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These twenty regular monthly features are the reasons why it

is the greatest and most complete Radio Magazine it theWorld.

—EDITORIAL PAGE

.8 Mr, Hugo Gernsback who writes the cditor-
izl of Rap1o Nrws has been spoken of as a man
who is responsible for more technical develo
ments of radio apparatus than any other single
individual in the industry. Each month he
writes one of his interesting articles on radio’s
past, present or future.

—CONTESTS

Every month Rapto News offers hundreds
of dollars in prize contests which are open to all
readers. In a recent $300 “What's Wrong”
contest over ninety-seven hundred replies were
received.

—UNIVERSAL INTEREST

ARTICLES

This is a2 mest intercsting department for set
owners and users governing general subjects
which have to do with broadcast reception and
the various uses of radio receivers in the home.

—RADIOTICS

_8 This is the humor section of Rapro Nzws,
It contains some very unusual jokes lpertaiz:in
to radio and makes very intercsting light read-
ing.

—RECENT RADIO
PHOTOS
This department keeps you in 2 picture way in
touch with the very latest inventions in radio.
—ARTISTS OF THE
MICROPHONE

Every month this department of Ravto News
gives the reader a group of the people who en-
tertain during the month from our prominent
broadcast stations.

—U. S. BROADCAST
STATION LIST

This regular monthly feature contains an abso-

lutely active and up-to-date list of every broad-
cast station in the United States, together with
wave lengh and power.

—RADIO SET DIRECTORY

Monthly, in Rap1o NEws, is published a free
service for radio readers, It is a directory givini
complete information as to size and type of al
radio sets manufactured in the United States,

—TECHNICAL INFORMATION

To those readers of Rabio News who are
more advanced in radio this department offers
plenty of technical information on the new de-
velopments in radio transmitters and receiving
apparatus.

l —CONSTRUCTIONAL
ARTICLES

The construction of radio sets will never cease

to be an interesting hobby to those who * d

their own” sets, Rapio NEws offers many pages
of constructional articles for them.

l —STANDARD HOOK-UPS

Every month Rapro News offers many
practical standard hook-ups for the set build-
ers. This is always a live section for many
radio fans,

l —WITH THE AMATEUR

Raoto News has not overlooked the
amateur radio fan. This is a big section for the
active group of radio rcaders.

—RADIO NEWS
l LABORATORIES

Established in 1922 the Rapro News Laborato-
ries have maintained 2 wonderful reputation for
the testing of radio parts. Their seal of appro-
val is the guarantee of value.

l4—“1 WANT TO KNOW”

This is the Raoro NEws question aad
answer department., Where you can submit
your problems to our radio engineers for solu-
tion each month. There appears « uswers to
questions asked by many people.

] —INTERNATIONAL RADIO

This department keeps you in touch with
what is going on in radio outside of the United
States. It is one of Rapro News' most interest-
ing departments.

l ~—SCIENTIFIC ARTICLES

The march of radio develops many
events which are of interest to the general pub-
lic, These are covered in a special department
of Rapto Nzws,

l z —RADIO MANUFACTURING

& The production and marketing of the
radio receivers or parts you use are shown in
this section of Rapio News. It is always an in.
teresting corner for our readers.

l —CORRESPONDENCE FROM
READERS

In this department you can know what is going
t

on from day-to-day of various readers.
keeps you in touch with the ideas of the day.

I —RADIO BEGINNER

This is one of the most valuable de-
partments of Rapio News for the average listen.
er. In itself it makes every copy worth while
to the reader.

—SET OWNERS
INFORMATION
This is for everyome, coatainin
and advice of the best Radio
miss it.

the opinions
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Cold Fact Tomorrow

EDITORIALLY SPEAKING

By HUGO GERNSBACK
%l NUMBER of letters have reached the to their liking, and we are certain that if the nate

ey s W4 Editor’s desk recently from enthusiastic
s @2 readers who find fault with the name of
'Qgﬁfa’w )| the publication, namely, AMAZING
Epioiteal| STORIES.

These readers would greatly prefer us to use the
title “Scientifiction” instead. The message that
these letters seem to convey is that the name really
does not do the magazine justice, and that many
people get an erroneous impression as to the literary
contents from this title.

Several years ago, when I first conceived the idea
of publishing a scientifiction magazine, a circular
letter was sent to some 25,000 people, informing
them that a new magazine by the name “Scientific~
tion” was shortly to be launched. The response was
such that the idea was given up for two years. The
plain truth is that the word “Scientifiction” while
admittedly a good one, scares off many people who
would otherwise read the magazine. :

Before the name of AMAZING STORIES was first
decided upon, a prize contest was held, but no better
name than AMAZING STORIES, out of a list of some
200 names, could be found, The name “Scientific-
tion” would undoubtedly frighten many readers who
would perhaps otherwise be interested in this new
type of fiction. After mature thought, the publish-
ers decided that the name which is now used was
after all the best one to influence the masses, because
anything that smacks of science seems to be too
“deep” for the average type of reader.

We knew that once we could make a new reader
pick up AMAZING STORIES and read only one story,
our cause was won with that reader, and this is in-
deed what happened. Although the magazine is not
as yet six months old, we are already printing 100,-
000 copies per month, and it also seems that when-
ever we get a new reader we keep him. A totally
unforeseen result of the name, strange to say, was
that a great many women are already reading the
new magazine, This is most encouraging. We know
that they must have picked up AMAZING STORIES out
of curiosity more than anything else, and found it

of the magazine had been “Scientifiction,” they
would not have been attracted to it at a newsstand.

And after all, we really need not make any excuses
for AMAZING STORIES, because the title represents
exactly what the stories really are. There is a stand-
ing rule in our editorial offices that unless the story
is amazing, it should not be published in the maga-
zine. To be sure, the amazing quality is only one
requisite, because the story must contain science in
every case,

A great many letters are also received, from
readers who wish to contribute material to AMAZING
STORIES. The formula in all cases is that first the
story must be frankly amazing; second, it must con-
tain a scientific background; third, it must possess
originality. At the present time we are booked far
ahead for long stories of the novel type, and there-
fore can only accept short new stories. Stories that
do not run more than six to eight pages when print-
ed are most welcome providing they fill the above re-
quirements. We believe the era of scientifiction is
just commencing. We are receiving a great many
fine short stories, and as time goes on we will pub-
lish more and more new material besides the classies
which we are publishing now, and for which we have
many requests from readers.

The Editors also wish it to be understood that this
is your magazine in all respects; they will always be
guided by the wishes of the majority. We will pub-
lish from time to time a sort of voting blank in which
you may show your preference as to the type of
stories published in the various issues. You will
find such a blank elsewhere in this issue.

At this point we wish to say that the voting con-
test which we conducted several months ago has now
been closed. The vote stood as follows:

Leave the magazine monthly as it is now—498.

Make it a semi-monthly ve e 2 32,644

We will probably accede to the wishes of the read-
ers as soon as the circulation of the magazine has
become stabilized, which will probably be some time
before the end of this year.

Mr. Hugo Gernsback speaks every Monday at 9 P. M. from WRNY on various scientific and radio subjects.
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e ABYSS

By HGWells ~

§
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' To this he was being towed, as a balloon might be towed by men out of the open country into a town. He approached it very slowly,
and very slowly the dim irradiation was gathered together into more definite shapes. \
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"IN THE ABYSS

A Five-Mile Descent Into the Ocean

ey splinter.
% Steevens?” he asked.
= =3 “It’s an idea,” said Steevens, in the
tons of one who keeps an open mind.
“T believe it will smash—flat,” said the lieuten-
ant.
“He seems to have calculated it all out pretty
well,” said Steevens, still impartial,

“But think of the pressure,” said the lieutenant.
“At the surface of the water it’s fourteen pounds
£o the inch, thirty feet down it’s double that; sixty,
treble; ninety, four times; nine hundred, forty
times; five thousand, three hundred—that’s a mile
=it’s two hundred and forty times fourteen pounds;
that’s—let’s see—thirty hundredweight—a ton and
a half, Steevens; a ton and a kalf to the square inch.
And the ocean where he’s going is five miles deep.
That’s seven and a half—"

“Sounds a lot,” said Steevens, “but it’s jolly thick
.steel‘” 4

The lieutenant made no answer, but resumed his
pine splinter. The object of their conversation was
a huge ball of steel, having an exterior diameter of
perhaps nine feet. It looked like the shot for some
Titanic piece of artillery It was elaborately nested
in a monstrous scaffolding built into the framework
of the vessel, and the gigantic spars that were pre-
sently to sling it overboard gave the stern of the
ship an appearance that had raised the curiosity
of every decent sailor who had sighted it, from the
Pool of London to the Tropic of Capricorn. In two
places, one above the other, the steel gave place to a
couple of circular windows of enormously thick
glass, and one of these, set in a steel frame of great
solidity, was now partially unscrewed. Both the
men had seen the interior of this globe for the first
time that morning. It was elaborately padded with
air cushions, with little
studs sunk between bulg-
ing pillows to work the

affair. Everything was
elaborately padded, even
the Myers apparatus
which was to absorb car-
bonic acid and replace the
oxygen inspired by its
tenant, when he had crept
in by the glass manhole,
and had been screwed in.
It was so elaborately pad-
ded that a man might
have been fired from a gun in it with perfect
safety, And it had need to be, for presently a man
was to erawl in through that glass manhole, to be
screwed up tightly, and to be flung overboard, and
to sink down—down—down, for five miles, even as
the licufenant said. It had taken the strongest hold
of his imagination; it made him a bore at mess; and
he found Steevens, the new arrival aboard, a god-
gend fo talk about it, over and over again.

“It's my opinion,” said the lieutenant, “that that
glass will simply bend in and bulge and smash, un-
der a pressure of that sort. Daubrée has made

to our hair.

simple mechanism of the SCIENCE informs us that all life originally came from

the sea, whether plant life or animal life, all had its
origin i the waters of the ocean.
readily be traced back to the fish, from our spinal column
Hair, science teaches us, is nothing but a
modified fish scale. The thought that intelligent thinking
beings could live at the bottom of the ocean should,
therefore, not be scoffed at.

famous author has chosen in this fascinating tale, which
you will follow with breathless interest down to the
last word.
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rocks run like water under big pressure—and, you
mark my words—"

“If the glass did break in,” said Steevens, “what
then?”

“The water would shoot in like a jet of iron. Have
you ever felt a straight jet of high pressure water?
It would hit as hard as a bullet. It would simply
smash him and flatten him. It would tear down his
throat, and into his lungs; it would blow his ears
in 19

“What a detailed imagination you have!” pro-
tested Steevens, who saw things vividly.

It’s a simple statement of the inevitable,” said
the lieutenant.

“And the globe?”

“Would just give out a few little bubbles, and it
would settle down comfortably against the day of
judgment, among the oozes and the bottom clay—
with poor Elstead spread over his own smashed
cushions like butter over bread.”

He repeated this sentence as though he liked it
very much. “Like butter over bread,” he said.

“Having a look at the jigger?” said a voice, and
Elstead stood behind them, spick and span in white,
with a cigarette between his teeth, and his eyes
smiling out of the shadow of his ample hat-brim.
“What’s that about bread and butter, Weybridge?
Grumbling as usual about insufficient pay of naval
officers? It won’t be more than a day now before I
start. We are to get the slings ready to-day. This
clean sky and gentle swell is just the kind of thing
for swinging off a dozen tons of lead and iron; isn’t
it?”

“Tt won’t affect you much,” said Weybridge.

“No. Seventy or eighty feet down, and I shall be
there in a dozen seconds, there’s not a particle mov-
ing, though the wind shriek itself hoarse up above,
and the water lifts half-way to the clouds. No.
Down there—” He moved to the side of the ship
and the other two followed him. All three leant on
their elbows and stared down into the yellow-green

water,

A Description of the
Apparatus

«PUT,” said Elstead,
finishing his
thought aloud.

“Are you dead certain
that clockwork will act?”
asked Weybridge pres-
ently.

“It has worked thirty-
five times,” said Elstead.
“It’s bound to work.”

“But if it doesn’t—"’

Maw’s ancestry can

It is this theme that our

“Why shouldn’t it?”

“I wouldn’t go down in that confounded thing,”
said Weybridge, “for twenty thousand pounds.”

“Cheerful chap you are,” said Elstead, and spat
sociably at a bubble below.

“I don’t understand yet how you mean to work the
thing,” said Steevens.

“In the first place, I'm screwed into the sphere,”
said Elstead, “and when I've turned the electric
light off and on three times to show I'm cheerful,
I'm swung out over the stern by that crane, with all
those big lead sinkers slung below me. The top lead
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weight has a roller earrying a hundred fathoms of
strong cord rolled up, and that’s all that joins the
sinkers to the sphere, except the slings that will be
ent when the affair is dropped. We use cord rather
than wire rope because it’s easier to cut and more
buoyant—necessary points, as you will see.

“Through each of these lead weights you notice
there is a hole, and an iron rod will be run through
that and will project six feet on the lower side. If
that rod is rammed up from below, it knocks up a
lever and sets the clockwork in motion at the side of
the eylinder on which the cord winds.

“Very well. The whole affair is lowered gently
into the water, and the slings are cut. The sphere
floats—with the air in it, it’s lighter than water—
but the lead weights go down straight and the cord
runs out. When the cord is all paid out, the sphere
will go down too, pulled down by the cord.”

“But why the cord?” asked Steevens. ““Why not
fasten the weights directly to the sphere?”

“Because of the smash down below. The whole
affair will go rushing down, mile after mile, at a
headlong pace at last, It would be knocked to pieces
on the bottom if it wasn’t for that cord. But the
weights will hit the bottom, and directly they do,
the buoyancy of the sphere will come into play. It
will go on sinking slower and slower; come to a stop
at last, and then begin to float upward again.

“That’'s where the clockwork comes in. Directly
the weights smash against the sea bottom, the rod
will be knocked through and will kick up the clock-
work, and the cord will be rewound on the reel, I
shall be lugged down to the sea bottom. There I
shall stay for half an hour,with the electric light on,
looking about me. Then the clockwork will release
a spring knife, the cord will be cut, and up I shall
rush again, like a soda-water bubble. The cord it-
self will help the flotation.” )

“And if you should chance to hit a ship?” said
Weybridge.

“I should come up at such a pace, I should go clean
through it,” said Elstead, “like a cannon ball. You
needn’t worry about that.”

“And suppose some nimble crustacean should
wriggle into your clockwork——"

“It would be a pressing sort of invitation for me
to stop,” said Elstead, turning his back on the
water and staring at the sphere.

Starting the Descent

THEY had swung Elstead overboard by eleven
o’clock. The day was serenely bright and calm,
with the horizon lost in haze. The electric glare in
the little upper compartment beamed cheerfully
three times. Then they let him down slowly to the
surface of the water, and a sailor in the rudder
chains hung ready to cut the tackle that held the lead
weights and the sphere together. The globe, which
had looked so large on deck, looked the smallest thing
conceivable under the stern of the ship. It rolled a
little, and its two dark windows, which floated upper-
most, seemed like eyes turned up in round wonder-
ment at the people who crowded the rail. A voice
wondered how Elstead liked the rolling. “Are you
ready? sang out the commander. “Ay, ay, sir!”
“Then let her go!”

The rope of the tackle tightened against the blade
and was cut, and an eddy rolled over the globe in a
grotesquely helpless fashion, Some one waved a

AMAZING STORIES®

handkerchief, some one else tried an ineffectual
cheer, a middy was counting slowly, “Eight, nine,
ten!” Another roll, then with a jerk and a splash
the thing righted itself.

It seemed to be stationary for a moment, to grow
rapidly smaller, and then the water closed over it,
and it became visible, enlarged by refraction and
dimmer, below the surface. Before one could count
three it had disappeared. There was a flicker of
white light far down in the water, that diminished
to a speck and vanished. Then there was nothing
but a depth of water going down into blackness,
through which a shark was swimming.

Then suddenly the screw of the cruiser began to
rotate, the water was crickled, the shark disappeared
in a wrinkled confusion, and a torrent of foam rush-
ed across the crystalline clearness that had swallow-
ed up Elstead. “What’s the idea?” said one A.B.
to another.

“We're going to lay off about a couple of miles,
'fear he should hit us when he comes up,” said his
mate.

The ship steamed slowly to her new position.
Aboard her almost every one who was unoccupied re-
mained watching the breathing swell into which the
sphere had sunk. For the next half-hour it is
doubtful if a word was spoken that did not bear
directly or indirectly on Elstead. The December
suns was now high in the sky, and the heat very con-
siderable.

“He’ll be cold enough down there,” said Wey-
bridge. “They say that below a certain depth sea
water's always just about freezing.”

“Where’ll he come up?” asked Steevens.
lost my bearings.”

“That’s the spot,” said the commander, who prided
himself on his omniscience. He extended a precise
finger south-eastward. “And this, I reckon, is
pretty nearly the moment,” he said. *“He's been
thirty-five minutes.”

“How leng does it take to reach the bottom of the
ocean?” asked Steevens.

“For a depth of five miles, and reckoning—as we
did—an acceleration of two feet per second, both
ways, is just about five minutes.”

I've

Suspense and Waiting

«THEN he’s overdue,” say Weybridge.

“Pretty nearly,” said the commander. “I
suppose it takes a few minutes for that cord of his
to wind in.”

“I forgot that,” said Weybridge, evidently re-
lieved.

And then began the suspense. A minute slowly
dragged itself out, and no sphere shot out of the
water. Another followed, and nothing broke the low
oily swell. The sailors explained to one another that
little point about the winding-in of the cord. The
rigging was dotted with expectant faces. “Come
up, Elstead!” called one hairy-chested salt im-
patiently, and thesothers caught it up, and shouted
as though they were waiting for the curtain of a
theatre to rise.

The commander glanced irritably at them.

“Of course, if the acceleration’s less than two,”
he said, “he’ll be all the longer. We aren’t abso-
Iutely certain that was the proper figure. T'm no
slavish believer in caleulations.”

Steevens agreed concisely. No one on the quar-
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ter-deck spoke for a couple of minutes. Then
Steevens’ watchease clicked.

VWhen, twenty-one minutes after, the sun reached
the zenith, they were still waiting for the globe to
resppear, and not a man aboard had dared to
hisper that hope was dead. It was Weybridge who
< gave expression to that realization. He spoke
nile the sound of eight bells still hung in the air.
zlways distrusted that window,” he said quite
suddenly to Steevens.

“Good God!” said Steevens; “you don’t think—?"

“Well!” said Weybridge, and left the rest to his
imagination,

“I'm no great believer in calculations myself,”
said the commander dubiously, “so that I’'m not al-
together hopeless yet.” And at midnight the gun-
boat was steaming slowly in a spiral round the spot
where the globe had sunk, and the white beam of the
electric light fled and halted and swept discontented-
ly onward again over the waste of phosperescent
waters under the little stars,

“If his window hasn’t burst and smashed him,”
said Weybridge, “then it's a cursed sight worse, for
his clockwork has gone wrong, and he’s alive now,
five miles under our feet, down there in the cold and
dark, anchored in that llttle bubble of his, where
never a ray of light has shone or a human heing
lived, since the waters were gathered together.
He's there without food, feeling hungry and thirsty
and scared, wondering whether he’ll starve or stifle.
Which will it be? The Myers apparatus is running
out, I suppose. How long do they last?”

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed; “what little things
we are! What daring little devxls!
miles and miles of water—all water, and all this
empty water about us and this sky. Gulfs!” He
threw his hands out, and as he did so, a little white
streak swept noxselessly up the sky, travelled more
slowly, stopped, became a motionless dot, as though
a new star had fallen up into the sky. Then it went
sliding back again and lost itself amidst the reflec-
tions of the stars and the white haze of the sea’s
phosphorescence.

A Slow Recovery

AT the sight he stopped, arm extended and mouth
open. He shut his mouth, opened it again, and
waved his arms with an impatient gesture. Then
he turned, shouted “El-stead ahoy!” to the first
watch, and went at a run to Lindley and the search-
light. “I saw him,” he said. “Starboard there! His
light’s on and he’s just shot out of the water. Bring
the light round. We ought to see him drifting,
when he lifts on the swell.”

But they never picked up the explorer until dawn.
Then they almost ran him down. The crane was
swung out and boat’s erew hooked the chain to the
sphere. When they had shipped the sphere, they
unscrewed the manhole and peered into the darkness
of the interior (for the electric light chamber was
intended fo illuminate the water about the sphere,
z2nd was shut off entirely from its general cavity).

The air was very hot within the cavity, and the
indiarubber at the lip of the manhole was soft.
There was no answer to their eager questions and
no sound of movement within. Elstead seemed to be
Iring motionless, erumpled up in the bottom of the
globe. The shxp s doctor crawled in and lifted him
out to the men outside. For a moment or so they

Down there
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did not know whether Elstead was alive or dead.
His face, in the yellow light of the ship’s lamps,
glistened with perspiration. They carried him
down to his own cabin, :

He was not dead, they found, but in a state of
absolute mnervous collapse, and besides cruelly;
bruised. For some days he had to lie perfectly still,
It was a week before he could tell his experiences.

Almost his first words were that he was going
down agam The sphere would have to be altered,
he said, in order to allow him to throw off the cord
if need be, and that was all. He had had the most
marvellous experience. “You thought I should
find nothing but ooze,” he said. “You laughed at my,
explorations, and I've discovered a new world!” He
told his story in disconnected fr agments, and chief«
ly from the wrong end, so that it is impossible to re-
tell it in his words. But what follows is the
narrative of his experience.

Describing His Experience

g IT began atrociously, he said. Before the cord ran

out, the thing kept rolling over. He felt like a
frog in a football. He could see nothing but the
crane and the sky overhead, with an occasional
glimpse of the people on the ship’s rail. He couldn’t
tell a bit which way the thing would roll next. Sud-
denly he would find his feet going up, and try to
step, and over he went rolling, head over heels, and
just anyhow, on the padding. Any other shape
would have been more comfortable, but no other
shape was to be relied upon under the huge pressure
of the nethermost abyss.

Suddenly the swaying ceased; the globe righted,
and when he had picked himself up, he saw the
water all about him greeny-blue, with an attenuated
light filtering down from above, and a shoal of little
floating things went rushing up past him, as it
seemed to him, towards the light. And even as he
looked, it grew darker and darker, until the water
above was as dark ‘as midnight sky, albeit of a
greener shade, and the water below black. And
little transparent things in the water developed a
faint glint of luminosity, and shot past him in faint
greenish streaks.

And the feeling of falling! It was just like the
start of a lift, he said, enly it kept on. One has to
imagine what that means, that keeping on. It was
then of all times that Elstead repented of his adven-
ture. He saw the chances against him in an alto-
gether new light. He thought of the big cuttlefish
people knew to exist in the middle waters, the kind
of things they find half digested in whales at times,
or floating dead and rotten and half eaten by fish.
Suppose one caught hold and wouldn’t let go. And
had the clockwork really been sufficiently tested?
But whether he wanted to go on or to go back mat«
tered not the slightest now.

In fifty seconds everything was as black as night
outside, except where the beam from his light struck
through the waters, and picked out every now and
then some fish or scrap of sinking matter. They
flashed by too fast for him to see what they were.
Once he thinks he passed a shark. And then the
sphere began to get hot by friction against the
water, They had underestimated this, it seems.

The first thing he noticed was that he was per-
spiring, and then he heard a hissing growing louder
under his feet, and saw a lot of little bubbles—very
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little bubbles they were—rushing upward like a fan
through the water outside. Steam! He felt the
window, and it was hot. He turned on the minute
glow-lamp that lit his own cavity, looked at the
padded watch by the studs, and saw he had been
traveling one or two minutes. It came into his
head that the window would crack through the con-
flict of temperatures, for he knew the bottom water
is very near freezing.

Then suddenly the floor of the sphere seemed to
press against his feet, the rush of bubbles outside
grew slower and slower, and the hissing diminished.
The sphere rolled a little. The window had not
cracked, nothing had given, and he knew that the
dangers of sinking, at any rate, were over.

In another minute or so he would be on the floor
of the abyss. He thought, he said, of Steevens and
Weybridge and the rest of them five miles over-
head, higher to him than the very highest clouds
that ever floated over land are to us steaming slowly
and staring down and wondering what had happened
to him.

He peered out of the window. There were no more
bubbles now, and the hissing had stopped. Outside
there was a heavy blackness—as black as black vel-
vet—except where the electric light pierced the
empty water and showed the colour of it—a yellow-
green. Then three things like shapes of fire swam
into sight, following each other through the water.
Whether they were little and near or big and far
off he could not tell.

Bach was outlined in a bluish light as bright
as the lights of a fishing smack, a light which seemed
to be smoking greatly, and all along the sides of them
were specks of this, like the lighted portholes of a
ship. Their phosphorescence seemed to go out as
they came into the radiance of his lamp, and he saw
then that they were little fish of some strange sort,
with huge heads, vast eyes, and dwindling bodies
and tails. Their eyes were turned towards him, and
he judged they were following him down. He sup-
posed they were attracted by his glare.

Presently others of the same sort joined them. As
he went on down, he noticed that the water became
of a pallid colour, and that little specks twinkled
in his ray like motes in a sunbeam. This was
probably due to the clouds of ooze and mud
that the impact of his leaden sinkers had disturbed,

By the time he was drawn to the lead weights
he was in a dense fog of white that his electric light
failed altogether to pierce for more than a few yards,
and many minutes elapsed before the hanging sheets
of sediment subsided to any extent. Then, lit by his
light and by the transient phosphorescence of a dis-
tant shoal of fishes, he was able to see under the
huge blackness of the super-incumbent water an
undulating expanse of grayish-white ooze, broken
here and there by tangled thickets of a growth of
sea lilies, waving hungry tentacles in the air.

