was evidently drawn up into this
place, or else on the edge of the whirl-
pool, and then dropped by some op-
posing current.’’

‘‘But how is it that no one else has
ever heard the sounds from the pit$’’
asked the flyer.

““You mentioned a circular depres-
sion near the place where you stood,’’
said Faire. ‘It is well kmuwn that
scund waves can be eaught and re-
flected, even though from great dis-
tances, by just such hellows. You
might have beon at the focel point of
the depression. Perhaps there is no
other spot on earth fitted for such
reception. at least along the track
which we may be said to follow.’’

Kent fell silent. Was this amazing
explanation possible? But if not, what
could explain the circumstances?

‘T don’t understand how you con-
trived to build this place by your-
selves,’’ he said at last. ‘‘And how
do you get food and water without
exposing yourselves to the Tortast’’

“‘They thought we were gods when
we first came,’”’ answered the scien-
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tist. ‘‘They gave over one of their vil-
lages to us, but it was a bunch of
filthy, underground affairs, so we de-
eided to build a regular home. Luck-
ily one of the motor naecelles con-
tained a full set of tocls. We man-
aged to unbolt or cut away that part
of the framework we did not need, so
that it eould not be a convenient path
for reaching us. We saw that there
would be trouble later, so we made
the Refuge, a8 Madeline named it, as
safe as possible. The girders are filed
so that even the Tortas can not climb
up. They do not understand making
such things as ladders, and so we are
fairly secure.

““When Collins, the first officer,
died from fever, the Tortas saw that
we were mortal, and immediately at-
tacked us. However, we had an old
revolver with a few cartridees, so that
we were abie to drive them off. But
they are our enemies and we have to
wateh them constantly. As for oumr
food, we go out occasionally for raw
supplies from which we make up vari-
ous concoctions. Some are quite
palatable. But it is dangerous and
lately we have started bartering with
the Tortas for these things. They
are extremely interested in getting
bits of silk, which we have stripped
from the Fidelis, and a few trinkets
which Madeline makes for that pur-
posa.”’

The girl interrupted for the first
time.

“I am so tired of seeing that old
gilk,”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘Our clothes
did not last long, and we have been
making things out of this colorless
gilk ever since. I suppose we look
like conviets to you.”’

She laughed at her last words. Kent
locked at her in frank admiration.

‘“Hardly,’’ he said, smiling, ‘‘un.
less I change my presenf impressions
of eonviets.””

Then he turned back to the sciem-
tist, and in so doing missed the pecu-
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liar expression which flitted across
Fletcher’s stolid face.

“‘Is there water on Suferno?’’ he
inquired. ‘‘Surcly there are mno
springs?!”’

‘“We cateh the rain, or mist, which
you have noticed,’’ said Faire. ‘At
first we had to drink it with only a
slight filtering, and it was nauseating.
The green crystal it deposits is some-
what like sulfur in taste, though not
in chemical action. Howcver, I have
a combination filter and still rigged
up which turns it into good water.
You must see my laboratoxy later on.
Hugh and I have just completed the
manufaeture of a high-power ex-
plosive. We call it feolin. With sev-
eral small bornbs of that we shall not
fear all the Tortas on Suferno.”’

“‘If this place was formed as you
believe,’’ remarked Keni, ‘‘how did
it come to be inhabited by these
strange creatures and by those terri-
ble monsters in the pit?”’

Faire hesitated for a moment.

‘“I can explaic it only by evolu-
tion,”’” he said at last. ‘‘You may
not believe in that theory. Under our
feet are tons of matter lifted from
the earth by an everlasting process.
Tt is my belief that this life orig-
inated from protoplasms carried here
in that matter. At any rate, life cer-
tainly exists. The Tortas fear the
things in the pit as much as we, how-
ever, so we are dcubly protected.
They call them the Vange, according
to Hugh here, who has mastered their
weird lingo. As long as these strange
animals do not find any way into the
flat land outside the pit we are safe.
I believe, though, that their caves and
tunnels run far back, perhaps under
the spot on which we live.”’

As he fell silent Madeline spoke
eagerly to the flyer.

‘““Won't you tell us what has hap-
pened in the world since we left?’’
she pleaded. *‘It seems almost e
dream that we ever lived there, for
these gix years have been ages.””

Though he was tired, Kent com-
plied willingly. Faire soon cut in on
the recital.

““You forget, Madeline,”’ hc told
the girl, ‘‘that Captain Kent has had
a trying experience. You can talk of
these things later, when he has had a
good rest.”’

‘It must be near morning,’’ said
Kent, as he rose to follow his host
into another eabin. ‘‘Everything will
doubtless seem more cheerful in sun-
light.”’

Faire shook his head morosely.

“*There is no day or night here,”
he observed. ‘‘Except for our forlite
torches, made from a luminous weed,
no light rays penetrate this everlast-
ing green mist. I think it must ab-
sorb all light rays from outside, for
the darkness is never lifted. As for
the time, we have a ship’s elock which
was not damaged, but it is of little
use to us.”’

He conducted Kent to an inmer
room and bade him good night. With-
in a minute the flyer was fast asleep.

3

Fon’n-mcnr hours had passed since
Kent had crashed on the aerial
isle of Suferno. He had recovered
from his strange experience, most of
which now seemed a dream, thcugh
he had but to look through the
screened ports of the Refuge into the
perpetual night to assure himself that
it was no fancy. Faire had proved
an interesting host, an earnest scien-
tist whose intellect had stoed up well
under his isolation. Madeline was a
charming companion, doubly so be-
cause of her eager interest in Kent’s
deseriptions of conditions in the
world hidden below them. Fletcher
maintained a eold reserve which the
flyer at last decided was due to the
loneliness of months on Suferno.