Farther away were the graceful, translucent out-
lines of a group of gigantic sponges. About this
floor there were scattered a number of bristling flat-
tish tufts of rich purple and black, which he decided
must be some sort of sea-urchin, and small, large-
eyed or blind things having a curious resemblance,
some to woodlice, and others to lobsters, crawled
sluggishly across the track of light and vanished
into the obscurity again, leaving furrowed trails
behind them,

AMAZING STORIES

Then suddenly the hovering swarm of little fishes
veered about and came towards him as a flight of
starlings might do. They passed over him like a
phosphorescent snow, and then he saw behind them
some larger creature advancing towards the sphere,

An Unknown Creature of the Abyss

AT first he could see it only dimly, a faintly mov=~
ing figure remotely suggestive of a walking
man, and then it came into the spray of light that
the lamp shot out. As the glare struck it, it shut
its eyes, dazzled. He stared in rigid astonishment.

It was a strange vertebrated animal. Its dark
purple head was dimly suggestive of a chameleon,
but it had such a high forehead and such a braincass
as no reptile ever displayed before; the vertical
piteh of its face gave it a most extraordinary resem-
blance to a human being.

Two large and protruding eyes projected from
sockets in chameleon fashion, and it had a broad
reptilian mouth with horny lips beneath its little
nostrils. In the position of the ears were two huge
gill-covers, and out of these floated a branching tree
of coralline filaments, almost like the dendroid gills
that very young rays and sharks possess.

But the humanity of the face was not the most
extraordinary thing about the creature. It was a
biped; its almost globular body was poised on a
tripod of two frog-like legs and a long thick tail,
and its fore limbs, which grotesquely caricatured
the human hand, much as a frog’s do, carried 2 long
shaft of bone, tipped with copper. The colour of
the creature was variegated; its head, hands, and
legs were purple; but its skin, which hung loosely
upon it, even as clothes might do, was a phosphor-
escent gray. And it stood there blinded by the light.

At last this unknown creature of the abyss blinked
its eyes open, and, shading them with its disengaged
hand, opened its mouth and gave vent to a shouting
noise, articulate almost as speech might be, that
penetrated even the steel case and padded jacket of
the sphere. How a shouting may be accomplished
without lungs Elstead does not profess to explain.
It then moved sideways out of the glare into the
mystery of shadow that bordered it on either side,
and Elstead felt rather than saw that it was com-
ing towards him. Fancying the light had attracted
it, he turned the switch that cut off the current. In
another moment something soft dabbed upon the
steel, and the globe swayed.

Then the shouting was repeated, and it seemed to
him that a distant echo answered it. The dabbing
recurred, and the globe swayed and ground against
the spindle over which the wire was rolled. He stood
in the blackness and peered out into the everlasting
night of the abyss. And presently he saw, very faint
and remote, other phosphorescent guasi-human
forms hurrying towards him. _

Hardly knowing what he did, he felt about in his
swaying prison for the stud of the exterior electric
light, and came by accident against his own small
glow-lamp in its padded recess. The sphere twisted,
and then threw him down; he heard shouts like
shouts of surprise, and when he rose to his feet, he
saw two pairs of stalked eyes peering into the lower
window and reflecting his light.

More Strange Experiences

IN another moment hands were dabbing vigor=
ously at his steel casing, and there was a sound,
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horrible enough in his position, of the metal protec-
tion of the clockwork being vigorously hammered.
That, indeed, sent his heart into his mouth, for if
these sirange creatures succeeded in stopping that,
his release would never occur. Scarcely had he
thought as much when he felt the sphere sway
viclently, and the floor of it press hard against his
feei. He turned off the small glow lamp that lit the
interior, and sent the ray of the large light in the
separate compartment out into water. The sea-floor
and the man-like creatures had disappeared, and 2
couple of fish chasing each other dropped suddenly
by the window.

He thought at once that these strange denizens of
the deep sea had broken the rope, and that he had
escaped. He drove up faster and faster, and then
stopped with a jerk that sent him flying against the
padded roof of hig prison. For half a minute, per-
haps, he was too astonished to think,

Then he felt that the sphere was spinning slowly,
and rocking, and it seemed to him that it was also
being drawn through the water. By crouching close
to the window, he managed to make his weight effec-
tive and roll that part of the sphere downward, but
he could see nothing save the pale ray of his light
striking down ineffectively into the darkness. It
occurred to him that he would see more if he turned
the lamp off, and allowed his eyes to grow accus-
tomed to the profound obscurity.

In this he was wise. After some minutes the vel-
vety blackness became a translucent blackness, and
then, far away, and as faint as the zodiacal light of
an English summer evening, he saw shapes moving
below. He judged these creatures had detached his
cable, and were towing him along the sea bottom.

And then he saw something faint and remote
across the undulations of the submarine plain, a
broad horizon of pale luminosity that extended this
way and that way as far as the range of his little
window permitted him to see. To this he was being
towed, as a balloon might be towed by men out of
the open country into a town. He approached it
very slowly, and very slowly the dim irradiation was
gathered together into more definite shapes.

It was nearly five o’clock before he came over this
luminous area, and by that time he could make out
an arrangement suggestive of streets and houses
grouped about a vast roofless erection that was
grotesquely suggestive of a ruined abbey. It was
spread out like a map below him. The houses were
all roofless enclosures of walls, and their substance
being as he afterwards saw, of phosphorescent
bones, gave the place an appearance as if it were
bailt of drowned moonshine.

Among the inner caves of the place waving trees
of crinoid stretched their tentacles, and tall, slender,
glassy sponges shot like shining minarets and lilies
of filmy light out of the general glow of the city. In
the open spaces of the place he could see a stirring
movement as of crowds of people, but he was too
many fathoms above them to distinguish the indi-
viduals in those crowds.

A City of the Abyss and Its People; the Explorer’s End

THEN slowly they pulled him down, and as they
did so, the details of the place crept slowly
upon his apprehension. He saw that the courses of
cloudy buildings were marked out with beaded lines
of round objects, and then he perceived that at sev-
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eral points below him, in broad open spaces, were
forms like the encrusted shapes of ships.

Slowly and surely he was drawn down, and the
forms below him became brighter, clearer, more dis«
tinet. He was being pulled down, he perceived, to-
wards the large building in the center of the town,
and he could catch a glimpse ever and again of the
multitudinous forms that were lugging at his cord.
He was astonished to see that the rigging of one of
the ships, which formed such a prominent feature of
the place, was crowded with a host of gesticulating
figures regarding him, and then the walls of the
great building rose about him silently, and hid the
city from his eyes.

And such walls they were, of water-logged wood
and twisted wire-rope, and iron spars, and copper,
and the bones and skulls of dead men. The skulls
ran in zigzag lines and spirals and fantastic curves
over the building; and in and out of their eye-sock-
ets, and over the whole surface of the place, lurked
and played a multitude of silvery little fishes.

Suddenly his ears were filled with a low shouting
and a noise like the violent blowing of horns, and
this gave place to a fantastic chant. Down the
sphere sank, past the huge pointed windows,
through which he saw vaguely a great number of
these strange, ghostlike people regarding him, and
at last he came to rest, as it seemed, on a kind of
altar that stood in the centre of the place.

And now he was at such a level that he could
see these strange people of the abyss plainly once
more, To his astonishment, he perceived that they
were prostrating themselves before him, all but one,
dressed as it seemed in a robe of placoid scales, and
crowned with a luminous diadem, who stood with his
reptilian mouth opening and shutting, as though
he led the chanting of the worshippers.

A curious impulse made Elstead turn on his small
glow-lamp again, so that he became visible to these
creatures of the abyss, albeit the glare made them
disappear forthwith into night. At this sudden

sight of him, the chanting gave place to a tumult

of exultant shouts; and Elstead, being anxious to
watch them, turned his light off again, and vanished
from before their eyes. But for a time he was too
blind to make out what they were doing, and when
at last he could distinguish them, they were kneel-
ing again. And thus they continued worshipping
him, without rest or intermission, for the space of
three hours.

Most circumstantial was Elstead’s account of this
astounding city and its people, these people of per-
petual night, who have never seen sun or moon or
stars, green vegetation, nor any living, air-breath-
ing creatures, who know nothing of fire, nor any
light but the phosphorescent light of living things.

Startling as is his story, it is yet more startling
to find that scientific men, of such eminence as
Adams and Jenkins, find nothing incredible in it,
They tell me they see no reason why intelligent,
water-breathing, vertebrated creatures, inured to a
low temperature and enormous pressure, and of such
a heavy structure that neither alive nor dead would
they float, might not live upon the bottom of the
deep sea, and quite unsuspected by us, descendants
like ourselves of the great Theriomorphs of the New
Red Sandstone age,

We should be known to them, however, as strange,

(Continued on page 575)
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The creature was crushing the plane, bending its sides like pastehoard with that mighty trunk. For my part, I was paralyzed by
the awful spectacle, but Edmund’s sharp command brought me to my senses.
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What Went Before

has discovered how to utilize atomic ener-

gy. He constructs a car that can traverse
interplanetary space, actuated by this energy, and
with two friends starts on a trip to the planet
Venus, not disclosing to them his intention at first.
He reaches a rather desolate purt of the planet,
where daylight never appears, sees the almost ape-
like inhabitants, cave dwellers, who wish to saeri-
fice one of them to the gods, and they rescue the
proposed wictim only by killing the High Priest.
They get in among the valleys in a mountain of
ice, on the edge of the dark face of the planet, tak-

7-' HE hero of the story, Edmund Stonewall,

ing with them some of the cave dwellers on sleds.
The car with sleds fastened alongside and all but
one of the cave-dwellers upon them, is carried now
along @ sort of glacial stream, but soon sleds end
the unfortunate occupants disappear, and our trav-
ellers are left with only one of the ape-like cave
dwellers, Juba, as company. Now they reach the
warm regions of Venus, where there is perpetual
day, and there find a highly developed vrace who
communicate with each other by a species of tele~
pathy, and our travelers are enchanted by the beau~
tiful appearance of the beings, who are superior in
every way to terrestrial mankind.

A COLUMBUS OF SPACE

By GARRETT P. SERVISS
Part 11

CHAPTER IX.
An ‘Astonishing Reception at the Capital

e DIDN'T feel myself quite all the confi-
524l dence that I tried to express to Henry,

{ for this scrape differed essentially
from any that we had been in yet; but
still I relied a good deal upon Edmund’s

resources.

It presently became evident that the man he had
killed was a personage of importance—an admiral,
perhaps. Anyway, it was clear that they meant to
make us pay for what we had done.

There was one thing, however, which gave me a
little comfort, and awoke the hope that we might
yet escape. This was the behavior of Ala. She
seemed to be not much
more than a girl in age,
but she was treated on all
hands with the greatest
respect. Her word was
law.

That was evident the
moment they began to
come aboard our ship. It
was not only our crew, if
I may so call them, that
obeyed her, but every-
body. And it was delight~
ful to see the dignity with
which she bore herself.

She was a very prin-
cess in manner and car-
riage, and yet there was
something peculiarly gentle in all her ways which
made her irresistibly winning.

I could not think that, as far as I might depend
upon her, she would approve the exaction of a very
severe punishment for Edmund’s unintentional of-
fense, and I was the more convinced of this when
I reflected upon what I had noticed in their bearing
toward one another during the trip. Considering
where we were, no doubt it may seem ridiculous to
speak of such a thing as love!

planet Venus.

prevail.

IN this installment, Professor Serviss iniroduces us info
the daylight as well as the civilised hemisphere of the

We become acquointed with the high
culture of the smhabitants of the planet, with their
thought reading ability, with their prismatic, silent, but
colorful language, as well as the grotesque dangers of
the twilight zome, where prehistoric beasts as high as
houses ave still roaming in their virgin forests.
Particular attention is called to Professor Serviss’s
accurate astromomical and scientific knowledge, and if
the planet Venmus is indeed enveloped in a dense atmos-
phere, as now believed by most scientists, you may be
certain that conditions ezactly as described by the author

But there is love at first sight on the earth—why
not there, a world inhabited by such beings as we
had encountered, who certainly were human in
their characteristics, and almost more than human
in their beauty?

While, on the other hand, Edmund was as
manly a representative of the race of Adam as I
have ever looked upon, and he had the light of
genius in his eyes.

Anyway, take it how you will, I believed that a
mutual attraction had been felt by these two in-
habitants of different worlds, and I began to think
that this very thing had been in Edmund’s mind
when he forbade us to resist.

As soon as our captors found that we offered no
resistance, they partially released their grasp, but
we were all bound, so that
we could not escape.

Having passed over the
land, we rose a little
higher, for there was a
range of hills ahead of
us, and then, flanked on
both sides by other air-
ships, we held our course
toward the distant moun-
taing. Whether the sug-
gestion came from Ed-
mund or not, I cannot say,
but our ecar, which had
been towed over the sea,
was now lifted upon one
of the larger air-ships,
and it continued to ac-
company us. I felt very glad to see that. i

All our hopes of ultimate escape centered upqrg
our own original car!

Floating Aerial Palaces

IN the course of several hours of very rapid travel-
ing we began to draw near the mountains, and
now those singular cobweb-like objects which we
had caught sight of in the far distance became very
plain to view, Although prisoners, we were not
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kept separate, and no attempt was made to prevent
our conversing.

As the strange objects grew more distinct, Jack,
who had recovered his equanimity, was, as usual,
the first to speak.

“By Jove! Edmund,” he said, “here’s a new
chance for your genius for explaining mysteries.
What are those things?”

“I'm surprised that you haven’t guessed,” was
the reply. “It’s perfectly plain what they are.”

“Not airships?”

“Certainly not. They’re palaces.”

“Palaces ?”’

“Why, of course.”

“Castles in Spain, I reckon,” said Jack disdain-
fully.

“No, simply castles in the air. Why shouldn’t
they float such things here? This atmosphere is
exactly suited for them. You see how easily these
airplanes ride. It is a region of atmospheric calm.

“Only the most gentle breezes are stirring. I
doubt if there is ever a high wind here. It's ex-

actly what we should expect of these people. They.

are almost as much inhabitants of the air as of the
land. And could any idea be more beautiful than
that?”

Nobody replied. We were lost in admiration, both
of the idea and of the scene. It seemed“probable
that Edmund was right again.

As we continued to approach we became convinced
that he was, for the details of the airy architec-
ture began to be visible.

First, we saw an immense number of towers
looming up, with stage above stage, like the huge
steel buildings of New York before they received
their outer coverings, but infinitely lighter and
more delicate; truly fairy constructions, glittering
with thousands of brilliant points.

Then, below these, apparently anchoring the
floating structures to the earth, appeared long
cables which, from our distance resembled gossamer
threads bespangled with dew. Still nearer, and at
last we believed that we could see people in the
buoyant towers.

A few minutes later there was no doubt about it,
for the colors broke forth, and that marvelous inter-
change of chromatic signals, which had so astound-
ed and delighted us on nearing the coast, was re-
sumed.

“It is my belief,” said Edmund, “that, notwith-
standing the buoyancy of the air, they are compel-
led to use power to keep those aerial edifices afloat.
You will see, when we are nearer, that every stage
is furnished with revolving screws, which help to
hold them in position. Without that I am sure they
would not stay up, particularly when there are
people upon them.”

And so it turned out. In a short time we were
near enough to see the screws working, in a maze
of motion, like the wings of a multitude of insects.
The resemblance to insects’ wings was increased by
their gauzy structure and they flashed and glittered
as if enameled. The vast towers swayed slightly
to and fro with a sinuous motion.

Between us and the swimming palaces was an-
other range of hills, and as we approached near
enough to look over into the valley behind we ut-
tered a ery of surprise.

AMAZING STORIES

A vast city made its appearance, a magnified coune
terpart of the aerial city about it. I have seen Con-
stantinople in the morning sun from across the
Bosphorus; I have beheld Damascus, with its
spires; I have admired the domes and minarets of
Cairo, shining in the gold of an Egyptian sunset—
but all of these spectacles, combined with all that
the imagination has pictured of such scenes, and
multiplied a thousandfold in beauty and complex=
ity, would give but a faint idea of what was spread
before us.

“It is surely the capital,” said Edmund, *There
can be nothing greater than this.”

The Capital of the Kingdom

IT was indeed the capital, for in the midst of if
of it rose an edifice of unparalleled splendor,
which could only be the palace of a mighty king.

Above this magnificent building, which gleamed
with metallic reflections, although it was as light
and airy in construction as frostwork, rose the
loftiest of the aerial towers, a hundred stories in
height.

While the other craft fell back, we kept on until
we reached the principal stage of this tower. From
below ran a crowd of smaller airships, which ran
up and down the sides of the tower, stopping at
various stages, discharging their living cargoes.

“Elevators,” said Edmund sententiously.

Glancing around, we saw that the same scenes
were occurring at all the neighboring towers. They
were filling up with people, and the continual rising
and descending of the little craft that bore them,
the holiday aspect of the gay colors everywhere dis«
played, and the general brilliancy of the spectacle,
produced a deep impression upon us, But the most
astonishing effect still awaited us.

Just as our vessel reached the landing stage the
enormous tower, from foot to apex, broke out with
all the hues of the prism, like an enchanted rose-
tree, covered with millions of brilliant flowers at
the touch of a wand. The effect was overwhelming.

The air became tremulous with rippling colors,
whose vibrant waves, with quick succession of con-
cordant tints, gave to the eye an exquisite pleasure,
akin to that which the ear receives from a earillon
of bells. Our companions, and the people crowded
on the tower, seemed transplanted with ecstatic
delight.

“The music of the spectrum!” cried Edmund.
“The diapason of color! This is their national
hymn, written on a prismatic instead of a sonome-
tric staff. And, mark me, this has a significance
beyond your conjectures. Such a reception can
only mean that our conductress is a person of the
most exalted rank.”

We were not long in doubt as to that. Our craft
was made fast, and Ala was the first to step upon the
landing stage and pass into the tower. She was
received on every hand with the most respectful
salutations. A tall young man, as handsome as
Apollo, met her with a profound genuflection, and
conducted her beyond our sight. ;

Then we were led ashore.

The curiosity that we excited was immense. They'
pressed and thronged about us, men, women, and
children, speaking rapidly in their low tones, and,
exchanging thoughts by glances of the eye.
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We could feel what they said about us. We
knew that they regarded us as inhabitants of the
mysterious, unvisited side of their world, and the
contrast in appearance between Juba and us amazed
them, as it had amazed their countrymen who first
beheld us.

But they were not afforded much opportunity to
study us, for we were hustled through the throng,
without catching sight of Ala again, and presently
we embarked with our captors on one of the “ele-
vators,” and made a thrillingly rapid descent. Ar-
rived at the bottom we were led through some long
stone-walled passages into a veritable dungeon.

And there they left us!

I wondered if this had been done by Ala’s orders.
The reflection shook my confidence in my theory.

“I wasn’t prepared for this,” said Edmund, speak-
ing through the darkness, for we could not see one
another; “but I couldn’t have been better provided
if I had foreseen the emergency.”

Almost as he spoke, a brilliant light illuminated
the place. He had turned on a pocket electric lamp.
We looked about, and found that we were in a
square chamber, about fifteen feet on a side, with
walls of heavy, closely dressed and matched stones.

“They make these things solid enough down here,”
~aid Jack, “however light and airy they may be

oove.”

In Prison

HENRY sank upon the floor, the picture of dejec-
tion and despair. I expected from him another
outbreak like that in the ice-mountains, but he spoke
not a word. His heart was too full for utterance.
I pitied him so much that it served to reanimate
my spirits a little.

“Come now,” I said, “don’t take it that way, man.
Have confidence in Edmund. He has never yet
been beaten.”

“He’s got his hands full this time, I reckon,” Jack
broke in pessimistically. “What do you think, Ed-
mund? Can your interatomic energy bore a hole
through these walls?”

“1f I had anything to work with, you'd see,” Ed-
mund replied. “But there’s no occasion to worry.
We'll come out all right.”

It was his universal remark when in difficulties,
and somehow it always enheartened us.

Juba, more accustomed than we were to such
situations, seemed to be the least disturbed member
of the party. He rolled his huge eyes around, and
then lay down on the floor and seemed at once to
fall asleep.

“That’s a good idea,” said Edmund, smiling.
“It’s a long time since we’ve had a nap. Let’s all
try a little sleep, I may dream of some way out of
this.”

It was a fact that we were exhausted for want of
sleep, and, in spite of our situation, we fell into
deep slumber, as peaceful as if we had been in our
beds at home. Edmund had turned out the lamp,
and the silence and the darkness were equally pro-
found.

Planning An Escape

I HAVE no idea how long I slept. I only know
that T awoke startled by the light, and found
them all on their feet, except Juba, who sat on the
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floor blinking his big eyes. Edmund, seeing me
rise, said at once:

“I've found a way out. I'm half disposed not to
try it, because I have an idea that we’ll come out
all right anyhow. But when you are in a hole, and
Providence throws you a rope, perhaps it’s best to
test it.”

“What have you found out?”

“Something extremely simple. This is no prison-
cell, but a part of what we should call the engine-
rooms. Probably it’s a mere store-room. They
have put us here for convenience, trusting more to
the darkness than to the lock, for the corridors out-
side are as black as Erebus and as crooked as a
labyrinth.”

“How do you know?”

“Because while you slept I investigated. The
lock is nothing. The merest tyro could pick it.
Fortunately they never guessed I had a lamp in my
pocket.

“Around a corner, a little way from our door,
there is another door, opening into a passage that
leads past a power-house. That passage gives ac-
cess to a sort of garage of airplanes, and when I
stole into it, five minutes ago, there was not a soul
in sight.

“We'll simply slip out there, and if I can’t run
away with one of their machines I’m no engineer.”

I thought of Ala again, and Edmund’s expres-
sion of confidence in our ultimate safety made me
hesitate to take this new risk, but Jack and Henry
were eager to get out, and we decided to try.

Motioning Juba to follow, we stole out, and
stepping noiselessly by the power-house, where we
saw several men at work, we found ourselves
among the airplanes. Edmund had no difficulty in
opeging a door, which led out into a deserted court-
yard,

I never admired Edmund more than when I saw
the masterly way in which he manipulated one of
the airplanes.

One would have said that it was his own inven-
tion, so well did he handle it.

It rested on runners, and all we had to do was
to push it out of the door, while Edmund turned on
the power. We jumped aboard, and in a moment
were circling in the air.

At this instant we were seen! There was a flagh-
ing of signals, and two airplanes shot into sight
above us.

“Now for a chase!” said Edmund.

We darted upward in a long curve.

The others turned and swooped upon us!

CHAPTER X,
A Parley Ten Miles High

ITH a quick turn, Edmund dodged the
nearest pursuer, and we rose so rapidly
that in two seconds we were skirting the
great tower. Then others saw us, and forty air-
ships joined in the chase. Jack’s spirits rose with
the excitement.
“Sorry to run away from these Venuses,” he gaid.
“but no dungeons for me, if yon please.”
“We're not away yet,” Edmund responded over
his shoulder.
Indeed, we were not!
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The air-ships swarmed out on every side, like
hornets from their nests. The air seemed full of
them. I gave up all hope of escape, but Edmund
was like a racer who hears the thunder of rival
hoofs behind him, He put on more and more speed,
until we had to hang to anything handy to prevent
being blown off by the wind we made or whirled
overboard on sharp turns.

Crash! We had run straight into a huge airplane
that persisted in getting in our way. She dipped
and rolled like a floating log. I saw the men on
her deck tumble over one another as we shot by,
but fortunately none fell off. I say fortunately, be-
cause surely it would not have bettered our case
to kill any more of them just now.

Busy as he was, dodging and turning, Edmund
did not cease occasionally speaking to us.

“There’s just one chance to beat them,” he said,
“and only one; and I'm going to try it as quick as
I can get out of this press.”

1 had no notion of what he meant, but a few
minutes later I divined his intention. All the while,
1 observed, he was working higher and higher.
The spectacle of that magnificent city, spreading
every moment wider as we rose, and changing
shapes and colors like a view in a kaleidoscope,
would have held me enchained with admiration—if
1 had had time to fix my attention upon it.

Still we shot upward, making the necessary
circles as small as possible; and so recklessly had
Edmund turned on the speed that at last it really
began to look as if we should escape. Two-thirds
of our pursuers were far below our level. But the
others comprehended our plan and rose with us,
some endeavoring to get ahead and cross our hows.

While I saw that Edmund’s idea was to hold a
skyward course, I was far from guessing the partic-
alar reason he had for doing so. Finally Jack spoke
up.

“See here, Edmund,” he said, “if you keep on
going up instead of running off one way or another,
they’ll corner you in the middle of the sky. Don'’t
you see how they have circled out on all sides, so as
to surround us? Then, when we get as high as we
can go, they will simply close in all round, and we'll
be in a trap.”

“Oh, no, we won’t,” said Edmund.

“I don’t see why.”

“Because they can’t go as high as we can.”

" «p7q like to know why they can’t. I guess they
understand these things as well as you do?”

“Can a fish live out of water?” asked Edmund,
laughing.

“What are you driving at?”