The Refuge was an interesting hab-
itation. The little cabins made novel
quarters and the furnishings from the
salvage of the Fidelis afforded quiet
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comfort. Numerous forlite $orches
illominated the structure with & soft,
pleasant glow. The central cabin
even boasted a small library, which
had been carried in the passenger
compartment of the airship. At the
rear of the Refuge was a combination
storerocm and laboratory, where
Faire spent a great deal of time in
various experiments. As Kent was
being conducted through this room he
noticed several coils of wire and
stopped abruptly.

““What is it?’! asked Faire in sur-
prize.

‘T had forgotten my radio set,’’ ex-
vlained the flysr. ‘‘This wire brought
it to my mind. I ought to zet it in
here at cnee, before the Tortas stum-
ble on the vlace where it is hidden.””

“Why do you want it?'’ asked
Madelinre. “‘You don’t mean that
you ean send a message 1¢ the
earth§’’

He shook his head.

‘“No, it is rot a transmitiing set.
But unless it is baaly dama"ed and
its cushion supports should prevent
that, we can listzn in and tell just
about where we are in relation to the
earth.’’

A scornful laugh from the doorway
interrupted him. Fletcher had en-
tered and stood there regarding them
morosely.

‘‘How can you do that?’’ he asked
insolently. ‘‘A wireless message
mighi come from any place. Even if
you heard it yon eouldn’t tell where
it came from.”’

Kent chose to ignore the other’s
tone. He smiled easily.

¢“What you eall ‘wireless’ has un-
dergone some changes since ycu left
the world,’’ he said ‘‘It is called
‘radio’ now, and there are thousands
of stations all over the globe, broad-
casting musieal econcerts, plays,
speeches, political conventions, and a
hundred other things. At any hour
of the day or night you can tune in an
something interesting. And by use
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of what we call directicnal antenns
it is easy to get the line of {ransmis-
sion.”’

Even Faire was amazed at Kent's
explanation, while Fletcher lapsed
into an ugly silence.

‘“‘And to think,”’ ecried Madeliune
breathlessly, ‘‘that in a few hours we
may hear voiecs from our long-lost
world. Oh, I nope ths set will not be
brokeni’’

“We’ll scon lmow,’” said Kent.
“I'm going out right now to get it.”’

He headed for his eabin to prepare
for the trip.

“Wait a little bit.’* Fleteher called

ter him. ‘‘I’ve just put up a sig-
nal for the Tortas, skhowing that we
have some things to trade. When
taey come I7il find out how they feei.
They may be worked 1p over your
Idlling Ka'-n. their chief. If every-
thing is ali right Il go out with
you.”

Half an hour !ater, in response to a
string of forlite torches displayed
from the Refuge, a dozen Tertas ap-
peared. Donning a erude helmet and
mask to keep out ths green mist,
Fletcher strode out on to the p.at—
form. His appearance was the signal
for a chorus of hoarse gutturals from
the fierce-locking creatures below.
Then began a rapld conversation, ae-
comparied by a series of gestures by
Fletcher. The negetiatiors conelud-
ed, there came an exchenge of silk
and trinketz for several baskets of
supplies the Tortas had brought, the
baskets being drawn up by hooked
lines. The other three castaways re-
mained inside, peering through the
ports, Faire explaining that Fletcher
was the only one who seemed to efect
an understanding with the ape-men.

¢I think it is safe to go out,”” ob-
served Fletcher as he entered. ‘‘Karn
was 8 bullying sort, and they seem
glad to be rid of him. You had bet-
ter put on your mask and goggles.”’

“I" take my gat, too,'’ remarked
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Kent. ‘‘It’s an effective argument
against any number of clubs.”’

Fletcher turned to the scientist.

“I'd better take our pistol, too.
You can’t tell about those devils.”’

Thus equipped, the two men de-
scended the rope ladder and made off
into the shadows. Their torches
showed the way plainly, and the VR
was soon. located. It seemed mnot to
have been touched, though Kent was
not sure. Kneeling beside the shrub-
bery where he had concealed the tool
kit and radio, he found that they also
were intact., He drew the set out
quickly and bent over to examine it
when he felt a swift jerk at his holster
and looked up to find himself covered
by his own aud Fletcher’s pistol.

Seeing the mad, malignant grin
which spread over the other man’s
face, the flyer made no effort to move,
knowing that it would but result in
his death. Fletcher laughed sneer-
ingly.

““So you are going to take my
Madeline back to earth with you, Cap-
tain Kent? I think not—in faet, 1
am quite sare of it.”’

Then, without moving his eyes from
the fiyer, he lifted his head and ut-
tered a peculiar call. Almost at once
they were surrounded by a group of
leering Tortas who seized Kent and
bound him with a long, ropelike vine.
Though he struggled, he was like a
child in their powerful hands.

‘“And now,’’ said Fletcher with a
mocking smile, “‘in order to lend
color to my little story of your tragie
death, I shall have to use some of
your ammunition. But then you
won’t need it, anyway.’’

Raising the pistol, he fired several
shots into the air. The Tortas
dropped to the ground in terror, bat
at a command from Fletcher crept to
their feet, Fletcher’s voice took on a
note of bitter hatred.

‘“You fooll’’ he snarled. ‘‘Do you
think I can’t see that she is falling
in love with you! Do you suppose I

have waited all these years for noth-
ing? What do I care about going
back to the earth? When old Faire
Kicks off I can be king here, for these
damned brutes are afraid of me be-
cause I lmow their language and can
frame up things on them. And I'll
have her! What more do I need to
be happy? Yes—when old Faire is
gone—and that may not be so long
distant, either!’’

He snapped a curt order, and Kent
was roughly dragged to his feet.
Then, with his lower bonds loosened,
he was forced to march along an up-
ward winding trial. Steeper and
steeper became the path, while Kent
cursed himself bitterly for not at-
tempting an attack before the Tortas
bound him. As a dull glow appeared
above he had a sickening foreboding.
They were going to throw him into
the pit!

‘With the strength of desperation
he broke for an instant from his cap-
tors, but before he could hurl himself
down the precipitous slope the Tortas
in the rear threw themselves upon
him with angry eries. But for Fletch-
er’s interference, he would have been
torn to pieces. A minute later he
looked for the second time on the
weird, firelit walls of the space
through which he had come to Su-
ferno.

‘““You are going to have 2 new ex-
perience, Captain Kent,”" gloated
Fletcher. ‘‘An experience no man
has ever had—though our dear friend
Faire may soon taste of its joys. Do
you see that ledge below us?’’

ENT looked and his heart went

sick within him. A great, sinis-
ter form was plainly visible, though
its features were obscured in shadows.
Omne of the Tortas produced a long
coil of the tenuous vine such as that
which bound Kent. This was slipped
under the prisoner’s arms and
secured. Then he was carefully low-
ered over the rim, Fletcher’s exultant
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laugh following him in his slow de-
scent. Hs closed his eyes in despair
for a moment. Then, forcing them
open, he looked down upon the ledge
Fletcher had indicated His body,
which had been dangling limply, be-
gen to sway slowly from sidc (o side,
making of him a human peundulwmn.
He sew the reason instantly. The
ledge did not extend out far enough
to intercept bim, and the Tortas were
endeavoring to swing him over it so
they could drop him upon it. At the
same time a new scnsation came to
him. The vine-rope was scraping
against something. @ An wupward
glance showed where it was c
against the side of the cliff. A jerk
told him of a parted strand. He was
still fifty feet above the main ledge,
bat there was a tiny projection less
than four yards beneath. I7 by a
miracle: . His breath caught in his
throat as he felt another strand
breul:. Then a sudden rending and
he was dropping, feet first. An agon-
ized second and he landed with a jolt
that almost drove Lis legs from their
sockets, his head hanging over the
rocky shelf.

By twisting about he was able to
look up toward the rim. The spot
from which he had come was hidden.
Fletcher ecould not kmow the outcome
of his inhumnan scheme. Uundcubted-
ly ke would believe he had succeeded.
Probably he had, for Faire had said
there was no passage from the pit to
the open land of Suferno. Neverthe-
less, Kent felt renewed hope as he
began to work his bonds loose.

When he had freed himself he sat
up and inspected his surroundings.
At the back of the ledge was a small
opening, barely large enough to per-
mit passage. He crawled into it
for a few yards and stopped. It had
turned abruptly, leaving him in
abysmal darkmess. Then he foreed
himself to go on, for it was his only
chance, even though he might fall et
any moment into some deep cavern.
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There was a dank, musty odor in the
air which increased as he went along.
He proceeded cauticusly, feeling his
way in the blackness. The passage
grew larger and in a mipute he cam:
to a fork. He chose tke right branch
and soon saw a glimmer of light. For-
getting caution, he ran towerd it and
in a few seconds found himself at the
rear of the very ledge on which
Fletcher had intended him to fali.

Stretched iull length lay a gigantic
creature, resembling a lizard in form
but with a huge, hulging head urlike
anything he had ever seen. Iis legs
were twelve feet in length, ard its
scaly, mottled body was at least fifty
feet long. Kent recalled with a gasp
tke skeleton of a prehistorie dinesaur
he had seen in 2 muscum. But for
its head this monster would be cne of
that species, Beyond the passage he
had followed, a second one opened,
wide enough to admit the gruesoms
cecupant of the ledge. Secattered
about the Hoor of the cave thus
formed were mangled bones of great
size. Evidently in the eaverns under
Suferno were other strange animals,
prey for this creature and its lind,
the Vange.

Though the eyses of the creature
were open, it did not seem to see
Eent. A transparent film covered
the hideous yellow slits, whose fierce-
ness was emphasized by white rings
encircling them, like the eyes of &
horse violently distended. He found
himself moving forward as one hypno-
tized and stopped with a jerl. Asa
stone rattled under his feet the film
lifted swiftly from the serpentlike
eyes and with a mighty, bubbling
scream the Vanga lunged to its feet,
darting its head downward with in-
eredible speed. Kent whirled in blind
terror as he saw the cavernous maw
open and two great fangs shoot out
toward him. The hot breath of the
monster sped itself after him as he
flung himsel? to safety at the tum
of the passage.
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Hurrying back to the fork, he ex-
tered the left mide. Ta his delight it
socn tuned upward. Perhaps there
existed somse tunnel which wonld take
him into the open. Thers followed
an hcur of diseppointments. The
tunnel led to others, confusing him
80 that he became completely lost.
Once he heard a muffled roarirg, end
guessed that he was near some great
eavern where the Vange congregated,
or perhaps prowled in search of food.

Retreating, he was aboat to give up
i the exhaustion of all hope, when
a draft of eocol air struck upon his
fece. Tracing its source, be came on
a slanting wall at the top of wkich a
{aint gleam of light straggled through.
Rude steps bad been cut in the alope,
<o that he was able to reach the top.
Puaning his way through a thick muass
of nndergrowth which elosed the en-
tranee, he found himself noi 2 hun-
dred feet from a Torta viliage!