“Why, it’s plain enough. These people are used
to an atmosphere two or three times as dense as
that which we have on the earth. It doesn’t trouble
our breathing much, having plenty of oxygen; but
we can go where they would gasp for breath, be-
cause we can stand the rare air at a great height.

“My only doubt is about the flying ability of the
airplane; but luckily this is a light car, and be-
ing under way, I think she’ll run as high as we
need to go, and stay there. You'll see them drop-
ping off pretty soon.”
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A Strange Flight

AND they did drop off with great rapidity. Their
own strategy, which Jack had called attention
to, was simply a playing into our hands. They
really thought to catch us in the middle of a grad-
nally contracting circle, when, to their evident
amazement, we rose into a region of the atmos-
phere where they knew that they could not live.
Edmund fairly roared with laughter when he saw
the success of his ruse.

But there was one thing that he had forgotten,
and it struck to our hearts when we became aware
of it. Poor Juba! He could endure this rare air
no better than our pursuers. Already, unnoticed
in the excitement, he had fallen upon the deck,
where he lay gasping like a newly landed sturgeon.
‘At last he ceased to struggle.

“Good Heavens!” cried Jack, “the poor fellow
is dying.”

“We must save him,” said Edmund.

“But how? You wouldn’t go back down there?”

“If we drop down near the limit, that stops the
others,” said Edmund; “he’ll revive, and then we
can dodge up and down enough to keep out of
danger both ways.”

No sooner said than done, and we began to de-
scend. I reflected that here was the only mistake
that Edmund had made during the whole trip; I
mean the mistake of bringing along the natives
from the caverns.

It was their presence that had prevented us from
sailing triumphantly over the crystal mountains,
at an elevation where there would have been no
danger; it was because of them that we had wrecked
the car; and now it was the presence of Juba that
prevented us from keeping in a safe place. This
wrought upon my mind so that finally I spoke about
it to Edmund. Instantly Henry chimed in:

“Better let him die than lose our own lives.”

“Stop!” said Edmund sternly. “A thousand
times I have cursed myself for my error. I thought
that those fellows would be of use. Instead, they
were an encumbrance. Butf it was not their fault
that they came. It is I that am responsible for
their fate, and I shall never forgive myself;
neither shall I ever abandon the last one that is
left. I’d give up my own life rather.”

That ended the discussion. We continued to drop,
until, with much chafing of his hairy hands and
body, and the aid of a little stimulant poured into
his mouth from a pocket flask, we brought poor
Juba round.

In the meantime the crowd of air-ships watching
us from below began to close in their circle, evi-
dently under the belief that we had been com-
pelled to descend on account of the rarity of the at-
mosphere, and that at last they would have us sure.
It was impossible not to admire their preparations
for catching the expected fish.

Aerial Tactics on the Latrge Scale

HERE was such a multitude of the craft that
they were able to form themselves into the
semblance of a huge bag-net, the edge carried as
high as they could go, while the sides and bottom
were composed of airships packed as close almost
as meshes. This great “net” was a mile across.
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Edmund laughed again as he looked down into it.
. “No, mno, messieurs,” he shouted, “we’re no
gudgeons. You'll have to do better than that.”
“See here, Edmund,” cried Jack suddenly, “why
don’t you make off and leave them? By keeping
just out of their reach, as you have said, we can
easily escape?”
“And leave our own car!” was the reply.

“Jove!” said Jack, “I never thought of that. But,
see here, in that case, what did you run away for
at all?”

“Because,” said Edmund quietly, “I thought it
better to parley than to lie in prison.”

“Parley? How are you going to parley?”

“That remains to be seen, but I guess we’ll man-
age it.”

We were now, as I estimated, about ten miles
high. When we were highest, the great cloud dome
that I have described was but a little above our
heads, and we might have gone up into it and been
lost from sight.

Our pursuers circled about to keep their posi-
tions a quarter of a mile or so below us. They
were evidently parleying on their side, for waves
of color flowed all about them, and the spectacle
was so brilliant that we almost forgot our situation
while watching it.

“I suppose you'll play them a prismatic sym-
phony?” said Henry mockingly.

“Perhaps. Who knows?” replied Edmund coolly.
“I’ve no doubt that the materials are aboardship.”

A minute later he added:

“If I'd been here a month, I'd do it sure. But I
haven’t had time to study that subject yet. We
must manage otherwise.”

While we had been talking Edmund had not re-
laxed his vigilance, and two or three times he
baffled a sudden dart of the enemy by circling de-
risively high above their heads, each time return-
ing to a lower level as soon as Juba began to gasp.

At last we noticed a movement among the crowd
below which betokened something important. In a
moment we saw what it was. A gorgeous airplane,
by far the handsomest that we had seen, had ar-
rived in the midst of the flotilla. The others made
way for it, and it came on directly towards us, as
high as it could get. Immediately Edmund dropped
down as if to meet it.

“T thought she’d come,” I heard him mutter,

My heart jumped at the words, and in an instant
my theory had possession of me again. I was sure
that he had referred to Ala, and once more the
convietion grew very strong within me that there
was at least the beginning of an understanding be-
tween her and Edmund.

I felt glad; and, even in our apparently desperate
situation, that feeling was not merely on account
of the promise of escape. It partook of the senti-
ment which every human being experiences when
he sees two young people’s hearts opening to each
other.

“Love will pull us through, if nothing else can,”
I said to myself. But I gave no hint to Jack or
Henry, who would probably have laughed at me.
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Ala on Her Flyitig Barge

T was a very Cleopatra’s barge that approached
us, and Edmund didn’t stop until we could see
the eyes of the others. Then both air-ships, as by
common consent, came to rest, simply soaring in
parallel circles to maintain their buoyancy.

Ala stood forward on the deck, with her female
attendants about her.

Exactly how they managed it I do not know; buf
I have already told you of the strange power of
mind-reading, or telepathy, or whatever it was,
that these people possessed, and that Edmund had
made some little progress in this mysterious meth-
od of thought transference. He and Ala looked at
each other, and I could see signs of pleasure in
her face.

For half an hour or more we hung there, slowly
circling, but without change of distance; and all
the time those two continued their silent converse,
occasionally emphasized by gestures, which even we
could understand. Finally it was plain that a con-
clusion had been reached. There was a flashing of
colors between Ala’s airplane and the others, and
all began to descend, we along with them.

After a while Edmund turned to us and said:

“Well, boys, it’s coming out all right; and isn’t
she a queen worthy of Venus?”

“Is she really a queen?” asked Jack.

“You’ll see,” Edmund replied, in his old manney,
smiling a little. “But let me tell you the rest.”

Then he went on to tell us that the trouble had
all come, as we had suspected, out of his having
killed a person of very great importance. But we
had never guessed how extremely important that
person was from our own point of view,

He was @ prince of Venus!

“My luck is almost as bad as that of (Edipus,”
said Edmund. “But, prince or not, he acted like
a blanked idiot; and, as you know, I had to kill
him.

“Of course, you understand that there is a cer«
tain amount of guesswork in all this. I have had
to reason from analogy, putting this and that to-
gether. My ‘conversation’ with Ala was not exactly
as free as a téte-a-téte at home. But the fact that
she could read my thoughts with comparative ease
helped us along, because it was more important that
she should understand our side of the story than
that I should be able to understand hers.

“I may be mistaken in the prince idea, but I
think not. Anyway, the fellow was of that degree
of importance that Ala did not dare to interfere
with their bringing us to book about it. As I told
you before, I had confidence that, once I could make
clear my motives, we should come out all right.
But when the chance of escape from the dungeon
presented itself, this idea of getting beyond their
reach in the high air, and holding a parley, flashed
into my mind, and I determined to try it.”

“It ought to have been plain to them why you
ghot that chap,” said Jack.

“It was plain to Ala,” Edmund replied, “and I
know that she intended to use the fact for our ex~
culpation. But I was afraid of the others. Remem-
ber that we are nothing to them, except objects of
curiosity. If it had been a common fellow that I
had killed, it might have been different; and they
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would have done a little reasoning among them-
selves.”

“But what are they going to do with us now?” I
asked.

“They’re going to bring us to a trial of some kind.
But don’t forget that we've got a very powerful
advocate.”

CHAPTER XL

Before the Throne of Venus

NE of the things which at first surprised
me after our surrender was the fact that
they did not throw a “crew” aboard our

craft, instead of allowing us to navigate it un-
guarded. But this, after Edmund had told his
story, only tended to strengthen my faith in Ala.

While we were dropping down toward the city,
with a great throng of air-ships attending us, .Ed-
mund opened his heart concerning another curious
point in the difficulties besetting us.

T suppose you noticed how close we were to the
cloud dome,” he said. “Well, there’s nothing sur-
prising in the existence of a shell of clouds sur-
younding this part of Venus. Astronomers on
earth looking at her long ago suspected it, and it
strikes me as a providential thing for these people.
Without it they could not endure the unending sun-
shine. But it’s going to render it difficult for us to
make them understand where we come from.”

“How s0?” asked Jack.

“Because they have never seen a star, and they
can have no idea of the existence of other planets.
The cloud dome floats above the level to which they
can rise with safety, so I am sure that they have
never penetrated it. Even if they did get above it,
they would not see much on account of the sun-
shine. There would still be enough air there to
diffuse the rays and make objects in the heavens
invisible.”

“But what difference does it make whether they
know that we come from the earth, or think that
we are from the other side of their own planet?”

“It makes this difference,” Edmund replied,
“that if they could be made to understand that we
are entirely foreign to their world, they might
treat us with greater consideration. Everything
helps, and I have no doubt that the inspiration is
as active here as it is at home. Anyway, I mean
to do my best to make them understand where we
come from.”

When we returned to the great palace a change
of treatment awaited us.

Preparing to Meet the Ruler

INSTEAD of being conducted to a dungeon, we

were led into a splendid apartment, and a re-
past was spread before us. We had need of it, for
we had had nothing to eat sinee our escape. The
room in which we found ourselves had no windows,
but it was brilliantly lighted from the walls by
something resembling the mercury vapor lamps we
have at home.

Edmund thought that they were based upon 2
similar principle. We were placed at a table, Juba
with us, and food was set before us. I observed
that, as among the inhabitants of the caverns, the
food consisted mainly of vegetables, except that
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there were birds of a sort unknown to us, but of
an exquisite taste.

More interesting than the food, however, were
those who served it. They were beautiful girls,
attired after the manner of all the inhabitants here,
and extremely graceful in their movements.

Jack was captivated at once.

“Jove!” he cried. “This is something like! Ed-
mund, I’m obliged to you once more., I wish I
could speak the language.”

“You can,” said Edmund, “but you don’t know
it. They understand you bhetter than you think,
and you would do well to keep a guard upon your=-
self.”

Jack, however, was irrepressible. He ogled the
pretty waitresses; and presently, with an engag-
ing smile—or what he intended as such—he ven-
tured to touch one of them on the arm. You should
have seen the effect!

The girl drew herself up and escaped from his
touch as if it had been that of a serpent. Then
she looked at him. How she did look! It was a
glance that shot straight through him.

But her resentment did not last. A minute later
she smiled, and her beauty seemed more dazzling
than before. Jack was quite overcome. He made
an awkward attempt to express an apology, which
was instantly comprehended; and the behavior of
the girl and of her companions indicated that,
while they would suffer no familiarity, they were
easily mollified and wished us no ill.

They gave very little attention to Juba, who,
nevertheless, blinked at them from under his eye-
shades, and was evidently more amazed by their
beauty than we were.

“You see,” said Edmund, “that you are not
among savages here. New York restaurant man-
ners won’t pass on Venus.”

Suddenly Jack, whose thoughts were always
Jjumping about, turned from his admiration of the
girls and exclaimed.

“See here, Edmund, why in the world didn’t they
shoot at us when we were running away? There
were enough of them to bring us down, even if
they had been bad marksmen.”

“They didn’t shoot,” was the reply, “because
they’ve nothing to shoot with. I’ve already told you
that I think they are an unwarlike people. But
they’re not cowards. You've seen evidence enough
of that. They were not terrified by my killing that
fellow, and I reckon that they’ll fight if there should
be occasion for fighting. Only I think that they
are not natural slaughterers, like us, and I shouldn’t
be surprised if war is unknown on Venus.”

“All the same, I'm glad we’ve got our automatic
pistols yet,” said Jack.

“Yes,” Edmund responded, “and we may have
occasion for them; and for the rifles, too, if we can
get them back; but it may be that they’ll prove
useful in a way very different from what you im-
agine.”

We did not press Edmund for an explanation of
this remark; but I was sure he had some particular
reason for what he had said, and I turned it over in
my mind without arriving at any conclusion.

When out repast was finished a number of “cops,”
as Jack gaily dubbed them, came to conduct us
from the refectory.



A COLUMBUS OF SPACE

“Now, for the Supreme Court, or the King’s
Bench!” said Jack. 7

It was even as he had surmised. We were led
through a maze of passages and elegant chambers,
until we emerged into a vast and splendid apart-
ment, It was nearly square—at least a hundred
feet the longest way—and, like the place where we
had dined, lighted from the walls and ceiling. The
floor seemed to be of rose-colored marble, and the
walls and ceiling were composed of equally rich ma-
terials, most beautifully decorated. But what ab-
solutely fascinated the eye in this great apartment
was the play of living colors, projected from a huge
circle, high on the wall, at the farther end.

Chromatic Music

¢« YHROMATIC music again,” said Edmund.

Just as at a great reception on the earth an
orchestra pours forth soft melodies to entrance the
senses of the guests, while not inhibiting their
conversation, so here this harmonic play of delight-
ful colors filled the air, to the evident delectation
of the brilliant throng that was assembled. Even
we felt the effect stealing deliciously through our
nerves.

As a way was cleared for us, everybody standing
aside to make room when we advanced, we caught
sight—at the head of the vista thus formed
through the center of the apartment—of a mag-
nificent throne, and seated upon it was Ala.

Then she must, indeed, be the queen! But im-
mediately I noticed, with some disappointment, that
she was not alone.

By her side, and occupying another throne hardly
less brilliant than hers, was a tall man, with fea-
tures like those of a Greek statue of Zeus, and long
curling hair as white as snow. The severity of his
aspect formed a discouraging contrast with the
smiling beauty of the queen.

Now, you will understand, of course, that every-
thing that followed in the way of communication
between these people and us was condueted by those
peculiar methods of interchanging thoughts and
ideas which I have before described. There was
no talking, except in very low tones, among the
chief actors on the other side. It was a repetition
of what had occurred during the parley between
the airplanes.

Yet, so expressive were the countenances before
us, and so transparent the meaning of the gestures,
that even Jack, Henry, and I could catch consider-
able of the drift, while Edmund seemed to under-
stand it astonishingly well. What was visible re-
corded itself in my memory, but the details of what
occurred in the way of communication were re-
lated to me afterward by Edmund. For the sake
of clearness I am going to treat it practically as if
it had been a regular conversation. While I may
thus be compelled to use words which were not ac-
tually spoken, yet the meaning was there.

As soon as our examination begun the colors
ezased to play from the circle above the throne.

“Orchestra stopped,” whispered the irrepress-
ible Jack in my ear.

The first person to speak, if I may so put it, was
Alz. She fixed her eyes upon Edmund in the pe-
euliar manner which we had already learned to rec-
ognize as preliminary to a wordless conversation,
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and her face became more expressive than that of
the most perfect actress I have ever seen. One
could read upon it the question:

“Who are you, and whence came you?”

I was thrilled with pride as I glanced at Edmund.
He stood alone, close before the throne, in an open
space, while we were placed a little at one side. He
carried himself erect, without a sign of trepida-
tion, with an air of complete confidence and self-
control, and almost, I thought, of superiority. The
painting of “Columbus Before Isabella” flashed up-
on my recollection, though the circumstances were
so different.

As the question beamed to him, he lifted his
hand and pointed significantly overhead. Evi-
dently, he was going at once to proclaim our origin
from another world. I remembered what he had
lately said about the difficulty of making these
people eomprehend such a thing, and I thought I
could detect the perplexity in Ala’s mind.

Edmund’s gesture spoke plainly enough, but in
reading his thought she met an insuperable ob-
stacle. She could not comprehend the idea of an-
other world in the sky.

Juba Comes to Their Assistance

IT was then that Juba unexpectedly came to our

aid. He had been watching the proceedings with
intense interest, and I was delighted by the com-
prehension which he showed. Although possessing
a much lower order of intelligence than the brilliant
beings who surrounded us, and nothing of their
culture, yet he was an inhabitant of their planet,
and who can tell what ancient ancestral lines may
have connected them?

His people, too, shared in the singular power of
communicating ideas without words which was
characteristic of intellectual life on Venus. To
him, on the other hand, there was little mystery in
what Edmund was trying to make known. He was
familiar with the starry sky and a worshipper of
the earth,

With a boldness that surprised me, he stepped
to Edmund’s side, and, lifting the shades from his
eyes, joined—if I may so say—in the conversation.
Ala and her white-haired companion stared at him,
a little startled at first by his interference. But it
was clear in a minute that they understood him.

He made them, at least, partially comprehend
that above the dome of clouds there was another
world known to him, and that we came from thence.
No doubt that thought had been in his mind be-
fore. He also, it was plain, made them realize the
fact that he himself belonged to their own planet—
to the dark, mysterious side of it—which they had
vainly sought to penetrate. Wonder overspread -
their faces as the truth dawned upon them.

I could feel all eyes now turned upon us with re-
doubled interest and curiosity. I believed that I
could deteet a deepening of color in Ala’s cheeks as
she again confronted Edmund’s glance.

Thus the ice was broken, and, the fundamental
idea being communicated, it rested upon Edmund
alone to conduct the affair again., I saw that the
examination was taking another direction.

Whether they were satisfied or not about our
claims to be inhabitants of another world, they
were evidently not disposed to let us off on that ac-
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count, And I thought that the white-haired Zeus
seemed especially insistent on this point, and I de-
tested him for it.

I tried to imagine what he was, but I couldn’t
satisfy myself. King, or judge, or priest, or what?
Jack saw the new drift also, and whispered to me:

“The old scoundrel! I'd like to try my pistol on
him!”

For the first time the old man, who, T must
confess, possessed a dignity of bearing that was
extremely imposing; looked Edmund squarely in the
eye and used some significant gestures. Edmund
did not quail. But the rest of us certainly did
when a way was suddenly opened in the throng,
and the body of the fellow that had been shot, lying
on a rich bier, was borne into the centre of the
open space and set down at Edmund’s feet.

A Beautiful Heroine

HE glanced at it perfectly unmoved; and then,
with a smile, turned to look at Ala. Her man-
ner assured me that she understood the justifica-
tion that he claimed for himself, and that, at least,
she approved it.

But old Zeus was not to be placated. That was
plain by his look. Ala spoke to him earnestly, call-
ing into action all the means of communicating
thoughts, ideas, and arguments that they possessed
in such abundance; but he was immovable. At
length she turned to Edmund, and some communi-
cation took place between them which puzzled him
for little while; but suddenly a light broke over his
countenance, and, turning aside his head, he sent
my hopes plump down to zero with ten solemn
words:

“The old judge is the father of the dead man!”

“Then there’s no hope for us,” I muttered.

“Wait and see,” was the reply.

Everything depended upon Ala. Assuming that
she was interested in Edmund and wished to save
him, had she the power to do it? Was she really
queen, as we had supposed? And, if so, was her
authority unlimited?

These questions raced through my mind while a
conference took place round the throne. Several
dignified-looking individuals, with gems glittering
on their toga-like garments, were called into con-
sultation. There was plainly a division among them.
I could see that some sided with Ala, and others
with the old man.

The features of the latter became more and more
stern; but as he continued to insist upon his re-
vengeful purpose, a strange light began to glow in
Ala’s eyes. Her color deepened. Lines of strength
appeared in her beautiful face. One could feel the
resistance that she offered rising to a passion; and
at last, at a particularly savage communication
from her relentless opponent, she suddenly rose to
her feet, transformed!

The majestic splendor of her countenance was
thrilling. Lifting her jeweled arms, she command-
ed the attendants to remove the bier, and was in-
stantly obeyed. Then she beckoned to Edmund; and
as he approached the foot of the throne, she de-
scended three steps, rested her hand upon his
shoulder, and looked about her with an air which
said plainer than words:

AMAZING STORIES

“It is the power of my protection that environg
him. Touch him, you who dare!”

CHAPTER XII.
The Value of a Good Fist

HE sensation produced by Ala’s dramatic in-

I terruption was indescribable. Everybody

pressed nearer. Murmurs rose on all sides,
whether of approval or dissent I had no time to
guess. The white-haired judge, his face aflame
with passion, sprang to his feet, with uplifted hand,
as if about to attack Edmund. Instinctively, I felt
for my pistol. But Edmund, as if he had divined
my thought, glanced sharply at me and shook his
head.

We did not appreciate then what Ala had done,
but we soon learned what it was.

Her act and her gesture had conveyed to the
minds of the others a meaning unguessed by us.
According to the immorial customs of her race, in
thus embracing Edmund with her arm, she had not
merely taken him under her protection—she had
proclaimed to all the world that he was her chosen
mate. If we had known this at the beginning, we
should have been able to understand the tremend-
ous excitement in the assemblage.

And yet it ought to have been evident, too, from
her expression. If ever defiant, self-sacrificing
love wrote itself upon a woman’s face, it was visible
in hers. She had need of all her resolution; for the
anger of the old man on the throne was nothing in
comparison with the fury of a new actor who now
thrust himself to the front. It was the Apollo-
like young man who had led her from the air ship
on our first arrival at the aerial tower.

A Rival Suitor, Ingra, and An Encounter

NO explanations were needed fo enable us to un-
derstand the relation in which he stood to the
parties. He was evidently Ala’s suitor, and jeal-
ousy had turned him into a maniac. He shouldered
aside those who stood in his path, and in an in-
stant confronted Edmund. He was more than six
feet tall, broad-shouldered, and had the powerful
build of an athlete.

My heart leaped into my throat, and again I
gripped my pistol; but Edmund’s recent warning
restrained me. Then, once more, a glow of admir-
ation for our leader ran through me. He faced his
formidable enemy without the slightest fear or
flinching. Only I saw that his fists were clinched,
and the recollection flashed upon me that he had
been the favorite pupil of the best boxing master
in New York.

In a fraction of a second the two glared at each
other; while Ala, with a low cry, sought to draw
Edmund away. But the other sprang forward,
like a maddened bull.

Whack! Edmund’s right fist caught his opponent
on the point of the jaw, and the fellow shot back
into the crowd and tumbled in a heap.

Lightning is not quicker than was Edmund’s
next move. |

“Out with your pistols and follow me!” he -
shouted to us, and seizing Ala, he pushed his way
through the throng, which gave back at his im-
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petuous onset. We were after him in an instant,
pistols in hand.

The sight of the latter had its effect. They knew
the power of the mysterious weapon, and their
momentary fear gave us an initial advantage.
Still, that would have availed us nothing in the
end, but for the fact, which Edmund had counted
upon, that there was a large portion of the as-
semblage who were our friends—or, rather, friends
of Ala—and disposed to take her part.

Edmund had noted where her advocates were
most numerous in the throng, and toward them he
pushed. In a few seconds they had closed round
us. The uproar became deafening. I doubt if ever
so much noise was made on Venus before. It
seemed to drive the ecrowd wild.

But Ala proved her queenly quality. With a
proud air she drew herself erect, her eyes flashed,
and with a few commanding gestures she reduced
those immediately about us to silence. Then, at her
order, an escort was formed, we were placed in the
midst of it, and slowly we marched through the
press toward the entrance to the chamber.

In the Queen’s Audience Chamber

O resistance was offered. The faces about us

rather expressed astonishment than any in-
tention at interference. Glancing behind, I saw the
white head of the old man on the throne, violently
agitated; but if he gave any orders concerning us,
they were not executed, and without opposition we
passed out of the door.

Turning to the right, we quickly entered an
apartment—smaller than the others—but no less
splendid. Here there was another throne. Ala ad-
vanced to it, mounted the steps, retaining Edmund’s
hand; and taking her seat, calmly faced the specta-
tors, while we stood close by, at the foot of the
throne.

I think it will be best, in view of the dramatic
events which were to follow, to tell you, in as few
words as possible, the result of the episode that I
have just described.

The room in which we now found ourselves was
the private audience chamber of the queen. The
apartment in which the examination had taken
place was a kind of combination of a royal audi-
ence chamber and a supreme court-room. It seems
that under the laws of Venus there was a sort of
joint jurisdiction between the queen and the su-
preme judge.

In all judicial cases the two presided together.

At least, the queen had the right to preside with
the judge whenever she chose. It certainly did not
strike me as a very wise arrangement, for in case
of disagreement how were they to arrive at a de-
cision without a third person to cast a deciding
vote?

That, however, was none of our affair, and it
was lucky for us that on this occasion the queen
had not only chosen to exercise her prerogative,
but had bent the law to her authority.I suspect
that it usually happened that way whenever her
feelings were interested, for a woman will have her
way whether she lives on the earth or on Venus.

Owing probably to the fact that the victim of
Edmund’s pistol was the son of the venerable su-
preme judge, all of Ala’s arguments in extenuation
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of the offense had been wasted until, seeing the im-
minent danger—her love though, perhaps, hardly
appreciated by herself—suddenly flamed forth, and
she determined to save Edmund at any cost.

Our Case a Just One

HE essential justice of our case was so evident

to any unprejudiced mind that the sympathy
of the majority of the audience had really been
with the queen all the time, and to that fact we
owed our escape.