Evidently this passage was not
lmown even to the ape-men, for it
showed no sign of use in recert times.
Kent felt a great relief. He could lie
here until rested, and then search for
the Refuge. Crawling a lttle closer
to the village, he aaw that the hu!s
were in reality eaves witk raised,
thatched tops. The inhabitanis en-
tered on hands and knees, It was
fairly well lit, for an especially large
growth of forlite bushes existed at
this point. He saw that a eonferenco
of some kind was in progress between
the males, the females being kept be-
low, as fer as he could observe.

The econferemce ended suddenly,
and three of the Tortas picked up
their clube and torches, starting off
into the mist. A thought struck Kent
and he quiekly ecireled the village,
following as close es he dared. Luck
wes with kim, for the three ape-men
went straight to the Refage, where
fhey bellowed a loud eall After a
‘walt, Fleteher appeared. Kent folt his
m leap as he saw Madeline and

peeping out fram the doorway.

He stole cleser, keeping in the shad-
ows. The Tortas scemed to be de-
manding something. He heard Fleteh-
er esk pome question of Faire, bui
couid not catch the words.

“No!”” exclaimed the scientist,
frmly. ‘“What can you be thinking
of, to make peace with them after the
murder of Captain Kent? After this
1 shal'l treat them as the animals they
arsl’

Flctcher spoko again to the Tortas,
who replied with @ ferce hubbub. The
threo Americans on the platform dis-
appeared and the Tortas slunk away
with angry mutterings. Kent shrewd-
ly conjectured that TFletcher had
promised the ape-men a reward for
helping him carry the fiyer to the vit,
and that his mention of a pence-of-
tering was a subterfuge to deceive
Fairz. An erger mounting almost to
snurderons hatred took bold of him.
Then he calmed himself and tried to
thick of some wey to reach the
Refrge.

At last a plan oecurred to him If

Fletcher had not found the tool
kit]! He had forgotten to mention it
in connection with the radie. Hastily
he scarched out the trail to the VR.
To his joy the tool kit still reposed
in its hiding place, though the radio
set was gune, Taking out two Still-
son wrenches, he went back to the
Refuge.

‘When he felt sure no one was stir-
ring above, he stripped off his unmi-
form blcuse and tore it into large
pieces, ane of which hLe tied about
each hand. Adjusting the wrenches
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with the utmost care, lest some sound
warn Fletcher or a loos: grip send
him hartling to the ground. At last
he hung bereath the piatform, wiere
he was foreed to trust mimself to the
strength of his tired arms. After 2
great effort he swung his bedy over
the edge and lay panting on the foor.

“When he had regained his breath
he tiptoed to the nearest port and
looked in. The eentral cabin was de-
serted. He pondered a moment. The
door was barred but if he waited for
someons to open it he might encoun-
ter Fletcher fully armed. The sight
of Fletcher’s club in the corner of
the cabin decided him. Stepping to
the edge of the platform bhe hurled
himseif against the doov, which burst
open with a loud crash. Tken, seiz-
ing the club, ke dashed for Fleicher's
room. As he approached, the door
opened hastily and Iictcher ap-
peared, a pistol in his hand. At sight
of Kent a gray pallar overspread his
£ace and he raised the gnn in his trem-
bling nand, but before e eould pull
the trigger Kent hrought down the
club on his outstretched arm, sending
the weapon clattering to the floor.
Dashing the club aside, Kent swung
to the other’s jaw with a blow into
which went all the pent-up rage of
the past hours. Fletcher collapsed
with 2 gurgling moan just as Faire
and Mudelire rushed out.

As the girl’s eyes rested on Kent
she gave a little ery and would have
fallen bad he not caught her. Lift-
ing her tenderly, he carried her to
the couch in the central cabin, Faire
lcoking on speechless.

“I thought you were dead,’”’ whis-
pered Madeline dazedly, her eyes
hungrily searching Kent’s face,
‘Hugh said the Tortag——'"

“] know,”” cut in Kent grimly.
“‘But it was a frameop. And he is
going to pay for it.”’

At his explanation Faire’s brows
grew black with anger, while the girl
listened wide-eyed.
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‘‘So ha must be put out of here,"’
concluded Kent. ‘‘Not for what he
did to me partieularly, hut because
reither you nor Madeline will be safe
if he is allowed to stay. He planned
to kill you, Faire—of that I am sure.
You can guess the rest.’’

“I trusted him,’’ said the scientist
glowly. ‘I mnever suspected him for
an instant. But yoa are right—he
must go out with the Tortas, since
they are his friends. It will mean
redoubled watching on our part, foc
he will organize them against us, but
it is the only way.’*

¢“We need not fear him,’’ said the
flyer. “He will have no tools to
work with, and I shall warn him I
intend to shoot on sight if he comes
near the Refuge. I shall ecarry him
out at once, for we are not safe with
bim here.

And Fleteher, still aneonscious, was
carried by Kent down the rope lad-
der. There were no Tortas in sight,
so’ Kent gave a piercing whistle to
call them. Leaving Fletcher on the
ground, he returned to the Refuge
and drew the ladder up after him.

4

“Y uck is with us ence more,’”’ an-

nounced Kent, straightening up
from his inspection of the radio set,
which Fletcher had carried back to
the Refuge. ‘‘Two tubes are in worl-
ing order, and es this is a reflex cir-
cuit we’ll have the strength of thres
tubes when I change the connections
a bit.””

Two hour3 later he closed the bat-
tery switch and eagerly rotated the
dials, while Faire stood by the huge
loop they had constructed. Madeline
watched with rapt interest. After
several minutes Kent’s eyes dilated
with excitement.

‘‘Hold it therel’’ he cried to the
scientist. ‘‘We've caught something.
It’s an orchestra . . . ah! he’s going
to announce,’’
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‘There was a moment of strained si-

*WRC—Washington!’”’ he ex-
claimed st last. ‘‘Write down these
settings, Madeline. And get the an-
gles on the loop, too, both the vertical
and horizontal, for we’ll need them.”’

The loop hed been made so that it
could be rotated in two planes, giving
its defiection toward the earth wken
lying en its side.

“But this may be coming from a
long distance,’’ said Maire, anxiously.
‘“We may be miles away, perhaps no-
where near the Atlantic coast.’’

“We're within £ifty miles of Wash-
ington,’’ replied Xent decisiveiy. “‘I
knew this set, and it wouldn't come
in this loud any farther away. Here,
listen for yourself.’’

Removing the headphones, he
handed them io Faira. Seeing the
wistful look in the girl’s eyes, he drow
one phone from the clips and for sev-
eral minutes the scientist and his
daughter listened to the music whick
was being broadeast from the capital,
There were tears in the eyes of both
when they turned to Kent.

“‘It is wonderful,”’ breathed Made-
line. “‘A great invention—but more
wonderful because it gives us back
otr w,c:rld. 1 shall never be lonely

‘“It may give us back the world in
a very literal sense,’’ remarked Kent.
‘1 have a plan which maj y be worked
out, but first we must determine ex-
m.tly how we move above the earth.”’

Taking the phones, he began the
hunt for a second station.

*‘Charlotte, North Carolina,”” he
stated in a few minutes. ‘‘We must
be somewhere Letween there and
‘Washington, for the vertical angles
are almost in line ard the horizontal
angles are in opposite directions.””

For three hours this process was
repeated, during which time more
than a hundred stations were picked
up and carefully recorded, with the
time of reception. Then Kent shnt

down the set and bent over a world
map which had been torn from an
atlus in the library.

‘“We are over the Pacifie,”’ he ex-
plained to the others. ‘‘There won’t
be anything but a ship or two for a
long time, and we couldn't know their
locations so we might as well trace
our passage across the United States.
By plotting the angles on stations
which we eaught at about the same
time we can get a fixed position for
that irnstant.”’

He began work with peneil and
rule, while Faire read the angles.

‘‘There are four stations on which
the loop pointed straight downm,’’ he
ecntinned. ‘‘That is, the vertical an-
gle was ninety degrees, indicating
that we were directly cver tke sta-
tions, These four were WBBL, Rich-
mocd; WEBAC, Columbus; WOC,
Daverport, and KEPT at Salt Leke
City. The curve drawn tkrough these
pleces shows that we touched first at

Jape Hatteras and then moved in an
upward arc across the country, our
highest - point being just south of
Sioux City, Iowa. From Salt Lale
City we curved back sonthward un-
til we reached the Pacifie, just below
Monterey Bay, California. And,
judging from the intersections of the
inclination angles, we are about nine-
ty thousand feet above the earth.””

Faire scrutinized the map closely.

*“This arc must pass through
Guam,”’ he remarked, ‘‘since you were
caught up at that point. A continua-
tion of the carve will cut through
Singapore and then dip down below
the equator. From that it wounld ap-
pear there is 8 second ere which cov-
ers the Indian Ocean, crosses Africa
Jnst above Cape Town and thcn
swings up between Africa and South
Amgnca until it begins at Hatteras

agan.

Kent nodded.

“‘I think you are right. I ean’t un-
derstand why we den’t travel in a
straight line around the earth, or
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rather, why it doeen’t move in that
way below us, but andonbtedly there
are many corditions affecting the
winds up here which we can not
comprehend.”’

‘“You spoke of a plan,”’ suggested
Faire, ‘I confe:s to being a skepuc,
but T wouid like to hear it, anyway.’

Kent's face was grave. He hesi-
tated, looking at Madeline in som:
doubt.

“I don’t wish to frightea you,”
ho s2id finallv, ‘‘but I believe that we
shali have to prepare for an emcr-
gency. Of course you have noticed
ike erack in the ground which les
just beycnd the framewerk of the
Fidelis? Well, when I climbed acrnss
it. the last time it seemed to have
wwidened and become cdesper. I have
an idea that we are on the outer edge
of Suferno, and that the tip of
ground supporting us is being slowly
breken off by the vibraticn from the
center.,”’

Faire’s faee wasg pale. He glanced
quickly at the girl.

‘I have suspected something of the
Lkind,’’ he admitted. *‘There seemed
to be no rewedy, so I never told Mad-
eline. Hugh learned from the Tortas
that large portions of Suferno have
venished in just that way. What
happents to them after they break off
I do pot know.’’

I helieve they fall toward the
eurth,” said Kent. “‘Perhaps the
mass disintegrates, or it may be taken
for part of a meteor if it strikes in-
habited land. This particular strip
may not break off for a long time, but
we ought not to take a chance. How
much silk have you left in tke store-
room1t”’

““‘Several rolls, though I don’t
Imow exactly how much,’”’ arswered
the ’s?}ent.lst “What good will it do

““We’'ll build an air-tight box,’’ ex-
plained Kent quickly, werming to his
subject as he went on. ‘' We can make
it from six-ply veneer, which is light
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but strong. The base will be rein-
forced to Lold the three of us. We
can leave space between the inrer and
outer wails, and pack it with noftob
pulp, *whici I remember you said wae
a peor eenducior of heat. Now for
the silk. If it is not rotted we can
make five parachutes, ore for ths ven-
ter of the box, and cne to be held Ly
an outrigger atm on each cormer S
that tke ’ehutles won’t tangle when
they open. The four wiil have to be
small end the eeniral one wiil be very
large. I'l sneak out to the VR and
bring in the oxygen tank. There is
a litile leit in #t, and we can make
more in you:r lahsratory.”’