The insane jealousy of Ala’s unfortunate suitor
had greatly complicated the situation, and was to
be a source of trouble for us in the future; but his
adherents were not numerous enough to threaten
serious danger after we had once found refuge in
the queen’s apartment.

Her authority asserted itself in full foree, and,
as far as we were concerned, the episode seemed to
be closed.

After the excitement about the trial and the
scene that followed it had died down, we were as-
signed to a suite of apartments in the palace, Juba
always remaining with us. We were continually on
our guard, and all kept a sharp lookout for Ingra,
the disappointed suitor, and his emissaries, be-
cause we had not the least doubt that he would
have spies on our track, and would make away with
u;' ;]f he could. But for a long time we saw nothing
of him.

Without our calendar clock we lost track of the
time; for here, where it was always daylight, there
was nothing to count by. Yet sleep, as we found,
was no less necessary on Venus than on the earth.
These people spent about as much time in bed as we
do, retiring for the purpose into unlighted apart-
ments.

Of course we saw Ala frequently; and as it be-
came gradually easier for us to comprehend one
another, we learned many interesting things.

She had succeeded to the throne on the death of
her mother, who had been queen before her. Here
there were no kings, the succession passing always

" to women. Her father was also dead, and she had

no brothers or sisters.

A Question of Inheritance

IF she should die without leaving a daughter, the
throne would pass to a collateral line. The
question of her marriage was therefore of the first
importance. Ingra, the pretender to her hand, was
of royal blood, and he had the backing of a strong
faction. He was Ala’s third cousin, and though a
irgung man of great beauty, she had no liking for

im.

Ala herself was an extraordinary person, uni-
versally admired, not only for her beauty and her
kindly nature, but even more for her intellectual
gifts. She possessed a great deal of enlightened
curiosity, and the expedition toward the mysteri-
gus land of night had been both led and planned by

er.

As Edmund had surmised, the inhabitants of
their side of Venus were not a warlike people. They
all belonged to one race and one kingdom. Only a
part of the daylight hemisphere was inhabited, a
broad, ring-shaped area, with temperate climate,
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lying between the land of storms and and ice on the
one hand, and the torrid circle on the other.

The torrid circle occupied the central part of
the hemisphere, and there the unbroken sunshine
created a climate that was absolutely inhibitory to
life.

So much it is necessary to premise for an under-
standing of the events that followed.

As the time passed, we began to become anxious
to learn what had been done with our car, and in a
minor degree we were interested concerning the
automatic rifles, which had been taken away from
us at the start. We knew that all of these things
had been brought to the capital, but we were ig-
norant of their location. We were afraid, too, that
they might fall into the hands of those who were
inimical to us, and be either destroyed or perman-
ently concealed.

As the intimacy between Edmund and Ala in-
creased, and their unconcealed attachment became
more pronounced in its expression, the rest of us
felt a little anxiety concerning its ultimate bearing
upon our fate. We had no idea of staying all our
lives on Venus; but if Edmund should decide to
stay, what would become of us? At last we de-
termined to question him, and Jack volunteered to
be the spokesman.

“See here, Edmund,” he began, “this is love's
young dream with a vengeance. But you are getting
all the best of it. You may become king of the
planet for aught I see; but these houris are not oo
amiable to us, and we rather think it's time to talk
about the earth again,

Longing for New York

¢y think I’ve had enough of Venus myself. I'd

rather like to see old New York once more.
Now, what are you going to do about it? How about
the car?”

“I have only just learmed where it is stored,”
Edmund replied, “and I was about to speak to you
of it. Ala and I have a project, for the carrying out
of which the car will be necessary. We'll go and
have a look at it; but, first of all, I’ve got to find
some uranium to put it into shape again.”

“Well, I hope yow’ll find your uranium,” said
Jack; “but what project are you talking about?
Are you going to take Ala back to the earth?”

“No,” Edmund replied, “or, at least, not now.
We've got more exploring to do on Venus. You
don’t suppose I'm going to quit yet.”

Henry, who had never expressed much admira-
tion for what we had seen, fairly groaned.

“Edmund,” he said, “if I had a thousand million
dollars, I'd give you every cent to take me back
home.” )

He meant it, for I never seén a face so full of
misery.

Edmund, however, only smiled, saying:

“Cheer up, Henry; you’ll get back, all right, in
time. Come—what sort of stuff are you made of?
Can’t you appreciate the glory of being the first ex-
plorers of another world?”

Evidently Henry could not, and just at that mo-
ment I doubt if Jack and I could, either. There
was nothing for us to do, however, except to await
Edmund’s movements. We couldn’t have navigated
the car homeward, if we had had it.

AMAZING STORIES

A short time afterward, accompanied by Ala, two
of her ladies in waiting, and half a dozen stout
fellows belonging to our guard, we went to visit
the car. It was away up in the aerial tower where
we had first landed, but I was disappointed to see
nothing of the rifles.

“I hope they haven’t fallen into Ingra’s hands,”‘
I said to Edmund.

“If they have,” he replied, “they’ll probably
prove more dangerous to him than to anybody else,
Even if he learned how to use them, the extra am-
munition is all in the car.”

Nevertheless, I knew that the rifles carried ten
shots each in their chambers; and I didn’t like
their disappearance, more particularly after learns
ing that Ala was ignorant of their whereabouts.

Plans for Fixing the Car

AFTER thoroughly examining the car, Edmund
repeated that he needed only uranium to put
the apparatus in first-rate condition. He explained
that the jar against the ice precipice, or the violent
fall, had produced an “atomic readjustment,” which
could only be remedied with the aid of fresh ma=
terial. Of course I knew no more than the man in
the moon what he meant; but I was satisfied with
the assurance that the thing could be fixed.

Here a new difficulty rose at once. Ala evidently
knew nothing about uranium, and had no idea what
it was that Edmund wanted. He succeeded only in
making her comprehend that he must search for
something in the ground.

“Uranium,” he said to us, “is sometimes found
around silver or lead mines. The first thing is to
discover where they do their mining. If we can
fird mraniom, zll right. If we can’t, we may as
well say good-by to the earth, for we’ll have to
leave our bones oz Venus.”

CEAPTER VIII

At the Mercy of a Fearful Enemy

DMUND had no great difficulty in making
E Ala comprehend that we wished to visit the
places where they got their metals.

Accordingly, not long afterward, we started in
an airship—escorted by four or five consorts—for
an exploration of the mines. Ala, as usual, had
her two favorite maids with her.

We went a long distance from the capital, up
near the mountains. They value gold on Venus as
much as we do on the earth, and, naturally, they
were eager first to show us their gold-mines. The
sight was amazing.

Talk of California and Australia, of Peru and
South Africa! Al of them put together never saw
so much gold as we beheld in one of those mines!
I perceived that Henry’s mouth fairly watered at
the sight.

Edmund was intent only on his search, and it was
delightful to see the tender interest in Ala’s eyes
as she followed him. But he could find no trace
of what he wanted.

“Plague take it!” he exclaimed. “If I had only
carried on my experiments a little longer before
setting out, T might have been able to get the power
I want from any of the metals. But now nothing
but uranium will do,”



A COLUMBUS OF SPACE

We went from mine to mine, with the same re-
sult. Finally we reached the silver mines, and Ed-
mund’s hopes brightened. At last he uttered a
great shout of joy.

“Here’s pitchblende,” he said.
is an electric furnace.”

I felt a load fall from my shoulders, because we
had already learned that chemistry was no un-
known science here. There must be laboratories
at the capital, if not in the neighborhood of the
mines themselves. This latter conjecture proved
to be correct, and the fact saved us a great deal of
trouble; otherwise we should have been forced to
transport tons of the pitchblende to the capital in
order to extract uranium from it.

But there was another result which we did not
anticipate—it gave our enemies an opportunity fo
plot our destruction.

Close by the mines there was a laboratory pro-
vided with an excellent electric furnace. When Ed-
mund saw it he expressed his surprise that chem-
ists so able and enterprising had not yet discovered
the property of radio-activity possessed by uran-
jum and its compounds. But they knew nothing
about it, and we did; and that gave us a great ad-
vantage.

“All I want now

A Region 6f Wonderful Beauty

DMUND set to work at once, Ala’s authority

placing everything that he desired in his hands.
He shut everybody out of the laboratory except
Juba, whom he found useful in various ways. As
for us, he said, laughing, that we knew just enough
to be stupid and useless.

I think we must have been more than 2 week
there when a terrible thing occurred.

We were accustomed to take our recreation by
long walks amid the delightful scenery in the
neighborhood of the mines. Although we were
among the foot-hills, the elevation was not very
great, and the temperature was most agreeable.
Nature was at her best. The slopes and valley-
bottoms were clothed with vegetation of fropical
luxuriance and beauty.

Never have I seen such trees! I did not recognize
a single variety known to me at home, and yet they
were in no sense grotesque. Many of them were
more graceful in form and foliage than any species
of palm; others were as massive as oaks; and some
as tall and stately as Sequoias. Festoons of flower-
ing vines hung everywhere—and the flowers!

One could never have believed it possible for such
hues, such shapes, and such perfumes to exist to-
gether outside of a2 hothouse. To walk through
these scenes was like a stroll through paradise.

In one of our walks, Edmund being with us, and
‘Ala and her maids also, we ascended an eminence
overlooking the charming valley of a little stream,
two or three miles from the mines. There we sat
down, at the foot of a lofty tree, to enjoy the view.
The air was deliciously soothing; and in a little
while Edmund, tired by his long exertions—for he
had been at work without rest for forty-eight hours
—fell asleep, with his head on a flowery bank, and
Ala sitting beside him.

Saddexnly a shadow, deeper than that of the fol-
iage, fell around us, and a large airplane swiity
descended in front of the bank,
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In an instant twenty men had leaped from it and
seized Edmund, Jack, Henry, and myself.

Edmund was dazed with sleep, and the rest of
us were paralyzed with surprise, so that—before
any effectual resistance could be offered—we found
ourselves on the airplane and rapidly ascending
through the air. Ala had sprung to her feet and
was gesticulating wildly, her maids were overcome
with terror, and Juba, who had not been touched
by the abductors, remained seated on the ground,
apparently dumfounded, and without an idea in
his shaggy head.

None of them could have done anything. We rose
8o rapidly, flying toward the mountains, that in ten
minutes even the tree under which we had sat was
last to sight. :

Prisoners Again

I glanced about among our captors, expecting o
see Ingra. He was not visible; but a few min-
utes later he appeared, with a derisive smile on his
face. Evidently, he had kept out of sight in order
not to confront Ala.

Oh! the detestation with which I beheld him!
If it had been in my power, I would have ground
him to powder! My look, I know, expressed my
fury; but he stared at me with that maddening
grin of successful cunning which turns an intelli-
gent and handsome face, when it screens a wicked
heart, into the cruelest devil’s image.

He gloated over Edmund, also; but Edmund never
even looked at him. It was the second time that we
had been taken like foolish mice in a trap, and I
raged at the thought.

Edmund was perfectly cool. ‘As for Jack, his
face showed that he felt as I did; but he said noth-
ing, and Henry, who at best seldom spoke, was ag
silent and as pale as a ghost.

‘We were allowed to stand, though our arms were
bound behind us, and even to walk about the deck.
The thought flashed upon me that Ingra would be
delighted if we should jump overboard, for that
would save him the trouble of putting an end to us.
Several times he strode by, and tried to catch Ed«
mund’s eye; but Edmund ignored him as completely;
as if he had not existed.

As the great airplane swept on at terrific speed,
my thoughts turned back to Ala. What would she
do? What could she do? She could not follow—at
least, not until after a fatal delay—for she would
have to return afoot to the mines, three miles away,
before she could find aid.

By that time we would be far out of sight among
the mountains, leaving no track in the air. I fairly
groaned at the thought of the absolute hopelessness
of our situation. But, in thinking that Ala could
do nothing for us, I underrated her abilities and
the inspiring power of love.

Fortunately, after we had lost sight of the freg,
the airplane slowed up and came almost to rest.
We circled about for a while, and Ingra consulted
with his co-conspirators.

Their gestures indicated that they were debat-
ing as to their course. They pointed this way and
that, and finally drove the airplane to a great height
to reconnoiter ahead, The delay was providential,
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A Pursuer

WHILE we were cireling, and while our captors

were choosing their course, my eye happened
to catch—away off in the sky behind us—a black
speck, barely visible. In an instant I was all ex-
citement. I pointed out the object to Edmund.

“For Heaven’s sake,” he whispered, glancing
cautiously round, “don’t let these brutes know what
we see. Don’t seem to notice it. She is following
us.”

I said nothing to Jack and Henry, who had not
seen the object; but I could not withdraw my eyes
from it, although I covered and concealed my

. glances, and tried to seem occupied in looking an-
other way.

Finally Ingra apparently made up his mind, and
off we went again. But by this time the speck had
enlarged to a distinet black dot in the sky. Mani-
festly it was overtaking us, and in a little while
it had become so plain that the others caught sight
of it.

Ingra showed both surprise and anger at the
sight. His action was prompt. He issued orders
which in half a minute sent us spinning at incred-
ible speed. At the same time he dropped lower, in
order that the airplane might be lost against the
background of the mountains.

But that black dot followed, and I thanked Heaven
as I saw that it did not grow smaller. It even
seemed to enlarge.

Presently Edmund, who had now begun to watch
it with his pocket binocular, handed the glass to
me, saying simply:

“Look!”

I looked, and then handed the glass to Jack and
Henry, that they might share the pleasure which
that sight gave. We could make out clearly the out-
lines of an airplane. We believed that we recog-
nized it as the one in which Ala had brought us to
the mines.

How its driving-screws did spin. Heaven grant
that no accident should befall its machinery! It
wag a chance for life and love on one side, and for
revenge on the other, and the speed was pushed up
to the utmost limit.

Surmises
SUDDENLY a shocking thought crossed my mind.
I tried to banish it, for I feared that Ingra
might read it and act upon it. Suppose that he
should hurl us overboard!

It was within his power to do so. It would have
been a quick and simple solution of the matter; and
that the idea apparently did not occur to him, I
could only ascribe to a protecting hand that guarded
us even in this extremity.

On we rushed through the humming air, and
still we did not drop the pursuer. Minute by min-
ute the chasing airplane became more distinct
against the bright background of the great cloud
dome. Suddenly Edmund touched me and called my
attention to something ahead.

“There,” he said; “there’s their hope and our
despair.”

T looked and saw that in front of us the sky was
dark. Great clouds were rolling up, high above the
mountains, and the latter were shadowed by them.

AMAZING STORIES

We seemed to be approaching a region of twilight.
Once within it we should be lost to sight!

“It is the edge of the temperate zone,” said Ed-
mund. “Between that zone and the central circle
of eternal, unclouded sunshine lies a region of con-
tending air-currents, rains, and storms, not unlike
that which we crossed this side of the Crystal
Mountains. Having entered it, we shall be as if be-
hind a curtain, and they can work their will with
us.”

Was it the knowledge of this fact that had re-
trained Ingra from throwing us overboard? Was
he meditating for us a more dreadful fate? -

It was indeed a land of shadows that we now

entered. Ahead, we were passing the crest of the
mountain-range, which was nowhere of any great
height, and even in the gloom we could perceive
that ahead of us the inclination of the ground was
downward.
I 1 glanced eagerly downward to see if Ala’s air-
plane was yet in pursuit. Yes, there it was, a dis-
tinet dot on the bright dome behind, the upper part
of which was now beginning to be obscured from
our view by the roof of inky clouds that spread
darkness round us. We could see them very plainly,
but could they see us?

I tried to hope that they could, but reason taught
me that it must be impossible. Still, they evidently
were holding on their course, and there was a gleam

~of hope in that.

Ingra’s Plotting

UT even this hope faded when Ingra, with dev-
ilish cunning, as soon as we had entered deep
into the gloom, abruptly changed our course. He
knew well that we were now invisible to our pur-~
suers; but to prevent the bare possibility that
they might be able to follow us if we maintained a
straight course through the air, he doubled like a
hunted fox.

We watched for the effect upon the other air-
plane. The change of our perspective revealed the
fact that they were continuing straight on as be-
fore. They had not seen us, then; and even if, as
must surely be the case, they anticipated such a ruse
as Ingra had practised, how could they baffle him
and find our track again? At last the spreading
darkness swallowed from sight the arch of illumin-
ated sky behind, and then we were alone in the
gloom!

Understand me, this was not the deep night of the
other side of the planet. It was more truly what
I have already called it, twilight—a dark twilight,
and as our eyes became accustomed to it we could
see a little.

We had dropped down within a few hundred
yards of the ground, which had now become a level
expanse, and soon we began to notice that it was
covered with small bodies of water, interspersed
with masses of trees and bushes. It was, in short,
a gigantic dismal swamp or everglade.

I shuddered as the evident design of Ingra burst
upon my consciousness. He meant either to throw
us in the morass, or to leave us to starve in the
midst of these fens. His real design, as you will
see in a moment, was even more diabolical.

The airplane gradually approached the ground,
just skimming the tops of strange trees, the most
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horrible vegetable forms that I have ever seen. At
length we settled down upon a comparatively dry
space, perhaps a quarter of an acre in extent; and
there, without warning, we were seized and pushed
off the airplane, which instantly rose circling above
us.

Burning the Bonds

INGRA’S staring face appeared for a moment, and

even in the gloom we could see the devilish glee
that overspread it. If our arms had not been bound
trimph would have been ended then and there. I
saw Edmund straining desperately at his bonds to
reach his pistol. But in ten seconds the airplane
had risen beyond pistol-shot.

“Quick!” said Edmund. “Hold your hand here.”

I turned my back to him, and stretched out my
fingers, not knowing yet what he wished.

“Take a match from this box which I have twisted
out of my side-pocket,” he said; “and while I hold
the box scratch it and, for Heaven’s sake, hold the
flames quick against the bonds around my wrists.”

I managed to get hold of the match and, finding
with my fingers the box, scratched as best I could.
But the match broke. Edmund, with the skill of a
prestidigitator, got another match out of the box,
and pushed it into my fingers. It failed again.

“It’s got to be done!” Edmund cried. ‘“Here,
Jack, you try.”

Again he succeeded in extracting a match, and
Jack backed up in my place. Whether his hands
happened to be less tightly bound, or whether he
had more skill and nerve, on the second attempt
it succeeded.

“Don’t lose it,” eried Edmund, as the light flashed.
“Burn the cord.”

Jack tried. The smell of burning flesh arose, but
Edmund never winced, In a few seconds the match
went out.

“Another,” said Edmund, and the same operation
was repeated. A dozen separate attempts of this
kind had been made, when, with 3 violent effort,
Edmund snapped the charred cord, and was free.
His hands and wrists were severely burned, but,
paying no attention to them, in a minute he had us
all cut loose.

It was a mercy that they had not noticed the flame
from the airplane, for if they had, undoubtedly
they would have returned, and made an end of us
before we could have released our hands. Now,
gripping our pistols, we felt less anxiety.

We could no longer see the airplane which had
been swallowed up in the darkness, but suddenly 2

loud splash in the water close by startled us. A -

moment later this was followed by a second and a
third splash. We had dimly caught sight of some
long, slender objects, apparently falling from the
skv. Instantly Edmund, whose eyes were marvel-
eusly quick, sung out:

A Monster on Venus

c:IT’S the rifles!”

“The rifles?2’

“YVes, Ingra had them, and he has thrown them
ewerboard.” And at the words Edmund dashed into
ke shallow water where the splashing had occur-
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red. In a minute he returned, with one of our
cruising rifles in his hand!

“Hunt for the others!” he exclaimed, and we ran
with him into the water, and actually found the
other two sticking in the mud, for the water was
not more than a foot deep.

“Heaven be praised!” said Edmund.
a piece of luck.”

“I should think so,” said Jack dryly. “It’s posi-
tively humorous.”

“In Heaven’s name,” I exclaimed, “why did he
throw them overboard? Not for us, surely!”

“Of course not,” said Edmund. “It’s plain
enough. He had taken them, but couldn’t find out
how to use them. He did not want to carry this
evidence of his guilt back with him, and so it oe-
curred to him to get rid of them along with us.
No doubt when he cast them out the airplane was
away, and high up. He never dreamed that they
would fall within our reach.

“But you observe the heavy wind that is blowing
overhead. The weapons are light, and the wind
carried them our way. If the airplane had not been
so high up they never would have reached us.”

Dumfounded, the rest of us said nothing, except
Jack, who grumbled:

“Hanged if.I don't think this kind of luck is
uncanny,”

“I cannot be thankful enough for the return of
the rifles,” said Edmund presently. “We shall have
use for them. Without them I doubt if it would
ever have been possible for us to pull out of this
trap.”

“It seems to me,” said Jack, “that three pairs of
seven-league boots would be more to the purpose
just now than three rifles. What are you going to
shoot ?”

Edmund started to reply, but was interrupted by
another noise—not a splash this time, but a heavy,
sonorous, sighing sound. In the gloom, surrounded
by the repulsive, half-spectral forms of the mon-
strous vegetation of the swamp, that mysterious
sound, which plainly denoted some giant kind of
life, fairly made us quake.

“My Heavens!” said Jack, “what can that be?”

“We'll see,” replied Edmund calmly, and threw
open his pocket-lantern. As the light streamed out
there was a sudden rustle close by and an answer-
ing gleam, which passed a shaft of light illumina-
tion over us. With a united ‘shout of joy we all
cried out:

“Alal”

It was indeed she with her airplane, within a
dozen yards of us, but her approach had been con-
cealed by the distorted limbs of the hideous vege-
tation that towered on three sides of us.

Our shout of astonishment had not ceased to echo
when out of the horrible tangle rose, with a swift,
sinuous movement, a long, anaconda-like arm, flesh-
pink in the electric beam, but covered with dark,
spike-edged spiracles.

It curled itself over the edge of the airplane and
swiftly drew it downward,

“This 18
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CHAPTER XIV.
A Strange Victory

HE airplane tipped as it descended, and,

with confused cries, most of its crew tumbled

off, some falling into the water, others disap-
pearing in the tangled vegetation. The light went
out, but Edmund’s lamp continued to burn.

We could see Ala, as the machine sank lower and
crashed through the branches, clinging desperately
to an upright on the inclined deck.

The awful arm was clasped about the steel-work
within a foot of her!

With a terrible ery, Edmund dashed into the mat-
ted growths, madly fighting his way through. Jack
and I followed, but Henry sank upon the wet ground,
helpless through sheer terror.

“That’s the fate they intended for us!” Edmund
shouted. “But, by Heaven, it shall not come to
her!”’

If we had had far to go, we should never have
been able to get through that awful mass. Even in
the excitement of the moment I shrank from the
hateful touch of those twisted branches, clammy
as the skin of serpents.

But Edmund regarded nothing except his pur-
pose. He battled maniacally with the obstacles in
his path, leaving an opening for us at his heels.
Through it all we hung on to our rifles, feeling that
this alone could save us.

I suppose it was not more than two minutes be-
fore we emerged into a comparatively open place—
and then the sight that met us!

In the midst of the opening, but half visible in
the gloom, on huge squat legs, stood such a mon-
ster as you have perhaps read of in books on pale-
ontology, but the equal of this one no geologist ever
imagined.

I don’t know how large its body was, but its gi-
gantic three-cornered head looked as big as a beer-
vat, and from the front of the head issued some-
thing resembling the trunk of an elephant, but as
large as a dozen. The eye on that side of the head
which was turned toward us glowed like an ember
in the light of Edmund’s lamp.

The creature was crushing the airplane, bending
its sides like pasteboard with that mighty trunk.
For my part, I was paralyzed by the awful spectacle,
but Edmund’s sharp command brought me to my
senses.

“Hold the lamp!”

Mechanically I took it in my hand. Then I saw
Edmund aiming his rifle.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Ten times the shots rang out, zipping one on
the heels of another, and I knew that the chamber
was exhausted,

“Give me your rifle!”—to Jack.

But it was unneeded. At the very first shot I saw
the monster’s red eye go dull, and I believe that
every bullet entered his brain. He was so huge and
unwieldy that he couldn’t fall like an ordinary ani-
mal. He released the wrecked airplane, threw his
vast trunk, heaving in agony and, thrashing the
branches over his head, sank upon his immense
knees, and slowly rolled down in the sedgy mud.

Without 2 moment’s hesitation, Edmund rushed
forward, and a minute later I saw him carrying Ala.

AMAZING STORIES

The Monster Is Dead

SHE had fainted, but was uninjured. A little
- stimulant brought her round, and, lying in his
arms, she looked at him, dazed at first, and then
with such an expression as I should like just once
to encounter in a woman’s eyes.

While we were thus engaged, Juba appeared, his
white furry body thick with mud, and his huge
eyes actually comical in their mingled look of amaze-
ment and terror. Presently, half a dozen of the
men who had been thrown from the airplane fought
their way to us.

“Quick now, boys,” said Edmund.
fix up a shelter.”

Still carrying Ala, he led the way to the air-
plane. Its light steel frame was badly bent in
places, but it had settled right side up, and a short
inspection showed that it was not a hopeless wreek.

“If the machinery is not seriously injured,” said
Edmund, “we shall be all right. But we can’t get
out of this straight away, and I must have a safe
and dry place for Ala, while I examine the thing
and collect the survivors.”

“Just look at that beast,” exclaimed Jack, point-
ing to the huge carcass of the slain monster.

“Better see if there are other live ones round,” re-
turned Edmund sharply. “Use your eyes and ears
as you never did in your life, while I look at the
machinery.”