Taire and the gisi ware staring ar
him dazedly.

I den’t believe it wil 1 work,”’
jected the sclentist, aster a silemee.
“If thiz bit cf '"‘Oh‘ld tears fosse we
shall be milled around and our hox
would ba smashed to pieces. Basides
it wenid have to Lo kept in &
spot far eucugh irom the Fidcl
fall free, and the Tortas would wreek
it for us.”

““1t is the only possible way of es-
cape,’’ said Kent, somewhai impa.
tiently. “‘I ecan manage to keep it a
secret from the Tortas and Fletcher,
and as for our milling around, it
would bs ouly in the air and the box
would stand the strain.”’

‘“Oh, i we only could get away!”’
exclaimed hladeline. ‘‘Father, let us
take the chance of being killed—even
that ‘would be better than staying
here the rest of cur lives. Somehow
I believe that it would suceead.”’

Faire at last agreed, though he was
far from convineced.

“‘Even if we fall free, and escape
the vortex,’’ he protested, ‘“‘we may
drop into some ocean or the middle
of a wilderness. Except for the time
when we are over the United States
our track lies almost cntirely above
water.”’

“1 know,’’ said Kent in a troubled
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voiece. ‘‘That Is the only thing I fear.
Yet I see no way around it.”’

‘‘If there were only some way we
could make the ground break loose,’’
said Madeline thoughtfully, ‘‘we
could start at a definite time, for now
we lkmow just when we are over the
States.”” .

Kent sat up excitedly,

“‘That’s a great idea! Why didn’t
we think of that, Faire? By heaven,
we can do it!”’

‘““How1’’ demandzd the scientist.

““Teolin!’’ replied Kent enthusias-
tically. ‘“We’ll plani several charges
of it far enough away to keep from
biowing ourselves up, but close
enough to break off this tongue of
land. We have some spark plugs
from one motor of the Fidelis, and
even if they aren’t any good we can
fall beck on those in the VR, We
kave pleuty of wice ard I can rig up
a booster strong encuch to fire
through three or four plugs. We’ll
wait until we are just off the Atlantic
coast and then throw the switch. It
will take about an hour and a quar-
ter to drop, if onr parachutes open
at once. We'll be sure to strike land
then. We’ll check up by radio to get
the exact time on our clock.”

Faire seemed to catch some of his
enthusiasm.

‘“Wild as it sounds, I believe it is
posgible,”’ he said. **Let’s get to work
right away.’’

5

"TmE is only half an hour left,””
said the scientist, uncornseciously
lowering his voice from suppressed
excitement. ‘‘Now that the time has
come I am tortured with a thousand
new doubts.””

“‘Don’t worry about it,’’ coun-
seled Kent, striving for a cheerful
tone, though he too felt the gravity
211 the moment. ;“Weﬂ}:ad our close

yesterday when the leolin ex-
ploded.”’

“Thank God it was only & small

charge,’’ exclaimed Faire in a fervent
voice. “‘I still fail to understand
how forlite can ignite it. I have al-
ways thought of it as being without
heat or fire, and the possibility never
occurred to me. It is a wonder wo
have not had an accident in the lab-
oratory.”’

Three weeks had passed since
Fletcher had been exiled from the
Refuge. At first tho three castaways
proceeded cautiously, keeping -close
watch for the outcast or lurking Tor-
tas, but when nothing unusual hap-
pened they decided Fletcher was kept
busy at the Torta villages organizing
his new subjects. By this time the
parachute box had been completed,
and had been carefully lowered to the
ground. 7The two men then moved
it on crude rollers to an open spot
three hundred yards away, where
heaped brush and the intense dark-
ness concealed it from wandering ape-
men. Every ounce of teolin Faire
had manufactured had been placed in
sloping pits dug for this purpose. The
wires from the spark plugs were led
into the parachute box and connected
to an induection coil which Kent had
wound for use with the radio battery.

¢It is strange that we have not
been hindered by Fletcher,’’ observed
Faire thoughtfully, as he put cn one
of the rough coats of silk lined with
nottok, which they had made for re-
sisting the cold. “‘It is not like him
to forget what we did to him. I am
afraid of the man, for he is extremely
eunning.’’

“I think he is simply saving his
skin by staying at e safe distance,””
replied Kent. ‘‘We have the pistols
and he knows we will not be slow in
using them. Well, we had better be
going or we shall have to wait another
twenty-four hours.’?

‘With. a last farewell to the Refuge,
which had so faithfully lived up to its
name, they descended the rope ladder.
After a keen scrutiny of the sur-
rounding area for skulking ape-men,



2¢ ‘WEIRD

they set off toward the ndd craft to
which they would soon entrust their
lives. Removing the brush avound it,
Kent opened the little door and made
a last inspeetion of the oxygen sys-
tem and the reinforced glass port.
Madeline cntered frst, making a
Lrave effort to hide her natural agita-
tion. The two men followed and se-
cured the dcor with stout turnbuckles
installed on all four edges.

“‘Tt is only a few minutes from the
time we figured,”” announced Kent
rather pervously. ¢‘That zmount
won’t take muech differcnce—let’s
throw the switch now and have it
done!’’

Before the others eould reply thore
came a thud against the door, as
though some solid objeet had been
placed against it. Thaen a raucous,
tnumphant laugh., Fletcher’s voice!
Consternation swept over the three in
the box.

‘‘Greetings to you,
friends,’”’ they heard in mociding
tones. ‘‘Surely you didn’t think to
Lea.ve me without even saying good-
’,e,)l

Kent quickly regained his poise.
After all, he held the whip hand.

‘““You are playing with death,"’ ke
shouted back, ‘‘In fifteen seconds I'm
going to blow this box and everything
near it into space. You bhave just
that time to get clear!’’

‘‘How very interesting,’’ retorted
Fletcher tauntingly. ‘‘But am
afraid I must disappoint you, my
dear Captain. 1 would suggest that
you try your little plan—while I
stand here and wait to be blown into
smithereens |”’

A chill premonition swept the flyer.
He seized the switch and closed the
blades. Nothing happened. Con-
snmed with sodden anger, Kent
snatched up his automatic, and as
Fletcher’s sneering laugh came again
aimed dn-ectly at the location of the
sound. roar of the shot filled

my dear
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the tiny box. Then rose a seream of
pain from the outside.

“Damn you, Xent!’ shricked
Fletcher. “You get my arm-—I'll
have rou beaten to death for tkat ...
Cheurge gaar khroteel!l”’

Tie language of the Tortas! In an
instant the air was filled with the
hoarse eries of the ape-mea. After
an interval Fletcher’s voice was heard
agzin, this time from a gresier dis-
tance, and muflled iz soms way to pre-
vent deteciion of its source.

““One more shot like that, Kernt,
and both you and Faire will feed the
Vangz. And this time there’ll be no
slip. If you give in you’l hkave a
ehazee 19 live—under my command.
I want JMadeline—and I’'m going to
have her. Even if you break cut of
that box you ean’i save yourseives,
for I've got a bundred Torvtas here.
and afier your ammunition is gone
they’i firish you with clubs. The
Reiuge is in my hands—thanks to the
ladder you lefi so conveniently at
hand. You are fools—all of you—te
think I’d let you escape like that. My
men have been watching you every
hour since you put me out—damn
you! Your Zeolin is on its way to my
headquarters and the spark plugs are
in my pocket.”’

Eent remaired grimly silent, wait-
ing for Fieicher to approach closer
so that he could {ry another shot.
Without their leader the Tortas
would be casier to hardle. Faire had
not spoken a word, but was trying to
quiei the girl, who was sobbing in
terror at Fletcher’s mention of her.

‘‘Pass your guns out through that
port!’’ snarled the man outside, after
a short wait. ‘‘Break the glass and
il}ﬁn throw them clear. If you don’t

What he intended was never
known, for just then the ground
shook under 2 mxghty explosion some
distance awny. Kent’s hopes leaped,
but sank again as the box remained
jmmovable. The commotion outside
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the box proved that Fletcher and the
Tortas were as startled as the three
prisoners.

‘‘Probabir the Tortas carrying the
teolin got too close to some forlile,”’
ventured Faire. ‘It won’t help us,
though. We should have stayed in
the Refuge, for now we are lost.”’

‘‘Not yet,”’ answered Kent firmly.
““Yon have five cartridges and I have
two magzzines left. We'll get through
somehow, "’

At a touch on his shoulder he
leaned down toward Madeline. Her
voice came in o whisper, close to his
ear.

“Xert, she faltered, adding
the endearment for the first time, ‘I
am afrzid there is no hope for us.
Promise me one thing—that you will
not iet kim take me . . . alive.”

Something caught in Kent’s throat
and unchecked tears sprang to his
eyes. Ior ¢ moment he held ker close,
waile love struggled with a great hit-
terness against the fate which was
atout io spateh this girl from him at
the instant of vietory. Then he
dropped his head sadly.

*‘I promise,”” he tcld ker in 2 low
voice.

But now a new and ominous sound
was added to the husky shouts of the
Tortas and the angry commands of
their white leader. Kent’s emotion
was forgotten as he recognized the
never-to-be-forgotten inoans of the
dread Vangz! In a flash he under-
stood, and for the first time absolute
despair overwhelmed him. The ex-
plosion they had heard must have torn
away part of the pit walls, or had
created an opening into the subter-
ranean lairs in the bowels of Suferno,
letting the Vange forth to wreck and
destroy all in their path. Nothing
eould save them now!

Closer and closer eame the hideous
screaming, the blood-curdling cries of
the monsters. A torch dropped near
the port by a fleeing ape-man gave a
view of the region outgide. Fletcher,