Gently placing Ala in a secure place on the now
level deck, Edmund began to explore the mechanism
of the airplane, In a few minutes he turned on its

“We've got to

powerful electric light, which lit up the strange

scenery around us like a full moon.
“You may draw the creatures upon us,” I said.
“Yes,” Edmund replied, “but it's just as likely to
scare them off. In any event, I've got to have
plenty of light. Where’s Henry?”
“Back there, paralyzed with fear,” I replied.
“Go and find him, one of you.”

Once More in the Air

ACK and I looked at one another, Jack made a
wry face, and probably I did the same. It mani-
festly had to be done, however, and, taking the
pocket-lamp, we gingerly crept back through the
terrible thicket, and found Henry still seated on
the ground. He remained speechless as we led him
to the airplane and seated him upon it. So per-
fect a picture of abject fright I had never seen.
Yet I pitied him from the bottom of my heart, for

Henry had his good qualities.

In the meantime, Edmund pursued his investiga-
tions, aided finally by the engineer of the craft and
two or three of his assistants, who, guided by the
light, had struggled out of the swamp. In perhaps
an hour’s time the airplane was pronounced in fit
condition for flight. No more monster beasts had
made their appearance, although three or four times
we had heard them moving about at no great dis-
tance, and, with beating hearts, had gripped the
two rifles that remained loaded.

Jack’s good nature was restored, and he couldn’t
refrain from expressing again his opinion that the
way those rifles had come back to us beat all the
fish-yarns he had ever heard.

“Now you’d never have dared to invent a story
like that,” he said to me.
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I confessed that I wouldn’t, and added that I
wouldn’t have dared invent anything that had occur-
red on this expedition.

“You’d better be thankful for what has happened,”
Edmund interrupted, “and not be railing at Provi-
dence when it interferes in your behalf.”

When everything was ready, we listened for a
while to learn if any survivors yet remained un-
found. Finally, hearing nothing, Edmund called
out: “All aboard!”

I never learned how many, if any, had been lost.

At any rate, we were a company of fifteen, in-
cluding Juba, when, at last, we circled up into the
air and left that awful place.

Ala, as the nervous shock wore off, resumed her
queenly air, but with it there was mingled an ex-
pression of fond admiration for Edmund that
warmed my heart. If ever a couple were born for
one another, I thought they were. Yet they had
been born a long way apart!

The Return

THE crew of the airplane seemed to know the
way well enough, once we were aloft, and after
but a momentary hesitation, our course was set, and
we began to speed at a great elevation. Finally, we
caught sight of the arc of daylight far away, and
it gradually rose and spread, until we emerged
from under the cap of dark vapors and the region
of twilight into the now familiar land of the great
seashell-tinted cloud-dome,

Edmund remained for a long time communing
with Ala, but at last he approached us.

Henry, meanwhile, had recovered a little equan-
imity.

“I suppose,” Edmund began, “that you would like
to know how they found us.”

“Upon my word,” I said, “I never thought about
that in the confusion that we have gone through.
But, yes indeed, we should like to know how under
heaven they ever managed it.”

Thereupon Edmund sat down and told us the
story as he had learned it from Ala and the others.
1t seemed that Juba had finally been our savior,
though, of course, it was Ala who had inspired and
managed the whole thing.

‘When they saw us snatched away from under the
tree, they instantly comprehended Ingra’s plot, and,
calling upon the others to follow, Ala ran like a
deer for the mines. Juba alone was able to keep
up with her, the two handmaidens being left
far behind in the race. Fortunately, most of the
way was down hill.

“T guess they made those three miles in less than
fifteen minutes,” said Edmund, smiling with a fond
glance at Ala.

Arrived at the mines, Ala instantly ordered her
airplane under way, with the best crew she could
find at a moment’s notice. She knew what to do
first.

She had long since lost sight of us, but she had
noted the direction of our flight and her first
measure was to rise rapidly to a great elevation
s0 as to command a wide prospect, at the same time
in order not to lose valuable ground, making toward
the mountains.

Ingra’s delay in choosing his course, and his
oversight in going to a great height, aided our pur-
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suers, and they soon caught a glimpse of us, a mere
speck in the air, miles and miles away.

Ala immediately ordered top speed. She drove
the machine at such a rate that, as Edmund made
out the story, her engineer protested. But she
would listen to nothing.

Faster and faster their driving-fans spun, until
they seemed about to whirl themselves off their
shafts. They soon had the satisfaction to see that
they were gaining, for Ala’s airplane was one of
the swiftest.

Slowly they drew up on us, until the twilight
borders were reached, and then their hopes quickly
faded. As we entered under the dark clouds, we
were swallowed from sight,

Ala’s heart gave way, and finally, in an agony of
despair, she sank upon the decck. She knew too well
tpe ]horrible fate that Ingra had prepared for his
rival.

Juba to the Rescue

THEN it was that Juba unexpectedly came to the
rescue. Possessing already the basis of the
wordless language that was employed by them, he
had little difficulty in learning how to communicate
with Ala’s people, and seeing her despair, and com-
prehending the purpose of the chase, he now respect-
fully approached her and made her understand that
he could see in the dark. He had lived all his life in
a land of shadow and of night, and his eyes, while
half blinded in the light, were exactly suited for
the conditions that now confronted them.

He proved the truth of his assertion, or tried to,
by pointing out the escaping craft, averring that it
was perfectly visible to him. Ala was filled with
joy at this happy turn of events. Immediately she
recovered her self-command, and gave orders to all
her crew that Juba’s directions should be implicitly
followed.

With the shades removed from his great eyes,
Juba took his place on the prow of the airplane and
guided its course. Without the slightest delay,
without abating their fearful speed, they plunged
into the gloom, straight on our track.

When Ingra made his sudden change, of course
Juba saw the manoeuver and turned it against its
inventor, for now Ingra himself could not see his
pursuer, and could not know that he was still fol-
lowed. The nose of the bloodhound is not more cer-
tain in the chase than were Juba’s eyes in that
terrible flight through the darkness.

They continued to gain upon us so rapidly that
they were close at hand when Ingra rose from the
swamp after pitching us out. Following Juba’s in-
dications, the pilot was about to dash at the escap-
ing airplane, when Ala, divining what had been
done, checked him, and ordered him to seek the spot
where she was sure that we had been left, by Ingra’s
orders, to be devoured by the monsters of the
morass.

But even Juba’s eyes could not locate us, hidden
as we were on the dark, swampy ground and amid
the twisted vegetation. Having commanded the
pilot to descend near the ground, Ala was begin-
ning a careful search, which even yet might have
failed, when the sudden flashing ouft of Edmund’s
lamp told them where we were.

I need not tell you how breathlessly we listened
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to this narration. When it was finished we all
looked at Juba with a kindly interest, such as we
had never before felt toward him. But Jack’s in-
terest in, and gratitude toward him, ran into en-
thusiasm,

He sprang to his feet, danced upon the deck, to
the amazement of our friends, and, approaching
Juba, slapped him upon the back, with a joyous
laugh, exclaiming:

“Good old boy! Come down to New York and
I'll take care of you!”

CHAPTER XV.
Wild Eden

E stopped at the mines, and Edmund, as
Hcool]y as if nothing had happened, resumed
his work in the laboratory.

What had passed between him and Ala, in regard
to Ingra and his co-conspirators, I do not know, but
I remember that sometimes there was a grim look
on Edmund’s face when he sat silently meditating,
which I interpreted as an ill omen for his enemies.

Several times an airplane was despatched to the
capital, apparently on a secret mission. In an in-
credibly short time sufficient uranium had been ac-
cumulated to answer Edmund’s needs, and then
with the precious stuff on board, we set out on our
return.

On reaching the capital, we had a magnificent
reception.

The news of what had occurred had been noised
abroad, and Ala’s friends were out in force to wel-
come her. If Ingra’s partizans were on hand, they
took good care not to let themselves be known.

Ala’s popularity had immensely increased, be-
cause her romance took the hearts of her people by
storm. Edmund’s stock rose, and ours along with
it.

I shall attempt no description of the reception,
only saying that it was similar in character to the
one which had attended our first arrival, though
far more gorgeous in details.

Edmund was too much absorbed in his work to
waste time on these things. He immediately sought
the car, and devoted himself to its preparation.
Four or five days may have elapsed before he an-
nounced the completion of his work. Then he called
us together,

“I believe the car to be all right now,” he said,
“and I am going to make a trial trip. You ecan all
go, and I'll take Ala and one of her maids along,
leaving Juba here.”

Exploring Venus

SHALL not soon forget that trip!

At the start we were delighted. It semed like
home to be once more inside the familiar car, and
to watch Edmund manipulating the revolving knobs
that governed the mysterious force. Henry begged
Edmund to take us back to the earth at once, but
Edmund refused.

“I’m not yet done with Venus,” he said. “There’s
lots of things here that we haven’t seen. Now that
we’ve got the car in shape, we can make rapid work
of it.”

. Jack’s spirits had risen to a high pitch with the
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knowledge that the means of return were once more
in our hands, and he joined in with Edmund.

“Of course, we won’t go back yet,” he said. “I
want to see Edmund crowned king of the planet
first.”

An enormous crowd assembled to see us off. I be-
lieve that the capital was more populous than Lon-
don, and everybody in it was on the alert when we
launched the car from one of the upper stories of
the great tower. The air was crowded with gay
airplanes and air-ships, banners and streamers were
displayed on all sides, and the atmosphere bloomed
with undulating colors.

The noise was exiraordinary for Venus, and a
universal cry of astonishment burst forth when
the car, without visible machinery, swiftly rose into
the air and cirecled over the city. The airplanes
chased us like children following a street organ,
but soon Edmund toucked a knob, and we shot up,
rocket-like, leaving them 2all behind and below.

Higher and higher we rose, until the vast roof
of the cloud-dome was reached. From that im-
mense elevation the whole breadth of the inhabited
zone appeared spread below us, bordered with lumi-
nous clouds along both of its edges. The metropo~
1is looked like a giant flower-bed, and dotted over the
country were smaller cities, while innumerable air-
planes sailed about far beneath us, like flocks of
brilliant-plumaged birds.

Ala at the Helm

I STUDIED Ala's face to note the effect upon her.

She showed some surprise; but more, her
countenance denofed admiration of Edmund, and
her enthusiasm was fairly girlish. Yet her quick
intelligence manifested itself also, and she attended
with keen interest when he showed her how the con-
trolling knobs were managed.

He even permitted her to turn some of the con-
trollers, and her delight knew no bounds when she
found how easily, under his guidance, she could
direct our course. Now we shot along under the
dome like a meteor, now we darted downward, and
then we ventured a little way up into the clouds.

I was surprised though, of course, I cught not to
have been, to find that when we entered the cloud-
dome the darkness around us was hardly noticeable.
The clouds, although close-packed, were filtered
through with sunshine from above, so that we
seemed to be immersed in a rose-pink mist.

Ala exhibited no fear whatever, and, at length,
Edmund proposed that we should rise up through
the dome into outer space.

We did this rapidly, so that in 2 few minutes
we emerged on the upper side, and Venus wag
changed into a vast white globe, brilliznt with sun-<
light, but as soft in appearance as a ball of wool,
The world below was completely hidden.

Only one thing astonished Ala—the sun. It wag
too blindingly brilliant to look upon, but frequently
I saw her turn in its direction with an expression
that greatly puzzled me. I did nof understand it
until afterward.

Then now occurred one of those things which
are bound to happen whenever two persons as much
interested in one another as were Ala and Edmund,
are together, and one of them fries to be particu~
larly agreeable to the other.
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Apollo, in the old legend, was not guilty of a
greater indiscretion, when he allowed Phaeton to
take the reins of the horses of the sun, than was

Edmund, when Ala, a little vain of what she had

learned, asked to be allowed to guide the car.
He foolishly consented, and the econsequences
were prompt in declaring themselves.

Trouble with the Car

EDMUND had worked up to a pretty lively clip,
and we may have been making ten miles a
minute, when Ala’s desire to try her hand alone
was gratified. She had hardly grasped one of the
knobs when my consciousness went off skylarking
and, as I quickly found out, the same thing happened
to everyone in the car.
what had occurred—inadvertently Ala had brought
us te the right-about, which flung us off our feet
with such violence that we were knocked senseless.,

When I came to myself and got on my legs,
Edmund had already recovered, and was working
desperately at the controllers. I knew from the
motion that he was trying to stop us. The car
shook as if it would fall to pieces, jolt following
jolt, like an express train under emergency brakes.
Blood was running down his face, and, with a
quick motion, he wiped it out of his eyes, without
ever ceasing his labor at the knobs. Seeing, more
by instinet than by looking, that I had recovered,
he cried out:

“For heaven’s sake, Albert, look to Ala!”

She lay senseless near the center of the car, while
Jack and Henry had been pitched into a corner, and
the maid lay beside a bench.

I lifted Ala, and, after being jerked from my feet
two or three times, succeeded in placing her on one
of the benches against the wall. I could see Ed-
mund’s anxious glances over his shoulder, but he
could not quit his place, nor for an instant remit
his exertions,

Beautiful Ala

NEVER had the beauty of this queen of Venus
seemed so wonderful as when I thus bore her
in my arms. I even imagined that Edmund must
feel a pang of jealousy. Very gently I placed her
upon the cushioned bench, and seeing no blood on
her white face and arms, I believed that she had
suffered no injury beyond a shock.

Soon she opened her eyes and, as they fell upon
Edmund, I realized that I and my exertions in her
behalf were already forgotten. She immediately
strove to rise, pushing me away, but Edmund, see-
ing the movement, signaled her to remain where she
was.

Docilely she obeyed him, and then for the first
time she smiled at me—only to express her grati-
tude, but it sent the blood info my face,

In the meantime, Jack, Henry, and the maid had
recovered. None of them was seriously injured, and
they scrambled to their feet. The car by this time
had ceased its eccentric movements, and a moment

ter it came to rest.

I felt that it had touched ground—but where?
Edmund instantly ran to Ala’s side and began to
caress her hands.

“Thank heaven!” he said aloud, and if she did not

You will easily imagine -
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understand his words she knew well his meaning.

When we began to bind up the cut on his head I
felt like an intruder, and hurried to one of the
windows. The first glance outside filled me with
astonishment—and well it might!

One would have said that we had descended into
the midst of a garden of gorgeous orchids. Strange
flowers of the most exquisite beauty, and most ex-
traordinary shapes, hung all about us, some of
them brushing against the window. I called Jack
and Henry to look at them, and while we stood there
gazing, no one speaking a word, a mass of foliage
parted, and there emerged into view a bird so
dazzlingly splendid in color that we all three mut-
tered a simultaneous “Oh!”

Our exclamation attracted the attention of Ala
and Edmund, who at once came to the window. No
sooner had she looked out than Ala joyfully clasped
her hands and immediately addressed herself to
make Edmund understand her thoughts.

After a minute or two, he said to us:

The Birds of Venus

«WE have had great luck! In rushing back to
the surface of Venus without knowing
where we were going, we have landed, in what I
make out from Ala, in a kind of wild Eden, famous
for the beauty of its flowers and its birds. She pro-
poses that we shall at once alight from the car,
in order to enjoy the singular sights and pleasures
which this place affords.”

We alighted, accordingly, and found ourselves in
a perfect wilderness of the most beautiful flowering
shrubs and trees. Pushing aside the branches, we
emerged into a kind of arbor, as if it had been a
park.

All about us the trees and bushes bent under loads
of magnificent blossoms which filled the air with
delicious fragrance. Birds were everywhere, and
they exhibited no fear, simply keeping out of our
reach. Their plumage was the most extraordinary
I have ever seen, many of them having long, iri-
descent feathers depending from their wings and
tails.

I noticed that Ala frequently turned toward these
birds with a look of ineffable pleasure. At first I
thought that she was simply admiring their colors
and their graceful shapes and movements, but soon
I became convineed that she was not merely looking,
but listening. This exciled my astonishment, for
none of us could hear a sound, except the oceasional
rustle of the branches.

“Edmund,” I said at last, “I believe that Ala hears
something that we do not.”

“Of course she does,” he replied. “There is
music here. These birds are singing, but our ears
are not attuned to their mefody. ¥ou &Znow tfe
peculiarity of this atmosphere with regard to sound.
All these people have a horror of loud noises, but
their ears detect sounds that lie far beyond the
range of vibrations with which ours are affected.

“There is another thing,” he added a moment
later, “which may surprise you, but I am certain
that it exists. There is a direct relation between
color and sound here. The light waves in certain
combinations produce sound-waves,
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€¢y can only explain What I mean by reference to

the telephone. You know how, by a telephone,
sounds are first transformed into electric vibrations
and afterward reshaped into sonorous waves. You
know also that we have used a ray of light to send
telephonic messages, taking advantage of the sensi-
tiveness of certain substances and their power of
varying in electric resistance in accord with the in-
tensity of the light that strikes them. Thus, with a
telephone at each end, we can make a beam of light
reproduce a human voice.

“What we have done, awkwardly and partially,
by the aid of imperfect mechanical contrivances,
Nature has accomplished here in a perfect way, by
means of the peculiar composition of the air and
some special construction of the auditory apparatus.
It is all in line with the strange power of mental
communication which these people possess.

“Light and sound, color and musie, are linked for
them in a manner that we cannot comprehend. Their
esthetic enjoyment must be marvelously in advance
of ours.

“It is plain to me now that the music of color
which we saw at the palace was something far
more complete and wonderful than we then im-
agined. Together with the pleasure which they
derive from the harmonic combinations of shifting
hues, they experience at the same time the delight
that comes from sounds which are associated with
and awakened by those colors, but are utterly in-
audible to us.

“I believe that all of their senses are more com-
pletely and delicately developed than ours, and that
even the perfume of these flowers is more delightful
to Ala than to us.”

“By Jove, Edmund,” cried Jack, who had been
listening with amazement, “it is indeed a divine
world to which you have brought us! But I wish
you would find a way to open up these delights to
the rest of us, It's rather disappointing to be
plunged into the midst of such things without be-
ing able to enjoy them.”

His words thrilled me, for T knew that he never
spoke thus without having a definite meaning be-
hind.

“But see here,” Jack continued. *I don’t quite
get hold of this thing. These people talk, you know.
Then why don’t they sing, and why don’t they get
their music the way we do?” _

“Because,” was the reply, “as I have just ex-
plained to you, they have a far higher and more
delicate means of producing and receiving the har-
monics of sound. They talk occasionally, it is true,
just as you see that these birds utter low sounds
from time to time, but speech with them has not
been developed as with us, since they have not our
need of it. )

“T am rather surprised to find that they talk at
all. I shouldn’t wonder if their spoken language
were simply a reflex of their written or printed
language.” :

“Writing and printing!” I exclaimed.
think that there are such things here?”

“Do you

AMAZING STORIES

The Libraries on the Planet

¢y HAVEN'T a doubt of it,” Edmund replied. “So

intellectual a people must have a history and
a literature. But the order of development has
been exactly the reverse of that with us. They
have first invented their signs for recording
thought, and then a simple spoken language has
originated from those signs.

“As to their speaking, that is a thing inevitable.
Every sentient being utters sounds. It is a neces-
sary result of the experiencing of emotion, and I
don’t believe that there is anywhere in the universe
a race of beings more delicately organized, in our
emotional sense, than these inhabitants of Venus.”

Inasmuch as I intend to publish 2 book dealing
with the scientific aspect of life on Venus, I shali
not burden this story of our adventures with these
details, only saying now that it actually turned out
as Edmund had conjectured.

We found later that not only were writing and
printing known and practised, the characters much
resembling that of the Chinese, but at the capital
there were immense libraries, containing literary
works and histories of Venus for hundreds of gen-
erations.

As soon as a comprehension of what Edmund had
told us dawned fully upon our minds, we began to
note more carefully the conduct of Ala, and we were
quickly convinced of the substantial correctness of
his inferences.

She sat on a flowery bank under the fragrant
drooping branches, and seemed entranced by aerial
music which we could not hear.

While we thus lingered, with strange thoughts
throwing us into a dreamy mood, I happened to fix
my eyes upon an opening in the foliage, directly
bfgxind Edmund, who had placed himself at Ala’s
side.

A curious gleam attracted my attention, and,
looking sharply, I recognized a pair of eyes intently
watching us! Before I could open my lips or make
a movement, the face to which the eyes belonged
appeared for the fraction of a second and then was
withdrawn.

It was the handsome, but evil, countenance of
Ingra!l

CHAPTER XVIL
Turning the Tables

OR a2 moment I was too startled to be able to
speak. Then, knowing the need of caution, I
approached Edmund and whispered in his

ears:

“We are entrapped. Ingra is behind you.”

Edmund did not change countenance. He did
not even alter the direction of his eyes.

“Hush,” he whispered in return. Make no sign,
but be ready for an emergency. Go to Jack and
Henry in an indifferent manner, and tell them
what you have seen, but say that I am prepared
this time, and that we shall not be caught; tell them
to keep perfectly cool.”

I did as Edmund directed. Jack showed no fear,
but Henry was a little shaken. We stood fast, not
knowing what it was best to do. I saw no more of
Ingra, but I knew that he was there plotting mis«
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chief, and no doubt with enough force at hand to
overwhelm us.

I cursed the accident that had thrown us once
more into his power. Without question he had
come to this remote place to conceal himself while
laying his plans, and fate had thrown us into his
very lair!

Presently Edmund calmly rose and, taking Ala
by the hand, indicated a wish to return to the car.
I could see that his eyes furtively surveyed the
thicket, although he hardly turned his head. I drew
my pistol, and Jack imitated me.

“Stop that!” Edmund whispered sharply. “Keep
them within reach, but don’t use them except in an
emergency, and not then without a sign from me.”

Ala understood the situation, and her cheeks
paled a little as she followed Edmund, shoving
through the underbrush. The car was only four or
five rods away, but our path to it was obstructed by
the vegetation, and never in my life have I been
more nervously apprenhensive. I expected every
second to feel a rough hand laid upon me. Bnut,
whatever Ingra’s plans were, he did not attack us
during the anxious minutes while we were pushing
our way to the car.

Captured by Ingra

BUT, just as we were on the point of entering the

opeh door, the blow fell. There was a rush, the
branches parted, and Ingra, with more than a
dozen followers, fell upon us. The onset was so sud-
den and fierce that we were swept away from the
door, into a small, comparatively open space at the
side of the car.

Since we were unable to enter the car, this was
the best thing that could have happened, because it
offered a little room to act together for defense.

Ingra’s aids were all, like himself, 21l and power-
ful, but they carried no weapons as far as I could
gee: not even bludgeons. Our pistels were in our
pockets, and they remained there during the first
few minutes of the breathless struggle. There were
at last three men upon each of us, and they gave
us no time for anything but the quickest kind of
sparring.

In this we were all adepts; I have told you of
Edmund’s skill. Jack was an equally hard hitter,
but, owing to his bulk and weight, not so quick.
I was only second to Edmund in all-around work,
and even Henry was better than the average in
sparring, though somewhat lacking in strength.

The efforts of our assailants was to grip and
hold us, and ours was to keep them off long enough
to enable us to draw our weapons. A keen regret
darted through my mind that Edmund had not per-
mitted us to keep the pistols in our hands. Vet
they might have been knocked out in the sudden
rush before we could have used them.

Even in the midst of the desperate struggle, I saw
that Edmund had leveled two of his assailants, and
then I was tripped and down I went. What hap-
pened to the others during the half minute that I lay
prostrate, with my foes atop of me, I do not know;
" but when I felt myself pulled into a sitting posture,
with my arms held tightly behind, a strange sight
confronted me.

It was a sight that surprised my captors as much
s it did me,
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Edmund was lying on the ground, his arms abova
his head, held by two of his assailants. Ingra wag
standing by him, leaning forward as if to strike,
with a long, glittering knife in his hand—the first
weapon I had seen among them—and Ala, who from
the commencement of the fray I had not seen, knelt
by Edmund’s side, with one hand upon his shoulder
and the other extended in a gesture of command
toward Ingra.

The latter seemed frozen in his tracks.

The knife remained poised, his body was thrown
forward on one leg, but his eyes met Ala‘s and
quailed.

Pocahontas on Verfus

SO dramatic a pose I have never seen on any stage.
It was not the pleading look of Pocahontas saving
Captain John Smith from his savage enemies that
I saw in Ala’s face, but the irresistible glance of an
imperious will,

Kneeling though she was, her attitude and man-
ner were those of a queen who knows only obedience.
The whole force of her character was concentrated
in her wonderful eyes. Not only Ingra, but his fol-
lowers were arrested ag if they had been hypnotized.

Not one of them made a2 motion. Jack and Henry
were also prostrate and guarded, for we seemed all
to have been overthrown almost at the same moment,
but their captor, like mine, remained motionless and
staring with amazed looks.

Evidently Ala was speaking, or had spoken, in
that voiceless language, and her words, if I may
so say, had a potency above all physical strength.
But the thought flashed through my head that this
spell could not endure,

The passion of Ingra was too fierce, his provoca-
tion was too intense, his own rank was too near that
of the woman’s to permit of his being effectually
and permanently restrained by her interference.
I expected, each instant, to see him dash aside
the arm that Ala interposed, and finish his mur-
derous stroke. The same thought must have oc-
curred to Edmund, and he, at least, never lost the
fraction of a second in acting upon the impulses
of his mind.

The sudden staying of the unremitting attack
had furnished the opportunity so long desired, and,
with a motion as quick as thought, Edmund wrench-
ed his right hand free from the now unnerved as-
sailant, who had held it above his head, and in
another instant his pistol was aimed at Ingra’s
heart.

“Quick!’ I yelled, imitating his act. “Your pis-
tols!”

I got mine from my pocket, for the fellows, in
their astonishment, had let go of me, and waiting
for no further guidance from Edmund, I fired,
without particular aim. The shot struck a tall chap
at my feet, and down he went. The other who had
held me gave back, and I sprang upon my feet.

The whole situation was changed in a twinkling.
Jack freed himself as I had done, but without firing,
and Henry’s assailants retired from the muzzles
of our pistols.

It was our turn now.

“Shall we shoot the dogs?” demanded Jack.

“No,” Edmund replied. “Simply scare them offy
But I'll keep this fellow, now that I have him.”

[(To be continued m the Qctober Issue)
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Author of ‘20,000 Leagues Under the Sea’”

J. T. Maston received the hardest voltaic knock that had ever found the mouth of a philosopher. The flash had run along his
metal hook, and spun him around like a teetotum. The blackboard he struck with his back was hurled down in the corner,
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CHAPTER I
The North Polar Practical Association

Sveiay ND so, Mr. Maston, you consider that
A¥al a woman can do nothing for the advance
d of the mathematical or experimental
Yl sciences?”
e “To my extreme regret, Mrs. Scor-
bitt,” sazd J. T. Maston, “I am obliged to say so.
That there have been many remarkable female
mathematicians, especially in Russia, I willingly ad-
mit; but with her cerebral conformation it is not in
a woman to become an Archimedes or a Newton.”

“Then, Mr. Maston, allow me to protest in the
name of my sex—"

“Sex all the more charming, Mrs. Scorbitf, from
its never having taken to transcendental studies!”

“According to you, Mr. Maston, if 2 woman had
seen an apple fall she would never have been able
to discover the laws of universal gravitation as did
the illustrious Englishman at the close of the seven-
teenth century!”

“In seeing an apple fall, Mrs, Scorbitt, 2 woman
would have only one idea—to eat if, after the ex-
ample of our mother Eve.”

“You deny us all aptitude for the higher specula-
tions—"

“All aptitude? No, Mrs. Scorbitt. But I would
ask you to remember that since there have been
people on this earth, and women conseguently, there
has never been discovered a feminine brain to which
we owe a discovery in the domain of seience analo-
gous to the discoveries of Aristotle, Euclid, Kepler,
or Laplace.”

“Is that a reason? Is it inevitable that the future
should be as the past?”

“Hum! That which has not happened for thous-
ands of years is not likely
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An Immense Enterprise

N immense enterprise it was which this

wealthy American widow had resolved to sup-
port with large sums of money. The object of its
promoters was as follows:

The Arctic territories, properly so called, ac-
cording to the highest geographical authorities, are
bounded by the seventy-eighth parallel, and extend
over fourteen hundred thousand square miles, while
the seas extend over seven hundred thousand.

Within this parallel have intrepid modern dis-
coveries advanced nearly as far as the eighty-fourth
degree of latitude, revealing many a coast hidden
beyond the lofty chain of icebergs, giving names to
capes, promontories, gulfs, and bays of these vast
Arctic highlands. But beyond this eighty-fourth
parallel is a mystery, the unrealizable desideratum
of geographers. No one yet knows if land or sea
lies hidden in that space of six degrees, that im-
passable barrier of Polar ice.

In this year, 189—, the United States Govern-
ment had unexpectedly proposed to put up to auction
the circumpolar regions then remaining undiscover-
ed, having been urged to this extraordinary step by
an American society which had been formed to
obtain a concession of the apparently useless tract.

Some years before, the Berlin Conference had
formulated a special code for the use of Great
Powers wishing to appropriate the property of an-
other under pretext of colonization or opening up
commercial routes. But this code was not applica-
ble, under the circumstances, as the Polar domain
was not inhabited. Nevertheless, as dealing with
that which belongs to all, the new society did not
propose to “take” but to “acquire.”

In the United States there is no project so au-

dacious for which people

to happen.”

“Then we must resign
ourselves to our fate, Mr.
Maston. And as we are
indeed good—"

“And how good!” inter-
rupted J. T. Maston, with
all the amiable gallantry
of which a philosopher
crammed with « is cap-
able.

Mrs. Scorbitt was quite
ready to be convinced.
“Well, Mr. Maston,” she
said, “each to his lof in
this world. Remain the
extraordinary mathemati-
cian that you are. Give

M ANY people are continually amusing themselves by

pointing out the advantages we would have on
carth if our planct were not inclined on its axis 23%
degrees. This inclination gives us our seasons. If there
wwere no such clination, there would be no seasons.
Under the eguator we would have perpetual swmmer.
About the Trapic of Cancer we would have moderate
weather all year around, and it would even be comfort-
able ai the Norih and South Poles. We would have
exactly fwelve hours of daylight and twelve hours of
night at every point on the globe.

Is it possible by any human agency io right the axis
of the earth to accomplish this? In this story the versa-
tile Jules Verne iells us how such an attempt was made
and what happened. It is @ most exciting as well as
interesting story, a classic in all respects.

R R R SRR
—__——___—.

cannot be found to guar-
antee the cost and find the
working expenses. This
was well seen when a few
vears before the Gun Club
of Baltimore had entered
on the task of despatch-
ing a projectile to the
Moon, in the hope of ob-
taining direct communi-
cation with our satellite.
Was it not these enter-
prising Yankees who had
furnished the larger part
of the sums required by
this interesting attempt?
And if it had succeeded,
would it not be owing to

yourself entirely to the problems of that immense
enterprise to which you and your friends have de-
voted their lives! I will remain the good woman
I ought to be, and assist you with the
means.” .1y = red I G _

" “por which you will have our eternal gratitude,”
said J. T. Maston.

Mrs. Scorbitt blushed deliciously, for sne felt, if
not for philosophers in general, at least for J. T.
‘Maston, a truly strange sympathy. Is not a woman’s
‘heart unfathomable?

.

two members of the said club who had dared to
face the risk of an entirely novel experiment?

If a Lesseps were one day to propose to cuf a
gigantic canal through Europe and Asia, from the
shores of the Atlantic to the China Sea; if a well-
sinker of genius were to offer to pierce the earth in
the hopes of finding and utilizing the beds of sili-
cates supposed to he there in a fluid state; if an
enterprising electrician proposed to combine the cur-
rents disseminated over the surface of the globe so
as to form an inexhaustible source of heat and light;
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if a daring engineer were to have the idea of storing
in vast receptacles the excess of summer tempera-
ture, in order to transfer it to the frozen regions
in the winter; if a hydraulic specialist were to pro-
pose to utilize the force of the tide for the produc-
tio nof heat or power at will; if companies were to
be formed to carry out a hundred projects of this
kind—it is the Americans who would be found at the
head of the subscribers, and rivers of dollars
would flow into the pockets of the projectors, as the
great rivers of North America flow into—and are
lost in—the ocean.

It was only natural that public opinion shold be
much exercised at the announcement that the Arctic
regions were to be sold to the highest bidder, par-
ticularly as no public subscription had been opened
with a view to the purchase, for “all the capital had
been subscribed in advance,” and, “it was left for
Time to show how is was proposed to utilize the
territory when it had become the property of the
purchaser!”

Utilize the Arctic regions! In truth such an idea
could anly have originated in the brain of a mad-
man!

But nevertheless nothing could be more serious
than the scheme.

A ‘Curious Advertisement

N fact, a communication had been sent to many of

the journals of both continents, concluding with
a demand for immediate inquiry on the part of those
interested. It was the New York Herald that first
published this curious farrago, and the innumera-
able patrons of Gordon Bennett read, on the morn-
ing of the 7th of November, the following advertise-
ment, which rapidly spread through the scientific
and industrial world, and became appreciated in
very different ways:

“NOTICE TO THE INHABITANTS OF THE TER-
RESTRIAL GLOBE

“The regions of the North Pole situated within
the eighty-fourth degree of north latitude have not
yet been utilized, for the very good reason that they
have not yet been discovered.

“The furthest points attained by the navigators
of different nations are as follows: 82° 45, said to
have been reached by the Englishman, Perry, in
July, 1847, in long. 28° E. north of Spitzenbergen;
88° 20" 28”, said to-have been reached by Markham
in the English expedition of Sir John Nares, in May,
1876, in long. W. north of Grinnell Land; 83° 35/,
said to have been reached by Lockwood and Brain-
ard in the American expedition of Lieutenant
Greely, in May, 1882, in long. 42° W. in the north
of Nares’ Land.

“It can thus be considered that the region ex-
tending from the eighty-fourth parallel to the Pole
is still undivided among the different States of the
Globe. It is, therefore, excellently adapted for an-
nexation as a private estate after formal purchase
in public auction.

“The property belongs to nobody by right of oc-
cupation, and the Government of the United States
of America, having been applied to in the matter,
have undertaken to name an official auctioneer for
the purpose of its disposal.

AMAZING STORIES

“A company has been formed at Baltimore, under
the title of the North Polar Practical Association,
which proposes to acquire the region by purchase,
and thus obtain an indefeasible title to all the con-
tinents, islands, islets, rocks, seas, lakes, rivers, and
watercourses whatsoever of which this Arctic terri-
tory is composed, although these may be now cover-
ed with ice, which ice may in summertime disap-
pear.

“It is understood that this right will be perpetual
and indefeasible, even in the event of modification—
in any way whatsoever—of the geographical or
meteorological conditions of the globe.

“The project having herewith been brought to the
knowledge of the people of the two worlds, repre-
sentatives of all nations will be admitted to take
part in the bidding, and the property will be ad-
judged to the highest bidder.

“The sale will take place on the 3rd of December
of the present year in the Auction Mart at Balti-
more, Maryland, United States of America.

“For further particulars apply to William S. For-
ster, provisional agent of the North Polar Practical
Association, 93 High Street, Baltimore.”

It may be that this communication will be consid-
ered as a madman’s freak; but at any rate it must
be admitted that in its clearness and frankness it
left nothing to be desired. The serious part of it
was that the Federal Government had undertaken
to treat a sale by auction as a valid concession of
these undicovered territories.

Opinions on the matter were many. Some readers
saw in it only one of those prodigious outbursts of
American humbug, which would exceed the limits
of puffism if the depths of human credulity were not
unfathomable. Others thought the proposition
should be seriously entertained. And these laid
sfress on the fact that the new company had not
appezaled to the public for funds. It was with their
own money that they sought to acquire the northern
regions. They did not seek to drain the dollars and
bank-notes of the simple into their coffers. No!
All they asked was to pay with their own money for
their circumpolar property! This was indeed ex-
traordinary.

To those people who were fond of figures it seem-
ed that all the said company had to do was to buy
the right of the first occupant, but that was difficult,
as access to the Pole appeared to be forbidden to
man, and the new company would necessarily act
with prudence, for too many legal precautions could
hardly be taken.

It was noticed that the document contained 2
clause providing for future contingencies. This
clause gave rise to much contradictory interpreta-
tion, for its precise meaning escaped the most sub-
tle minds. It stipulated that the right would be per-
petual, even in the event of modification in any way
whatsoever of the geographical or meteorological
conditions of the globe. What was the meaning of
this clause? What contingency did it provide for?,
How could the earth ever undergo a2 modification '
affecting its geography or meteorology, especially
in the territories in question? i

“Evidently,” said the knowing ones, “there is
something in this!”

Explanations there were many fo exercise the

_ ingenuity of some and the curiosity of others.
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Newspaper Comment

HE Philadelphia Ledger made the following

suggestion: “The future acquirers of the
Arctic regions have doubtless ascertained by calcula-
tion that the nucleus of a comet will shortly strike
the earth in such a manner that the shock will pro-
duce the geographical and meteorological changes
for which the clause provides.”

This sounded scientific, but it threw no light on
the matter. The idea of a shock from such a comet
did not commend itself to the intelligent. It seemed
inadmissible that the concessionaries should have
prepared for so hypothetical an eventuality.

“Perhaps,” said the New Orleans Delta, “the new
company imagine that the precession of the equi-
noxes will produce the modification favorable to the
utilization of their new property.”

“And why not,” asked the Hamburger Corres-
pondent, “if the movement modifies the parallelism
of the axis of our spheroid?”

“In fact,” said the Paris Revue Scientifique, “did
not Adhemar say, in his book on the revolutions of
the sea, that the precession of the equinoxes, com-
bined with the secular movement of the major axis
of the terrestrial orbit, would be of a nature to
bring about, after a long period, a modification in
the mean temperature of the different parts of the
Earth, and in the quantity of ice accumulated at
the Poles?”

“That is not certain,” said the Edinburgh Guar-
dian, “and even if it were so, would it not require a
lapse of twelve thousand years for Vega to become
our pole-star, in accordance with the said phenom-
enon, and for the Arctic regions to undergo a
change in climate?”

“Well,” said the Copenhagen Dagbled, “in twelve
thousand years it would be time enough to sub-
seribe the money. Meanwhile we do not intend to
risk a krone.”

But although the Rewue Scientifigue might be
right with regard to Adhemar, it was probable that
the North Polar Practical Association had never
reckoned on a modification due to the precession of
the equinoxes. And no one managed to discover the
meaning of the clause, or the cosmical change for
which it provided.

To ascertain what it meant application might
perhaps be made to the directorate of the new com-
pany? Why not apply to its chairman? But the
chairman was unknown! Unmentioned, too, were
the secretary and directors. There was nothing to
show from wham the advertisement emanated. It
had been brought to the office of the New York
Herald by a certain William S. Forster, of Balti-
more, a worthy agent for codfish, acting for
Ardrinell and Co., of Newfoundland, and evidently

~a man of straw. He was as mute on the subject as
the fish consigned to his care, and the cleverest of
reporters and interviewers could get nothing out of
him.

But if the promoters of this industrial enterprise
persisted in keeping their identity a mystery, their
intentions were indicated clearly enough.

They intended to acquire the freehold of that por-
tion of the Arctic regions bounded by the eighty-
fourth parallel of latitude, with the North Pole as
the central point.
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Nothing was more certain than that among
modern discoverers only Perry, Markham, Lockwood
and Brainard had penetrated within a degree of
this parallel. Other navigators of the Arctic seas
had all halted far below it. Payer, in 1874, had
stopped at 82° 15', to the north of Franz Joseph
Land and Nova Zembla; De Long, in the Jeannette
expedition in 1879, had stopped at 78° 45, in the
neighborhood of the islands which bear his name.
Others by way of New Siberia and Greenland, in
the latitude of Cape Bismark, had not advanced be-
yond the 76th, 77th, and 79th parallels; so that by
leaving a space of twenty-five minutes between
Lockwood and Brainard’s 83° 85’ and the 84° men-
tioned in the prospectus, the North Polar Practical
Association would not encroach on prior discoveries.
Its project affected an absolutely virgin soil, un-
trodden by human foot.

The area of the portion of the globe within this
eighty-fourth parallel is tolerably large.

From 84° to 90° there are six degrees, which, at
sixty miles each, give a radius of 360 miles and a
diameter of 720 miles. The circumference is thus
2216 miles, and the area, in round numbers, 407,000
square miles, This is nearly a tenth of the whole
of Europe—a good-sized estate!

International Questions Are Raised

HE advertisement, it will have been noticed

assumed the principle that regions not known
geographically and belonging to nobody in particu-
lar belonged to the world at large. That the major-
ity of the Powers would admit this contention was
supposable, but it was possible that States border-
ing on these Arctic regions, or considering the
regions as the prolongation of their dominions
toward the north, might claim a right of possession.
And their pretentions would be all the more justi-
fied by the discoveries that had been made having
been chiefly due to these regions; and of course the
Federal Governent, as nominators of the auctieneer,
would give these Powers an opportunity of claiming
compensation, and satisfy the claim with the money
realized by the sale. At the same time, as the par-
tisans of the North Polar Practical Association
continually insisted, the property was uninhabited,
and as no one occupied it, no one could oppose its
being put up to auction.

The bordering States with rights not te be dis-
regarded were six in number—Great Britain, the
United States, Denmark, Sweden and Norway, Hel-
land, and Russia. But there were other countries
that might put in a claim on the ground of dis-
coveries made by their navigators.

France might, as usual, have intervened on ac-
count of a few of her children having taken part in
occasional expeditions. There was the gallant
Bellot, who died in 1853 near Beechy Island, during
the voyage of the Phoeniz, sent in search of Sir
John Franklin. There was Dr. Octave Pavy, who
died in 1884 at Cape Sabine, during the stay of the
Greely expedition at Fort Conger. And there was
the expedition in 1838-39, which took to the Spitz-
bergen Seas, Charles Marting and Marmier and
Bravais, and their bold companions. But France
did not propose to meddle in the enterprise, which
was more industrial than scientific; and, at the
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outset, she abandoned any chance she might have of
a slice of the Polar cake.

It was the same with Germany. She could point
to the Spitzbergen expedition of Frederick Martens,
and to the expeditions, in 1869-70, of the Germania
and Hanse, under Koldewey and Hegeman, which
reached Cape Bismarck on the Greenland coast. But
notwithstanding these brilliant discoveries she de-
cided to make no increase to the Germanic empire by
means of a slice from the Pole.

So it was with Austria-Hungary, which, however,
had her claims on Franz Joseph Land fo the north-
ward of Siberia.

Ag Italy had no right of intervention she did not
intervene—which is not quite so obvious as it may
appear.

The same happened with regard te the Samoyeds
of Siberia, the Eskimos who are scattered along
the northern regions of America, the natives of
Greenland, of Labrador, of the Baffin Parry Archi-
pelago, of the Aleutian Islands between Asia and
America, and of Russian Alaska, which became
American in 1867. But these people—the undis-
puted aborigines of the northern regions—had no
voice in the matter. How could such poor folks
manage to make a bid at the auction promoted by
the North Polar Practical Association? And if
they outbid the rest, how could they pay? In shell-
fish, or walrus teeth, or seal 0il? But surely they
had some claim on this territory? Sirange to say,
they were not even consulted in the matter!

Such is the way of the world!

CHAPTER II
To Syndicate or Not to Syndicate

F the new company “acquired” the Arctic re-
I gions, these regions would, owing fo the com-

pany’s nationality, become for all practical
purposes a part of the United States. What would
the first inhabitant say? Would the other Powers
permit it?

The Swedes and Norwegians were the owners of
the North Cape, situated within the seventieth
parallel, and made no secret that they considered
they had rights extending beyond Spitzbergen up to
the Pole itself. Had not Kheilhau, the Norwegian,
and Nordenskiold, the celebrated Swede, contrib-
uted much to geographical progress in those re-
gions? TUndoubtedly.

Denmark was already master of Iceland and the
Faroe Isles, besides the colonies in the Arctic
regions at Disco, in Davis’s Straits; at Holstein-
borg, Proven, Godhaven, and Upernavik, in Baffin
Sea; and on the western coast of Greenland. Be-
sides, had not Behring, a Dane in the Russian ser-
vice, passed through in 1728 the straits now bearing
his name? And had he not thirteen years after-
ward, died on the island also named after him?
And before him, in 1619, had not Jon Munk explored
the eastern coast of Greenland, and discovered many
points up to then totally unknown? Was not Den-
mark to have a voice in the matter?

There was Holland, too. Had not Barents and
Heemskerk visited Spitzbergen and Nova Zembla
at the close of the sixteenth century? Was it not one
of her children, Jan Mayen, whose audacious voyage
in 1611 gave her possession of the island named
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after him situated within the seventy-first parallel?
A Conference of the Powers

ND how about Russia? Had not Behring been

under the orders of Alexis Tschirikof? Had not
Paulutski, in 1751, sailed into the Arctic seas? Had
not Martin Spanberg and William Walton adven-
tured in these unknown regions in 1739, and done
notable exploring work in the straits between Asia
and America? Had not Russia her Siberian terri-
tories, extending over a hundred and twenty degrees
to the limits of Kamtchatka along the Asiatic lit-
toral, peopled by Samoyeds, Yakuts, Tchouktchis,
and others, and bordering nearly half of the Arctic
Ocean? Was there not on the seventy-fifth parallel,
at less than nine hundred miles from the Pole, the
Liakhov Archipelago, discovered at the beginning
of the eighteenth century?

And how about the United Kingdom, which pos-
sessed in Canada a territory larger than the whole
of the United States, and whose navigators held the
first place in the history of the frozen north? Had
not the British a right to be heard in the matter?

But, not unnaturally, the British Government con-
sidered that they had quite enough to do without
troubling themselves about an advertisement in the
New York Herald. The Foreign Office did not con-
sider the consignee of codfish even worthy of a
pigeon-hole; and the Colonial Office seemed quite
ignorant of his existence until the Secretary’s
attention was called to the subject, when the official
reply was given that the matter was one of purely
local interest, in which her Majesty’s Government
had no intention of concerning themselves.

In Canada, however, some stir was made, parti-
cularly among the French; and at Quebec a syn-
dicate was formed for the purpose of competing
with the company at Baltimore. The other countries
interested followed the Canadian lead. Although
the Governments haughtily ignored the audacious
proposition, speculative individuals were found in
Holland, Scandinavia, Denmark, and Russia to ven-
ture sufficient funds for preliminary expenses with
a view to acquire imaginary rights that might prove
profitably transferable.

Three weeks before the date fixed for the sale the
representatives of the various syndicates arrived
in the United States.

The only representative of the American company
was the William S. Forster whose name figured in
the advertisement of the 7Tth of November.

Holland sent Jacques Jansen, a councillor of the
Dutch East Indies, 58 years of age, squat, broad,
and protuberant, with short arms and little bow
legs, aluminum spectacles, face round and red, hair
in a mop, and grizzly whiskers—a solid man, not a
little incredulous on the subject of an enterprise
whose practical consequences he did not quite see.

The Danish syndicate sent Erik Baldenak, an ex-
sub-governor of the Greenland colonies, a2 man of
middle height, somewhat unequal about the shoul-
ders, with a perceptible corporation, a large head,
and eyes so short-sighted that everything he read he
almost touched with his nose. His instructions were
to treat as beyond argument the rights of his coun-
try, which was the legitimate proprietor of the
Polar regions.

The Swedes and Norwegians sent Jan Harold, pro-

|
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fessor of cosmography at Christiania, who had been
one of the warmest partisans of the Nordenskiold
expedition, a true type of the Norseman, with clear,
fresh face, and beard and hair of the color of the
over-ripe corn. Harald’s private opinion was that
the Polar cap was covered with the Palaecrystic
Sea, and therefore valueless. But none the less, he
intended to do the best he could for those who
employed him.

The representative of the Russian financiers was
Colonel Borie Karkof, half soldier, half diplomatist;
tall, stiff, hairy, bearded, mustached; very uncom-
fortable in his civilian eclothes, and unconsciously
seeking for the handle of the sword he used to wear.
The colonel was very anxious to know what was con-
cealed in the proposition of the North Polar Practical
Association, with a view to ascertaining if it would
not give rise to international difficulties.

England having declined all participation in the
matter, the only representatives of the British
Empire were those from the Quebec Company.
These were Major Donellan, a French-Canadian,
whose ancestry is sufficiently apparent from his
name, and a compatriot of his named Todrin. Donel-
lan was tall, thin, bony, nervous, and angular, and
of just such a figure as the Parisian comic journals
caricature as that of an Englishman. Todrin was
the very opposite of the Major, being short and thick-
set, and talkative and amusing.  He was said to be
of Scotch descent, but no trace of it was observable
in his name, his character, or his appearance,

Curious Debates

THE representatives arrived at Baltimore by
different steamers. They were each furnished
with the needful credit to outbid their rivals up to
a certain point; but the limit differed in each case.
The Canadian representatives had command of
much the most liberal supplies, and it seemed as
though the struggle would resolve itself into a dol-
lar duel between the two American companies.

As soon as the delegates arrived they each tried
to put themselves in communication with the North
Polar Practical Association unknown to the others.
Their object was to discover the motives of the en-
terprise, and the profit the Association expected to
make out of it. But there was no trace of an office
at Baltimore. The only address was that of William
S. Forster, High Street, and the worthy codfish
agent pretended that he knew nothing about it,
The secret of the Association was impenetrable.

The consequence was that the delegates met, vis-
ited each other, cross-examined each other, and fin-
ally entered into communication with a view of tak-
ing united action against the Baltimore company.
And one day, on the 22nd of November, they found
themselves in conference at the Wolseley Hotel, in
the rooms of Major Donellan and Todrin, the meet-
ing being due to the diplomatic efforts of Colonel
Boris Karkof.

To begin with, the conversation occupied itself
with the advantages, commercial or industrial,
which the Association expected to obtain from its
Arctic domain. Professor Harald inquired if any
of his colleagues had been able to ascertain anything
with regard to this point; and all of them confes-
sed that they had endeavored to pump William S.
Forster without success.
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“T failed,” said Baldenak.

“I did not succeed,” said Jansen.

“When I went,” said Todrin, “I found a fat man
in a black coat and wearing a stove-pipe hat. He
had on a white apron, and when I asked him about
this affair, he told me that the South Star had just
arrived from Newfoundland with a full cargo of
fine cod, which he was prepared to sell me on advan-
tageous terms on behalf of Messrs. Ardrinell and
Co.

“Eh! eh!” said the Councillor of the Dutch East
Indies. “You had much better buy a full cargo of
the fine cod than throw your money into the Aretic
Sea.”

“That’s not the question,” said the Major. “We
are not talking of codfish, but of the Polar ice-
cap—”

“Which,” said Todrin, “the codfishman wants to
wear.”