aw ?
dear,

after a frenzied attempt to rally his
strange cohorts, swung about and
dashed toward the box. The inmates
could hear him tugging at the ob-
stacle against the door.
‘‘Madeline—Magdelice!’’ ke shout-
ed in the shrill voice of 2 man gore
mad. ‘‘Come out—I can save you—
the Refuge
Then a groan of horror, as though
he had realized his doom. Kent
stared through the port to where a
colossal body loomed from the shad-
ows, followed by other sinister forms.
cach one advancing with great, awlk-
ward leaps which set the ground to
shaking as from a heavy eanhquake.
Down from the huge body of the fore-
most crepture swept an “awful, loath-
some head, from which two horrible
ye.lo'v slits blazed forth into the
gioom. All but paralrzed, Kent cov-
ered his eres as Fleteher’s screams
spiit the air. And when he took his
hands away, his heart leapt inte his
throat, for Madeline had unfastened
the door, and wag out in the open trr-
ing to ez2ll Fletcher into the box, for
in spite of all he had done, she could
not stand idly by and see him de-
voured by the Vange. But Fletcher
was fleeing from the doom that men-
aced him, and did not hear her calls.
Stung into instant saection, Kernt
sprang from the box to her assistance
as he saw the wretched Fletcher
struck by two mighty fangs and
drawn into that fearsome maw. His
last hope died as a second Vange
launched itself directly toward them.
It struck a few yards away in its final
leap at Madeline, as Kent emptied his
pistol at the monster, and the ponder-
ous head drew back for its attack., In
that brief second, a tremendous erack-
ling rent the air, a thunderous roar
followed by a jolting, dizzy swaying
of the ground beneath the box.
Madeline had reached the box, and
ghe seized Kent’s arm and helped him
in as with one sickening lurch the
parachute craft plunged downward.
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Kent quickly closed the door, and
bolted it; then, after a dazed interval
that seemed a year, he reached for
the relense ecords of the parachutes.
With a jerk he let up two of the
corner parachutes, the silken packs
opening with a loud crack in the dark-
ness above. As the box tilted awk-
wardly he knew that they had held.
The other cormer supports opened
quickly, and firally the main para-
chute, the latter with a jolt which
threatened to tear the box to pieces.
The swift sinking sensation died out,
replaced by a smooth, pendulumlilks
motion. Kent hastily spun the
oxygen valve to its extreme opening,
then closed it part way as the atmo-
sphere cleared.

‘“We are in the hands of God,”
said Faire, solemnly. ‘If only He
will save my little girl, and you, Kent,
I shall be satisfied. 1 wonder where
we shall fall.”’

““We’ll all be saved,’”” Kent told
him, with renewed assurance. “After
what we just went through we're go-
ing to make it, I know.”’

A little later he began to wonder
if he bad not spoken too soom. De-
spite the released oxygen the air be-
came difficult to breathe, and he
found his head throbbing with a dall
pain. The cold seeped into the box
as though it had been of paper, and
at the thought of the long minutes be-
fore they would reach the earth his
fear of their being frozen mecreased.
The three huddled together, trying to
conserve the warmth that waned from
their bodies.

**Can’t we punch out this port?’’
gasped Faire. *‘‘I'm suffocating,
Kent.”’

“‘It would Kill us to open it now,”’
returned the flyer thickly. *‘‘There
is nothing to breathe at this height,
and the outside is much colder.””

‘It can’t be much ecolder,”” said
Madeline, weakly. “How long will
it be now, do you think?’’

‘““‘Less than an hour,’”” Kent told
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her. ‘‘We’re dropping pretty fast.
‘When we get closer everything will
be all right,’”

An eternity seemed to pass while
they desccnded on down through the
pitchy void. Suddenly Madeline
slumped down into Kent’s arms. He
called her name hurriedly, but there
was no answer. His lungs began to
ache and a great weight seemed to
press upon his heart. In a minute
Faire leared toward him.

“I’'m slipping, Kent,”’ he whis-
pered teebly. ‘‘I can’t hold out any
longer- "

The words died into an unirtelligi-
ble mutter. The flyer felt his senses
reel. His torgue hurg from his mouth
as he lahored to draw in the life-
sustaining oxygen. With a final con-
scious effort he raised his ccld-
numbed hands and drcve the glass
port from lts frame. There was an
inrush of eir, bitter c¢old, which
seared its way into his throat and
nostrils

Pmma ahead into the mnight, the
engineer of the westbound Broad-
way Limited swore with amazement
and, closing the throttle, hastily ap-
plied the airbrakes. As the speeding
train squealed to a stop he leaped
from the cab and raced back along
the right-of-way. The wondering fire-
man followed close at his heels.
“What is it, Jen'y”" demanded
the latter, as t.he engineer halted near
an odd-looking box, half covered by
a spread of green-spotted silk.
“Henged if I know!’’ eried the
other, lifting the silk to gaze under-
neath. ‘‘The blamed thing came out
of the sky, and the headlight caught
it for a second. Damned if it didn’t
come near falling on the track.’”
They had been joined by the rest
of the train crew and several passen-
gers by this time. As a groan sound-
ed within the box the silken para-
chutes were quickly torn aside and the
(Continued on page 143)
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door burst in. The three fugitives
from Suferno lay upon the floor, un-
conscious, but with unmistakable
signs of life, Two minutes later they
bad been carried into the nearest Pull-
man, and the train had been searched
for a doctor.

Although greatly +weakened by
their ordeal, sll three were soon Te-
vived. As the train proceeded Kent
gave a brief explanation to iheir
wondering rescuers., Suddernly the
conductor slapped his side.

‘‘That's whers those meteors came
from,’’ he esclaimed. ‘‘We've yot or-
ders to run a bit easy on account of
several Lluge meteors dropping cround
this region an hour ago. But I won-
der what became of those animals
you're talking about? Guess they’d
not make much impression on cld
terra firma, though, as far a3 living
through it, anyway. But good nizht!
If I hadn’t seen that box out there
I'd wire ahead for the first asylum
keeper to meei us.”’

He lauzhed and the three Sufer-
nites joined in, though rather weakly.

‘‘Speaking of wiring,”’ said Kent,
“I wish you’d send a message for me
to the Major General Commandant
of the Marine Corps. Tell him Cap-
tain Richard Kent will report at
Headquarters and explain his being
absent without leave for the last
month or so.”’

As the conductor started away
Kent glanced at Madeline with an
odd expression. Then he leaned over
and whispered something she alone
could hear. The girl blushed and
then gave a barely perceptible nod.
Kent called after the retreating con-
duetor.

“If you don’t mind,’’ he said with
a somewhat embarrassed smile, ‘‘you
might edd that Captain Kent would
like to have a2 month’s leave as soon
a8 possible—for his honeymoon.”’
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