“It will give him influenza,” said the Russian.

“That is not the question,” said the Major. “For
some reason or other, this North Polar Practical As-
sociation—mark the word ‘Practical,’ gentlemen—
wishes to buy four hundred and seven thousand
square miles around the North Pole, from the
eighty-fourth—"

“We know all that,” said Professor Harald, “But
what we want to know is, what do these people want
to do with these territories, if they are territories,
or these seas, if they are seas—"

“That is not the question,” said Donellan, “Here
is a company proposing to purchase a portion of the
globe which, by its geographical position, seems to
belong to Canada.”

“To Russia,” said Karkof.

“To Holland,” said Jansen.

“To Scandinavia,” said Harald.

“To Denmark,” said Baldenak.

“Gentlemen!” said Todrin, “excuse me, but that
is not the question. By our presence here we have
admitted the principle that the circumpolar terri-
tories can be put up to auction, and become the
property of the highest bidder. Now, as you have
powers to draw to a certain amount, why should
wou not join forces and control such a sum as the
Baltimore company will find it impossible to beat?”

The delegates looked at one another. A syndicate
of syndicates! In these days we syndicate as un-
concernedly as we breathe, as we drink, as we eat, as
we sleep. Why not syndicate still further?

But there was an objection, or rather an explana-
tion was necessary, and Jansen interpreted the feel-
ing of the meeting when he asked:

“And after?”

Yes! After?

] “But it seems to me that Canada==" said Donel-
an.

“And Russia=" said Karof.

“And Holland—" said Jansen.

“And Denmark—" said Baldenak.

“Don’t quarrel, gentlemen,” said Todrin.
is the good? Let us form our syndicate.”

“And after?” said Harald.

“After?” said Todrin. “Nothing can be simpler,
gentlemen. When you have bought the property it
will remain indivisible among you, and then for ade-
quate compensation you can transfer it to one of

“What
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the syndicates we represent; but the Baltimore com-
pany will be out of it.”

It was a good proposal, at least for the moment,
for in the future the delegates could quarrel among
themselves for the final settlement. Anyway, as
Todrin had justly remarked, the Baltimore company
would be out of it.

“That seems sensible,” said Baldenak.

“Clever,” said Karkof.

“Artful,” said Harald.

“Sly,” said Jansen.

“Quite Canadian,” said Donellan.

“And so, gentlemen,” said Karkof, “it is perfectly
understood that if we form a syndicate the rights
of each will be entirely reserved.”

“Agreed.”

It only remained to discover what sums had been
placed to the credit of the delegates by the several
associations, which amounts when totaled would
probably exceed anything at the disposal of the
North Polar Practical people.

The question was asked by Todrin.

A Prospective Sale

UT then came a change over the scene. There

was complete silence. No one would reply.
Open his purse, empty his pocket into the common
cash-box, tell in advance how much he had to bid
with—there was no hurry to do that! And if dis-
agreement arose later on, if circumstances obliged
the delegates to look after themselves, if the diplo-
matic Karkof were to feel hurt at the little wiles of
Jansen, who might take offense at the clumsy artifi-
ces of Baldenak, who, in turn, became irritated at
the ingenuities of Harald, who might decline to sup-
port the pretentious claims of Donellan, who would
find himself compelled to intrigue against all his col-
leagues individually and collectively—to proclaim
the length of their purses was to reveal their game,
which above all things they desired to keep in the
dark.

Obviously there were only two ways of answering
Todrin’s indiscreet demand. They might exagger-
ate ‘their resources, which would be embarrassing
when they had to put the money down; or they
might minimize them in such a way as to turn the
proposition into a joke.

This idea occurred to the Dutchman.

“Gentlemen,” said he, “I regret that for the ac-
quisition of the Aretic regions I am unable to dis-
pose of more than fifty gulden.”

“And,” said the Russian, “all T have to venture is
thirty-five roubles.”

“T have twenty kroner,” said Harald.

“T have only fifteen,” said Baldenak.

“Well,” said the Major, “it is evident that the
profit in this matter will be yours, for all T have at
my disposal is the miserable sum of thirty cents.”

CHAPTER III

The North Pole Is Knocked Down to the
Highest Bidder

HAT the sale on the 3rd of December should
take place in the Auction Mart might appear
strange. As a rule, only furniture, instru-
ments, pictures, and objects of art were sold there.
But for this curious departure from the ordinary
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practice in the sale of land a precedent was discov-
erable, as already a portion of our planet had
changed hands under the hammer.

A few years before, at San Francisco, in Cali-
fornia, an island in the Pacific Ocean, Spencer Is-
land, had been sold to the rich W. W. Kolderup,
when he outbid J. R. Taskinar, of Stockton. Spencer
Island was habitable; it was only a few degrees
from the Californian coast; it had forests, water-
courses, a fertile soil, and fields and prairies fit for
cultivation; it was not an indefinite region, covered
perhaps with sea and perpetual ice, which probably
no one would ever occupy. For Spencer Island
four million dollars had been paid; for the Polar
territories it was not to be expected that anything
like that amount would be forthcoming.

Nevertheless, the strangeness of the affair had
brought together a considerable crowd, chiefly of
lookers-on, to witness the result. The sale was to
take place at noon, and all the morning the traffic
in Bolton Street was seriously interfered with.

' Long before the hour fixed for the sale the room

was full, with the exception of a few seats railed
off and reserved for the delegates; and when Bal-
denak, Karkof, Jansen, Harald, Donellan, and
Todrin had taken these places, they formed a com-
pact group, shoulder to shoulder, and looked as if
they were a veritable storming column ready for
the assault of the Pole.

Close to ‘them was the consignee of codfish,
whose vulgar visage expressed the sublimest indif-
ference. He looked the least excited of all the
crowd, and seemed to be thinking only of how he
could profitably dispose of the cargoes now on their
way to him from Newfoundland. Who were the
capitalists represented by this man, with probably
millions of dollars at his command?

There was nothing to show that J. T. Maston and
Mrs. Scorbitt had anything to do with the affair.
How could it be supposed that they had? They
were there, though, but lost in the crowd, and
were surrounded by a few of the principal mem-
bers of the Gun Club, apparently simply as specta-
tors and quite disinterested. William S. Forster
seemed to have not the least knowledge of their
existence.

A Curious Auction Sale

S it was impossible to hand around the North

Pole for the purposes of examination, a large
map of the Arctic regions had been hung behind
the auctioneer’s desk. Seventeen degrees above the
Arctic Circle a broad red line around the eighty-
fourth parallel marked off the portion of the globe
which the North Polar Practical Association had
brought to the hammer. According to the map, the
region was occupied by a sea covered with an ice-
cap of considerable thickness. But that was the
affair of the purchasers. At least, no one could
complain that they had been deceived as fo the
nature of the goods.

As twelve o’clock struck, the autioneer, Andrew
R. Gilmour, entered by a little door behind his
desk. He surveyed the assembly for an instant
through his glasses, and then, calling for silence by
a tap from his hammer, he addressed the crowd as
follows :

“Gentlemen, I have been instructed by the Federal
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Government to offer for sale a property situated
at the North Pole, bounded by the eighty-fourth
parallel of latitude, and consisting of certain con-
tinents and seas, either solid or liquid—but which
I am not quite sure. Kindly cast your eyes on
this map. It has been compiled according to the
latest information. You will see that the area is
approximately four hundred and seven thousand
square miles. To facilitate the sale it has been de-
cided that the biddings for this extensive region
shall be made per square mile, You will therefore
understand that every cent bid will represent in
round numbers 407,000 cents, and every dollar
407,000 dollars. I must ask you to be silent, gentle-
men, if you please.”

The appeal was not superfluous, for the impa-
tience of the public was producing a gradually-in-
creasing tumult that would drown the voices of the
bidders.

When tolerable quietness had been established,
thanks to the intervention of Flint, the auctioneer’s
porter, who, roared like a siren on a foggy day,
Gilmour continued: |

“Before we begin the biddings, I think it right
to remind you of three things. The property has
only one boundary, that of the eighty-fourth de-
gree of north latitude. It has a guaranteed title.
And it will remain the property of the purchasers,
no matter what geographical or meteorological
modifications the future may produce.”

Always this curious observation!

“Now, gentlemen,” said Gilmour; “what offers?”
and, giving his hammer a preliminary shake, he con-
tinued in a nasal tone., “We will start at ten cents
the square mile.”

Ten cents, the tenth of a dollar, meant 40,700
dollars for the lot.

Whether Gilmour had a purchaser at this price
or not, the amount was quickly increased by Balde-
nak.

“Twenty cents!” he said.

“Thirty cents!” said Jansen for the Dutchmen,

“Thirty-five!” said Professor Harald.

“Forty!” said the Russian.

That meant 162,800 dollars, and yet the bidding
bad only begun. The Canadians had not even
opened their mouths. And William S. Forster
seemed absorbed in the Newfoundland Mercury.

“Now, gentlemen,” said Gilmour, “any advance
on forty cents? Forty cents! Come, the Polar
Cap is worth more than that; it is—”

What he would have added is unknown; perhaps it
was, “guaranteed pure ice”; but the Dane inter-
rupted him with:

“Fifty cents!”

Which the Dutchman at once capped with:

“Sixty!"

“Sixty cents the square mile!
sixty cents?”

These sixty cents made the respectable sum of
244,200 dollars.

At Jangen’s bid, Donellan raised his head and
looked at Todrin; but at an almost imperceptible
negative sign from him he remained silent.

All that Forster did was to scrawl a few notes
on the margin of his newspaper.

“Come, gentlemen,” said the auctioneer; “wake
up! Surely you are going to give more than that?”

Any advance on
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And the hammer began to move up and down, as
if in disgust at the weakness of the bidding.

“Seventy cents!” said Harald in a voice that
trembled a little.

“Eighty cents!” said Karkof, almost in the same
breath.

A nod from Todrin woke up the Major, as if he
were on springs.

“Hundred cents!” said the Canadian,

That meant 407,000 dollars.

Four hundred and seven thousand dollars! A
high price to pay for a collection of icebergs, ice-
fields, and ice-floes!

And the representative of the North Pole Prac-
tical Association did not even raise his eyes from
his newspaper. Had he been instructed not to bid?
If he had waited for his competitors to bid their
highest, surely the moment had come? In fact,
their look of dismay when the Major fired his
“hundred cents” showed that they had abandoned
the battle.

The Last Bids

« A HUNDRED cents the square mile!” said the
auctioneer. “Any advance? Is that so? Is
that so? No advance?”

And he took a firm grasp on his hammer, and
looked around him.

“Once!” he continued. “Twice! Any advance?”

“A hundred and twenty cents!” said Forster,
quietly, as he turned over the page of his news-
paper.

“And forty!” said the Major.

“And sixty!” drawled Forster.

“And eighty!” drawled the Major, quite as
placidly.

“A hundred and ninety!” said Forster.

“And five!” said the Major, as if it were a mere
casual observation.

You might have heard an ant walk, a bleak swim,
a moth fly, a worm wriggle or a microbe wag its
tail—if it has a tail,

Gilmour allowed a few moments to pass, which
seemed like centuries. The consignee of codfish
continued reading his newspaper and jotting down
figures on the margin which had evidently nothing
to do with the matter on hand. Had he reached
the length of his tether? Had he made his last bid?
Did this price of 195 cents the square mile, or
793,050 dollars for the whole, appear to him to
have reached the last limit of absurdity?

“One hundred and ninety-five cents!” said the
auctioneer. “Going at one hundred and ninety-five
cents!”

And he raised his hammer.

“One hundred and ninety-five cents!
Going!”

And every eye was turned on the representative
of the North Polar Practical Association.

That extraordinary man drew a large handker-
chief from his pocket, and, hiding his face in it,
blew a long, sonorous blast with his nose.

Then J. T. Maston looked at him, and Mrs. Scor-
bitt’s eyes took the same dirvection. And by the
paleness of their features it could be seen how keen
was the excitement they were striving to subdue.
Why did Forster hesitate to outbid the Major?

Forster blew his nose a second time; then, with

Going!
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an even louder blast, he blew it a third time. And
between the blasts he quietly observed.

“Two hundred cents!”

A shudder ran through the hall.

The Major seemed overwhelmed, and fell back
against Todrin. At this price per square mile, the
Arctic regions would cost 814,000 dollars. The Can=
adian limit had evidently been passed.

“Two hundred cents!” said Gilmour.
Twice! Any advance?” he continued.

The Major looked at the Professor, and the Col-
onel, and the Dutchman, and the Dane; and the Pro-
fessor, and the Colonel, and the Dutchman, and the
Dane looked at the Major.

“Going! Going!” said the auctioneer.

Everyone looked at the codfish man.

“Gonel”

And down went Gilmour’s hammer.

The North Polar Practical Association, repre-
sented by William S. Forster, had become the pro-
prietors of the North Pole and its promising neigh-
borhood. And when William S. Forster had to name
the real purchasers, he placidly drawled, “Barbicane
& Col”

“Once!

CHAPTER 1V,
01d Acquaintances

ARBICANE & CO! The president of the Gun
B Club! What was the Gun Club going to do
with the North Pole? We shall see.

Is it necessary formally to introduce Impey
Barbicane, the president of the Gun Club, and Cap-
tain Nicholl, and J. T. Maston, and Tom Hunter
with the wooden legs, and the brisk Bilsby, and
Colonel Bloomsberry and their colleagues? No!
Although twenty years had elapsed since the atten-
tion of the world was concentrated on these remark-
able personages, they had remained much as they
were, just as incomplete corporeally, and just as
obstreperous, just as daring, just as wrapped up in
themselves as when they had embarked in their
extraordinary adventure. Time had made no im-
pression on the Gun Club; it respected them as
people respect the obsolete cannon that are found
in the museums of old arsenals.

If the Gun Club comprised 18383 members at its
foundation—that is persons and not limbs, for a
number of these were missing—if 30,575 corres-
pondents were proud of their connection with the
club, the number had in no way decreased. On
the contrary, thanks to the unprecedented attempt
they had made to open communication with the
Moon, as related in the Moon Voyage® its celebrity
had inereased enormously.

It will be remembered that a few years after the
War of Secession certain members of the Gun Club
tired of doing nothing, had proposed to send a pro-
jectile to the Moon by means of a monster Colum-
biad. A gun nine hundred feet long had been sol-
emnly cast at Tampa Town, in the Floridan penin-
sula, and loaded with 400,000 lbs. of fulminating
cotton. Shot out by this gun, a eylindroconical shell
of aluminium had been sent flying among the stars
of the night under a pressure of six million millions

*This story will appear in an early issue of AMAZING STORIES.
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of litres of gas. Owing to a deviation of the tra-
jectory, the projectile had gone around the Moor
and fallen back to the earth, dropping into the Pa-
cific Ocean in lat. 27° 7' N., long. 141° 37’ west;
when the frigate Susquehanna had secured it, to the
great satisfaction of its passengers.

Of its passengers, two members of the Gun Club,
the president, Impey Barbicane, and Captain
Nicholl, with a hair-brained Frenchman, had taken
passage in the projectile and had all returned from
the voyage safe and sound. But if the two Ameri-
cans were then present ready to risk their lives in
some new adventure, it was not so with Michael Ar-
dan. He had returned to Europe, and made a for-
tune, and was now planting cabbages in his retire-
ment, if the best-informed reporters were to be be-
lieved.

Barbicane and Nicholl had also retired, compara-
tively speaking, but they had retired only to dream
of some new enterprise of a similar character. They
were in no want of money. From their last under-
taking there remained nearly two hundred thousand
dollars out of the five millions and a half yielded by
the public subscriptions of the old and new worlds;
and by exhibiting themselves in their aluminium
projectile throughout the United States they had
realized enough wealth and glory to satisfy the most
exacting of human ambitions. They would have
been content if idleness had not been wearisome to
them; and it was probably in order to find some-
thiz}g to do that they had now bought the Arctic
regions.

But it should not be forgotten that if they had
paid for their purchase eight hundred thousand dol-
lars and more, it was because Evangelina Scorbitt
had advanced the balance they required.

Although Barbicane and Nicholl enjoyed incom-
parable celebrity, there was one who shared it with
them. This was J. T. Maston, the impetuous secre-
tary of the Gun Club. Was it not this able mathe-
matician who had made the calculations which had
enabled the great experiment to be made? If he
had not accompanied his two colleagues on their ex-
traordinary voyage, it was not from fear; certainly
not! But the worthy gunner wanted a right arm,
and had a guttta-percha cranium, owing to one of
those accidents so common in warfare; and if he
had shown himself to the Selenites it might have
given them an erroneous idea of the inhabitants of
the Earth, of which the Moon after all is but the
humble satellite.

To his profound regret J. T. Maston had had to
resign himself to staying at home. But he was not
idle. After the construction of the immense tele-
scope on the summit of Long’s Peak, one of the
highest of the Rocky Mountains, he had transported
himself there, and from the moment he found the
projectile describing its majestic trajectory in the
sky he never left his post of observation. At the
eye-piece of the huge instrument he devoted himself
to the task of following his friends as they jour-
neyed in their strange carriage through space.

Rescue of the Moon Voyagers

T might be thought that the bold voyagers were
forever lost to earth. The projectile, drawn into
a new orbit by the Moon, might gravitate eternally
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around the Queen of the Night as a sort of sub-
satellite. But no. A deviation, which by many was
called providential, had modified the projectile’s di-
rection, and, after making the circle of the Moon,
brought it back from that spheroid at a speed of
17,280 miles an hour at the moment it plunged into
the ocean,

Luckily the ligiud mass of the Pacific had broken
the fall, which had been perceived by the U. S.
Frigate Susquehanna. As soon as the news had
reached J. T. Maston, he had set out in all haste
from the observatory at Long’s Peak to the rescue
of hig friends. Soundings were taken in the vicin-~
ity of where the shell had been seen to fall, and the
devoted Maston had not hesitated to go down in
diver’s dress to find his friends. But such trouble
was unnecessary. The projectile being of alumin-
ium, displacing an amount of water greater than its
own weight, had returned to the surface of the
Pacific after a magnificent plunge. And President
Barbicane, Captain Nicholl, and Michael Ardan were
found in their floating prison playing dominoes.

The part that Maston took in these extraordinary
proceedings had brought him prominently to the
front. He was not handsome, with his artificial
cranium and his mechanical arm with its hook for
a hand. He was not young, for fifty-eight years
had chimed and struck at the date of our story’s
beginning. But the originality of his character, the
vivacity of his intelligence, the fire in his eye, the
impetuogity with which he had attacked everything,
had made him the beau-ideal of a man in the eyes
of Evangelina Scorbitt. His brain, carefully pro-
tected beneath its gutta-percha roof was intact, and
justly bore the reputation of being one of the most
remarkable of the day.

Mrs. Scorbitt—though the least calculation gave
her a headache—had a taste for mathematicians if
she had not one for mathematics. She looked upon
them as upon beings of a peculiar and superior
species. Heads where 2's knocked against #’s like
nuts in a bag, brains which rejoiced in algebraic
formul®, hands which threw about triple integrals
as an equilibrist plays with glasses and bottles, in-
telligences which understood this sort of thing:

f1i® (xy2) dedydz
—these were the wise men who appeared worthy of
all the admiration of a woman, attracted to them
proportionately to their mass and in inverse ratio
to the square of their distances. And J. T. Maston
was bulky enough to exercise on her an irresistible
attraction, and as to the distance between them it
would be simply zero, if she succeeded in her plans.

It must be confessed that this gave some anxiety
to the secretary of the Gun Club, who had never
sought happiness in such close approximations. Be-
sides, Evangelina Scorbitt was no longer in her first
youth; but she was not a bad sort of person by any
means, and she would have wanted for nothing
could she only see the day when she was introduced
to the drawing-rooms of Baltimore as Mrs. J. T.
Masgton.

The widow’s fortune was congiderable. Not that
she wag as rich as Gould, Mackaye, Vanderbilt, or
Gordon Bennett, whose fortunes exceed millions,
and who could give alms to a Rothschild. Not
that she possessed the millions of Mrs. Moses Car-
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per, Mrs. Stewart, or Mrs. Crocker; nor was she as
rich as Mrs. Hammersley, Mrs. Hefty Green, Mrs.
Maffitt, Mrs, Marshall, Mrs. Paran Stevens, Mrs.
Mintbury, and a few others. But she was the pos-
sessor of four good millions of dollars, which had
come to her from John P. Scorbitt, who had made
a fortune by trade in fashionable sundries and salt
pork. And this fortune the generous widow would
have been happy to employ for the advantage of
J. T. Maston, to whom she would bring a treasure
of tenderness yet more inexhaustible.

At Maston’s request, she had cheerfully consent-
ed to put several hundreds of thousands of dollars
at the disposal of the North Polar Practical Asso-
ciation, without even knowing what it was all about.
With J. T. Maston concerned in it she felt assured
that the work could not but be grandiose, sublime,
super-excellent. The past of the Gun Club’s secre-
tary was voucher enough for the future.

It may be guessed, therefore, if she lost confi-
dence when the auctioneer’s hammer knocked down
the North Pole to Barbicane & Co. While J. T.
Maston formed part of the “Co.” could she do other-
wise than applaud?

Mrs, Scorbitt’s New Estate

AND thus it happened that Evangeling Scorbitt
found herself chief proprietor of the Arctic
regions within the eighty-fourth parallel. But
what would she do with them? Or rather, how
was the company to get any benefit out of it?

That was the question! And if in a pecuniary
gense it had much interest for Mrs. Scorbitt, from a
curiosity point of view it had quite as much inter-
est for the world at large.

The trusting widow had asked a few questions of
Maston before she advanced the funds. But Maston
invariably maintained the closest reserve. Mrs.
Scorbitt, he remarked, would know soon enough,
but not before the hour had come, for she would
be astonished at the object of the new association.

Doubtless he was thinking of some undertaking
which to quote Jean Jacques, “never had an example,
and never will have imitators,” of something des-
tined to leave far behind the attempt made by the
Gun Club to open up communication with the Moon.

When Evangelina grew somewhat pressing in her
inquiries, J. T. Maston had placed his hook on his
half-closed lips, and remarked soothingly, “Have
confidence, Mrs. Scorbitt; have confidence!”

And if Mrs. Scorbitt had confidence before the
sale, what immense joy she must have experienced
at the result! Still she could not help asking the
eminent mathematician, what he was going to do
next. And though she smiled on him bewitchingly,
the eminent mathematician only replied, as he cor-
dially shook her hand, “You will know very soon!”

That shake of the hand immediately calmed the
impatience of Mrs, Scorbitt, and a few days later
there was another shake, for the old and new worlds
were considerably shaken—to say nothing of the
shake that was coming—when they learned the pro-
ject for which the North Polar Practical Associa-
tion appealed to the public for subsecriptions.

The company announced that it had “acquired”
the territory for the purpose of working—‘“the
coal-fields at the North Pole!”

39
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CHAPTER V
The Polar Coal-Field

LU UT are there any coal-fields at the Pole?”
Such was the first question that presented
itself,

“Why should there be coal at the Pole?” said
some.

“Why should there not he?”’ said others.

Coal-beds are found in many parts of the world.
There is coal in Europe; there is coal in America;
and in Africa; and in Asia; and in Oceania. As
the globe is more and more explored, beds of fossil
fuel are revealed in strata of all ages. There is
true coal in the primary rocks, and there is lignite
in the secondaries and tertiaries.

England alone produces a hundred and sixty mil-
lions of tons a year; the world consumes four hun-
dred million tons, and with the requirements of in-
dustry there is no decrease but an increase in the
consumption. The substitution of electricity for
steam as a motive power means the expenditure
of coal just the same. The industrial stomach can-
not live without coal; industry is a carbonivorous
animal and must have its proper food.

Carbon is something else than a combustible. It is
the tellurie substance from which science draws the
major part of the products and by-products used
in the arts. With the transformations to which
it is subject in the crucibles of the laboratory you
can dye, sweeten, perfume, vaporize, purify, heat,
light, and you can produce the diamond.

But the coal-beds from which our carbon at pres-
ent chiefly comes are not inexhaustible. And the
well-informed people who are in fear for the future
are looking -about for new supplies wherever there
is a probability of their existence.

“But why should there be coal at the Pole?”

“Why?” replied the supporters of President Bar-
bicane. “Because in the carboniferous period, ac-
cording to a well-known theory, the volume of the
Sun was such that the difference in temperature
between the Equator and the Poles was inappreci-
able. Immense forests covered the northern re-
gions long before the appearance of man, when our
planet was subject to the prolonged influence of
heat and humidity.”

‘And this the journals, reviews, and magazines
that supported the North Polar Practical Associa-
tion insisted on in a thousand articles, popular and
scientific. If these forests existed, what more reas-
onable to suppose than that the weather, the water,
and the warmth had converted them into coal-beds?

But in addition to this there were certain facts
which weré undeniable. And these were important
enough to suggest that a search might be made
for the mineral in the regions indicated.

So thought Donellan and Todrin as they sat to-
gether in 2 corner of the “Two Friends.”

“Well,” said Todrin, “can Barbicane be right?”

“Tt is very likely,” said the Major.

“But then there are fortunes to be made in open-
ing up the Polar regions!”

How About Coal?

¢ A SSUREDLY,” said the Major. “North Amer-
ica has immense deposits of coal; new dis-
coveries are often being announced, and there are
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doubtless more to follow. The Arctic regions seem
to be a part of the American continent geologically.
They are similar in formation and physiography.

Greenland is a prolongation of the new world, and
certainly Greenland belongs to America—"

“As the horse’s head, which it looks like, belongs
to the animal’s body,” said Todrin.

“Nordenskiold,” said Donellan, “when he ex-
plored Greenland, found among the sandstones and
schists intercalations of lignite with many forest
plants. Even in the Disko district, Streestrup dis-
covered eleven localities with abundant vestiges of
the luxuriant vegetation which formerly encircled
the Pole.”

“But higher up?” asked Todrin.

“Higher up, or farther up to the northward,” said
the Major, “the presence of coal is extremely prob-
able, and it only has to be looked for. And if there
is coal on the surface, is it not reasonable to suppose
that there is coal underneath?”

The Major was right. He was thoroughly posted
up in all that concerned the geology of the Arctic
regions, and he would have held on for some time if
he had not noticed that the people in the “Two
Friends” were listening to him.

“Are you not surprised at one thing, Major?”

“What is that?”

“That in this affair, in which you would expect
to meet with engineers and navigators, you have
only to deal with artillerists. What have they to
do with the coal-mines of the North Pole?”

“That is rather surprising,” said the Major.

And every morning the newspapers returned to
this matter of the coal-mines.

“Coal-beds!” said one, “what coal-beds?”

“What coal-beds?” replied another; “why, those
that Nares found in 1875 and 1876 on the eighty-
second parallel, when his people found the miocene
flora rich in poplars, beeches, viburnums, hazels,
and conifers.”

“And in 1881-1884,” added the scientific chronicler
of the New York Witness, “during the Greely ex-
pedition to Lady Franklin Bay, a bed of coal was
discovered by our men at Watercourse Creek, close
to Fort Conger. Did mnot Dr. Pavy rightly con-
sider that these carboniferous deposits were appar-
ently destined to be used some day for contending
with the cold of that desolate region?”

When these facts were brought forward, it will
be easily understood that Impey Barbicane’s adver-
saries were hard up for a reply. The partisans of
the “Why should there be coal?” had to lower their
flag to the partisans of “Why should there not be?”
Yes, there was coal! And probably a considerable
amount of it. The circumpolar area contained large
deposits of the precious combustible on the site of
the formerly luxuriant vegetation.

But if the ground were cut from under their feet
regarding the existence of the coal, the detractors
took their revenge in attacking the question from
another peint.

“Be it so!” said the Major one day in the rooms
of the Gun Club itself, when he discussed the mat-
ter with Barbicane. “Be it so! I admit there is
coal there; T am convinced there is coal there. But
work it!”

“That we are going to do,” said Barbicane tran-
quilly.
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“Get within the eighty-fourth parallel, beyond
which no explorer has yet gone!”

“We will get beyond it!”

“Go to the Pole itself!”

“We are going there!”

And in listening to the president of the Gun
Club making these cool answers, talking with such
assurance, expressing his opinion so haughtily and
unmistakably, the most obstinate began to hesi-
tate. They felt they were in the presence of a man
who had lost nothing of his former qualities; calm,
cool, with & mind eminently serious and concen-
trated, exact as a chronometer, adventurous, and
bringing the most practical ideas to bear on the
most daring undertakings. Solid, morally and phy-
sically, he was “deep in the water,” to employ a
metaphor of Napoleon’s, and could hold his own
against wind or tide. His enemies and rivals knew
that only too well.

He had stated that he would reach the North
Pole! He would set foot where no human foot had
been set before. He would hoist the Stars and
Stripes on one of the two spots of earth which re-
mained immovable while all the rest spun around
in diurnal rotation!

Caricatures

ERE was a chance for the caricaturists! In

the windows of the shops and kiosks of the
great cities of Europe and America there appeared
thousands of sketches and prints displaying Impey
Barbicane seeking the most extravagant means of
attaining his object.

Here the daring American, assisted by all the
members of the Gun Club, pickaxe in hand, was
driving a submarine tunnel through masses of ice,
which was to emerge at the very point of the axis.

Here Barbicane, accompanied by J, T. Maston—
a very good portrait—and Captain Nicholl, descend-
ed in a balloon on the point in question, and, after
unheard-of dangers, succeeding in capturing a lump
of coal weighing half a pound, which was all the
circumpolar deposit contained.

Here J. T. Maston, who was as popular as Bar-
bicane with the caricaturists, had been seized by
the magnetic attraction of the Pole, and was fast
held to the ground by his metal hook.

And it may be remarked here that the celebrated
calculator was of too touchy a temperament to laugh
at any jest at his personal peculiarities. He was
very much annoyed at it, and it will be easily imag-
ined that Mrs. Scorbitt was not the last to share in
his just indignation,

Another sketch, in the Brussels Magic Lantern,
represented Impey Barbicane and his co-directors
working in the midst of flames, like so many in-
combustible salamanders. To melt the ice of the
Palzocrystic Sea, they had poured over it a sea of
aleohol, and then lighted the spirit, so as to convert
the polar basin into a bowl of punch. And, playing
on the word punch, the Belgian designer had had
the irreverence to represent the president of the
Gun Club as a ridiculous punchinello.

But of all the earicatures, that which obtained
the most success was published by the Parisian
Charivart under the signature of “Stop.”” In the
stomach of a whale, comfortably furnished and
padded, Impey Barbicane and J. T. Maston sat smok-
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ing and playing chess, waiting their arrival at their
destination. The new Jonahs had not hesitated to
avail themselves of an enormous marine mammifer,
and by this new mode of locomotion had passed
under the ice-floes to reach the inacecessible Pole.

The phlegmatic president was not in the least
incommoded by this intemperance of pen and pencil.
He let the world talk, and sing, and parody, and
carieature; and he quietly went on with his work.

As soon as he had obtained the concession, he
had issued an appeal to the public for the subserip-
tion of fifteen millions of dollars in hundred-dollar
shares. Such was the credit of Barbicane & Co.,
that applications flowed in wholesale. But it is as
well to say that nearly all the applications came
from the United States.

“So much the better!” said the supporters of the
North Polar Practical Assoiation. “The work will
be entirely American.”

The prospectus was so plausible, the speculators
believed so tenaciously in the realization of its
promises, and admitted so imperturbably the exis-
tence of the Polar coal-mines, that the capital was
subscribed three times over.

Two-thirds of the applications were declined with
regret, and on the 16th of December the capital of
fifteen millions of dollars was fully paid up. It was
about thrice as much as the amount subseribed for
the Gun Club when they made their great experi-
ment of sending a projectile from the Earth to the
Moon.

CHAPTER VI
A Telephonic Conversation

OT only had Barbicane announced that he

would attain his object—and now the capi-

tal at his command enabled him to reach
it without hindrance—but he would certainly not
have appealed for funds if he were not certain of
success.

The North Pole was at last to be conquered by the
audacious genius of man!

Barbicane and his co-directors had the means of
succeeding where so many others had failed. They
would do what had not been done by Franklin, Kane,
Nares, or Greely. They would advance beyond the
eighty-fourth parallel. They would take possession
of the vast portion of the globe that had fallen to
them under the hammer. They would add to the
American flag the forty-third star for the forty-
third state annexed to the American Confederation.

“Rubbish!” said the European delegates.

And the means of conguering the Pole—means
that were practical, logical, indisputable, and of a
simplicity quite infantine—were the suggestions of
J. T. Maston., It was in his brain,. where ideas were
cooked in cerebral matter in a state of constant
ebullition, that there had been conceived this great
geographical work, and the means devised of bring-
ing it to a successful issue.

Complicated Mathematics

THE secretary of the Gun Club was a remarkable
calculator. The solution of the most complicated
problems of mathematical seience was but sport to
him. He laughed at difficulties, whether in the
science of magnitudes, that is algebra, or in the
science of numbers, that is arithmetic; and it was a
treat to see him handle the symbols, the conven=~
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tional signs which form the algebraic notation,
whether letters of the alphabet, representing quan-
tities or magnitudes, or lines coupled or crossed,
which indicate the relation between the quantities
and the operations to which they are submitted.

Ah! The co-efficients, the exponents, the radicals,
the indices, and the other arrangements adopted in
that language! How the signg leaped from the pen,
or rather from the piece of chalk which wriggled
at the end of his metal hook, for he preferred to
work on a blackboard. There, on a surface of ten
square yards—for nothing less would do for J. T.
Maston—he reveled in all the ardor of his algebra-
ical temperament. They were no miserable little
figures that he employed in his calculations. No;
the figures were fantastic, gigantic, traced with a
furious hand, His 2’s and 3’s waltzed like shav-
ings in a whirlwind; his 7’s were-like gibbets, and
only wanted a corpse to complete them; his 8’s were
like spectacles; and his 6’s and 9's had flourishes
interminable!

And the letters with which he built up his form-
ulz! The ¢’s and b’s and ¢’s he used for his quan-
tities given or known; and the 2’s 9’s and #’s he
used for his quantities sought or unknown, and es-
pecially his 2’s, which twisted in zigzags like light-
ning flashes! And what turns and twiggles there
were in hig #’s his Vg, his @’s! Even a Euclid or
an Archimedes would have been proud of them.

And as to his signs, in pure unblurred chalk, they
were simply marvellous. His -+ showed the ad-
dition was unmistakable, His —, though humbler,
was quite a work of art. His X was as clear as a
St. Andrew’s cross. And as to his =, so rigorously
equal were they, as to indicate without a chance of
mistake, that J. T. Maston lived in a country where
equality was no vain formula. His <, his »’ and

his 2 were really grand! And as to his V, the

root of a quality or of a number, it was really a
triumph, and when he completed the horizontal bar
in this style

it seemed as if the indicatory vinculum would shoot
clean off the blackboard and menace the world with
inclusion within the maniacal equation.

But do not suppose that the mathematical intelli-
gence of J. T. Maston was bounded by the horizon of
elementary algebra. No! The differential calculus,
the integral calculus, the calculus of variations
were no strangers to him, and with unshaking hand
he dashed down the famous sign of integration,
the shape so terrible in its simplicity, the

that speaks of an infinity of elements of the infin-
itely little.

And like it was his 2 which represents the sum
of a finite number of finite elements; like it was his
‘e« with which mathematicians indicate the variant;
like it were all the mysterious symbols employed in
this language so unintelligible to ordinary mortals.
In short, this astonishing man was capable of
mounting the mathematical ladder to the very top-
most rung,

Such was J. T. Maston. No wonder his colleagues
had every confidence in him when he undertook to
solve the wildest abracadabrant calculations that oe-
curred to their audacious brains! No wonder that
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the Gun Club had confided to him the problem re-
garding the hurling of the projectiles from the
Earth to the Moon! No wonder that Evangelina
Scorbitt was intoxicated with the glory, and had
conceived for him an admiration which perilously
bordered on love!

But in the case under consideration, the solution
of the problem regarding the conquest of the North
Pole, J. T. Maston had no flight to take in the sub-
lime regions of analysis. To allow the concession-
aries of the Arctic regions to make use of their new
possessions, the seeretary of the Gun Club had put
a simple problem in mechanics to occupy his mind.
It was a complicated problem, no doubt, requiring
ingenious and possibly novel formul®, but it could
be done.

Yes! They could trust J. T. Maston, although
the slightest slip might entail the loss of millions!
But never since his baby head had toyed with the
first notions of arithmetic had he made a mistake,
never had he been the milllionth of an inch out in a
matter of measurement, and if he had made an
error in the last of twenty places of decimals his
gutta-percha cranium would have burst its fixings.

It was important to insist on the remarkable
mathematical powers of J. T. Maston. We have
done so! Now we have to show him at work, and to
do that we must go back a few weeks.

About & month before the famous advertisement,
J. T. Maston had been requested to work out the
elements of the project of which he had suggested
to his colleagues the marvelous consequences.

For many years he had lived at No. 179 Franklin
Street, one of the quietest streets in Baltimore, far
from the business quarter, for in commerce he took
no interest; far from the noise of the crowd, for the
mob he abhorred.

There he occupied a modest habitation known as
Ballistic Cottage, living on the pension he drew as
an old artillery officer, and on the salary paid him
as the Gun Club secretary. He lived alone with one
servant, Fire-Fire, a name worthy of an artillery-
man’s valet. This negro was a servant of the first-
water, and he served his master as faithfully as he
would have served a gun,

The Mathematician Described

T. MASTON was a confirmed bachelor, being of

+ opinion that bachelorhood is the only state worth
caring about in this sublunary sphere. He knew the
Slav proverb, that a woman draws more with one
hair than four oxen in a plow; and he was on his
guard.

If he was alone at Ballistic Cottage, it was be-
cause he wished to be alone. He had only to nod to
change his solitude of one into a solitude of two,
and help himself to half the fortune of a millionaire.
There was no doubt of it. Mrs. Scorbitt would only
have been too happy; but J. T. Maston was not going
to be too happy; and it seemed that these two people
so admirably adapted to each other—in the widow’s
opinion—would never understand each other,

The cottage was a very quiet one. There was a
ground-floor and a first-floor. The ground-floor had
its veranda, its reception-room and dining-room,
and the kitchen in a small annex in the garden.
Above them was a bedroom in front, and a work-
room facing the garden away from the noise, a buen
retiro of the savant and the sage within whoge walls
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were solved caleulations that would have raised the
envy of a Newton or a Laplace.

Different, indeed, was the home of Mrs. Scorbitt,
in the fashionable quarter of New Park, with the
balconies on its front covered with the fantastic
sculpture of American architecture, Gothic and
Renascence jumbled together; its enormous hall, its
picture galleries, its double twisted staircase, its
numerous domestics, its stables, its coach-houses,
its gardens, its lawns, its trees, its fountains, and
the tower which dominated its battlements from the
summit of which fluttered in the breeze the blue and
gold banner of the Scorbitts.

Three miles divided New Park from Ballistic
Cottage. But a telephone wire united the two habit-
ations, and at the ringing of the call between the
mansion and the cottage conversation could be in-
stantly established. If the talkers could not see
each other, they could hear each other; and no one
will be surprised to learn that Evangelina Scorbitt
called J. T. Maston much oftener hefore his tele-
phone than did J. T. Maston summon Evangelina
Scorbitt before hers. The mathematician would
leave his work, not without some disgust, to receive
a friendly “good morning,” and he would reply by a
growl along the wire, which he hoped would soften
as it went, and then he would return to his prob-
lems.

It was on the 3rd of October, after a last and
long conference, that J. T. Maston took leave of his
colleagues to devote himself to his task. It was the
most important investigation he had ever under-
taken. He had to calculate the mechanical formulz
required for the advance on the Pole, and the eco-
nomical working of the coal-beds thereof. He esti-
mated that it would take him rather more than a
week to accomplish this mysterious task., It was a
complicated and delicate inquiry, necessitating the
resolution of a large number of equations dealing
with mechanics, analytical geometry of the three
dimensions, and spherical trigonometry.

To be free from trouble, it had been arranged that
the seeretary of the Gun Club should retire to his
cottage, and be visited and disturbed by no one.
This was a great trial for Mrs. Scorbitt, but she had
to resign herself to it. She and President Barbi-
cane, Captain Nicholl, the brisk Bilsby, Colonel
Bloomsberry, and Tom Hunter with his wooden legs,
had called on Maston in the afternoon to bid him
farewell for a time.

“You will succeed, dear Maston,” she said, as
she rose to go.

“But be sure you don’t make a mistake,” said Bar-
bicane, with a smilg.

“A mistake! He!” exclaimed Mrs. Scorbitt, with
horror at the thought.

With a grip of the hand from some, a sigh from
one, wishes for success, and recommendations not
to overwork himself from others, the mathematician
saw his friends depart. The door of Ballistic Cot-
tage was shut, and Fire-Fire received orders to
open it to no one—not even the President of the
United States of America.

For the first two days of his seclusion J. T. Mas-
ton thought over the problem without touching the
chalk. He read over certain works relative to the
clements, the earth, its mass, its density, its volume,
its form, its rotation on its axis, and translation
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around its orbit—elements which were to form the
bases of his ealculations.

The Data for the Calculations

THESE are the principal ones, which it is ag well
the reader should have before him. Form of the
Earth: an elipsoid of revolution, with a major
diameter of 7926.6 miles, and a minor diameter of
7899.6 miles. The difference between the two,
owing to the flattening of the spheroid at the
Poles being 27 miles, or one two-hundred-and-nine-
ty-third of its mean diameter.

Circumference of the Earth at the Equator: 24,-
899 miles, the meridonal circumference being
24,856 miles,

Surface of the Earth: 197,000,000 square miles.

Volume of the Earth: 260,000,000,000 cubic miles.

Density of the Earth: five and a half times that
of water, the mass being approximately 6,000,000,
000,000,000,000,000 tons.

Duration of the Earth’s journey around the Sun:
365 days and a quarter, constituting the solar year,
or more exactly 3656 days, 6 hours, 9 minutes, thus
giving the spheroid an average velocity of 66,000
miles an hour.

Rate of the Earth’s rotation at the Equator:
1037.4583 miles per hour.

The following were the units of length, force,
time, and inclination which J. T. Maston required
for his calculations; the mile, the ton, the second,
and the angle at the center which cuts off in any
circle an arc equal to the radius.

It was on the 5th of October, at five o’clock in the
afternoon—it is important to know the precise time
in a work of such celebrity—that J. T. Maston, after
much reflecting, began to write. And, to begin with,
he attacked the problem at its base—that is, by the
number representing the circumference of the
Earth, which is one of its great circles, viz. the
Equator.

The blackboard was placed in an angle of the
room on an easel of polished oak, well in the light of
one of the windows which opened on to the garden.
Little sticks of chalk were placed on the shelf at the
bottom of the board. A sponge to wiperout with was
in the calculator’s left hand. His right hand, or
rather his hook, was reserved for writing down the
figures of his working.

He began by describing the circumference of the
terrestrial spheroid. At the Equator the curve of
the globe was marked by a plain line representing
the front part of the curve, and by a dotted line rep-
resenting the back half of the curve. The axis was
a perpendicular line cutting the Equator, and mark-
ed N. S.

On the left-hand top corner of the board he wrote
the number that he used to represent the earth’s
circumference in metrical measurements—

40,000,000.
He knew that this'was an assumption admitted to be
erroneous, but it afforded a good round integer to
begin with, and the subsequent rectification of his
calculations by the inclusion of the missing meters
was but child’s-play to so transcendental a mathe-
matician as J. T. Maston.

He was so pre-occupied that he had not noticed
the state of the skv—which had changed considera-
bly during the afternoon. For the last hour one of
those great storms had been gathering which affect
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the organizations of all living things. Livid clouds
like whitish wool flocks had accumulated on the gray
expanse and hung heavily over the city. The roll
of distant thunder was heard. One or two flashes
had already rent the atmosphere where the electric
tension was at its highest.

J. T. Maston, more and more absorbed, saw noth-
ing, heard nothing.

Suddenly an electric bell troubled the silence of
the room with its hurried tinkling.

“Good!” exclaimed the mathematician. “If in-
terrupters can’t get in by the door, they come
through the wire! A fine invention for people who
wish to be left alone! I’'ll see if I can’t turn that
current off while I am at work!” And stepping up
to the telephone, he asked, “Who wants me?”

“T] want a moment’s talk with you,” said a femi-
nine voice.

“And who is speaking?”

“Have you not recognized my voice, dear Mr.
Maston? It is Mrs. Scorbitt.”

“Murs. Scorbitt! She will not leave me a moment’s
peace.” But the last words were prudently mut-
tered above the instrument, so that the widow heard

them not. And J. T. Maston, seeing that he must
say something civil, replied, “Ah! It is you, Mrs.
Scorbitt ?”

“I, dear Mr. Maston!”

“And what does Mrs. Scorbitt want with me?”

“To tell you that there is a storm coming your
way.”

“Well, I cannot stop it—"

An Impending Thunder Storm

“NO, but I wanted to ask if you had taken care
to shut your window—"

Mrs. Scorbitt had hardly ended before a tremend-
ous clap of thunder filled the air. It seemed as
though a vast sheet of silk had been torn apart for
an infinity of length. The lightning had flashed
down over Ballistic Cottage, and, conducted by the
telephone wire, had invaded the mathematician’s
room with a brutality quite electrie.

J. T. Maston, bending over the mouthpiece of the
instrument, received the hardest voltaic knock that
had ever found the mouth of a philosopher. The
flash had run along his metal hook, and spun him
around like a teetotum. The blackboard he struck
with his back was hurled down in the corner. And
the lightning disappeared out of the window.

Stunned for a moment—and it was a wonder it
was no worse—J. T. Maston slowly rose, and rubbed
the different parts of his body to make sure he was
not hurt.

Then, having lost none of his coolness, as be-
seemed the ancient pointer of the Columbiad,* he
put his room in order, picked up his easel, hoisted
up his blackboard, gathered up the fragments of
chalk scattered on the carpet, and resumed his work,
which had been so rudely interrupted.

But he noticed that by the fall of the blackboard
the figures he had written on the right-hand top
corner, which represented in meters the approxi-
mate equatorial circumference of the earth, had
been partially erased. He stretched his hook up to
re-write them when the bell sounded with a feverish
tinkle.

“Again!” exclaimed J. T. Maston. And he went
to the telephone.

“Who is there?” he asked.

“Mrs. Scorbitt.”

“And what does Mrs. Scorbitt want?”

“Did that horrible flash of lightning strike Bal-
listic Cottage?”

“I have every reason to believe s0.”

“Good Heavens! The lightning—""

“Do not be uneasy, Mrs. Scorbitt.”

“You are not hurt, dear Mr. Maston?”

“Not at all.”

“You are sure you have not been touched?”

“I am only touched by your thoughtfulness for
me,” said the philosopher gallantly.

“Good evening, dear Mr. Maston.”

“Good evening, dear Mrs. Scorbitt.”

And he returned to his blackboard.

“Confound that excellent woman,” he said; “if
she hadn’t called me to the telephone I should not
have run the chance of being struck by lightning.”

And to insure being left in quiet, he judiciously
put the telephone out of action.

Then he resumed his work. From the number on
the board he gradually built up a definitive formula,
and then noting it on the left, he cleared away the
working by which he had arrived at it, and launch-
efl forth into an appalling series of figures and
signs.

Eight days later the wonderful caleculation was
finished, and the secretary of the Gun Club trium-
phantly bore off to his colleagues the solution of the
problem which they had awaited with a very natural
impatience.

The practical means of arriving at the North Pole
to work its coal-mines were mathematically estab-
lished. Then the company was formed under the
title of The North Polar Practical Association.
Then the Arctic regions were purchased under the
auctioneer’s hammer. And then the shares were
offered to the world.

CHAPTER VII
Barbicane Makes a2 Speech

ON the 22nd of December a general meeting
was, called of the shareholders of the North
Pole Practical Association, to take place at
the rooms of the Gun Club in Union Square. And
the square itself was hardly large enough to hold
the crowd. : 2

Usually the large hall of the club was decorated
with weapons of all sorts appropriate to the noble
profession of its members. It was quite an artillery
museum. KEven the furniture itself, the chairs and
tables, and couches, was of the pattern of the mur-
derous engines which had sent to a better world so
many worthy people whose secret desire had been to
die of old age.

On this occasion the furniture had been removed.
This was not a warlike assembly; it was an indus-
trial and pacific assembly over which Barbicane was
to preside. The hall was full to suffocation, and the
crowd of those who could not get in stretched half
across Union Square.

The members of the Gun Club who had held the
first shares in the company had secured places
around the platform. Among them, even more
triumphant than usual, were Colonel Bloomsberry,
Tom Hunter with the wooden legs, and the brisk
Bilsby. A comfortable arm-chair had been reserved

#The gun which discharged the passenger-carrying projectile of the “Moon Story.
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for Mrs. Scorbitt, as was only right, considering
that she was the chief proprietor of the Polar free-
hold; and there were a number of other lady share-
holders belonging to all classes of the city, whose
bright bonnets, and hats, and feathers, and ribbons,
were a welcome relief to the black coats of the noisy
men that crowded under the glazed cupola of the
hall.

The immense majority of shareholders were not
so much supporters as personal friends of the di-
rectors. But among the crowd were the represen-
tatives of the rival companies who had bid against
Forster at the auction sale, and who now had taken
shares in order to be qualified to vote and make mis-
chief at the meetings. It can be easily imagined
with what intense curiosity they awaited Barbi-
cane’s address, which would probably throw some
light on the way in which the North Pole was to be
reached. Perhaps there was a difficulty there even
greater than working the mines? If any objections
could be made we may be sure that Baldenak, Kar-
kof, Jansen, and Harald were quite equal to making
them. And the Major and his invaluable Todrin
would lose no chance of driving Barbicane behind
his last entrenchments.

A Share-Holders’ Meeting

IT was eight o’clock. The hall, the side sooms, and
the corridors of the Gun Club glowed with Edison
lamps. Ever since the doors had been opened to the
public there had been an incessant uproar, but as
soon as the directors appeared all was silent.

At a table covered with a black eloth, on the plat-
form, Barbicane, Nicholl, and J. T. Maston took up
their positions in the fullest glare of the light. As
they did so three cheers, punctuated by the needful
“hips,” broke forth, and were echoed in the adjacent
streets. Solemly J. T. Maston and Captain Nicholl
sat down in all the plentitude of their celebrity.
Then Barbicane, who had remained standing, put
his right hand in his trousers pocket, his left thumb
in his waistcoat pocket, and began to speak as fol-
lows :—

“Fellow shareholders: The directorate of the
North Polar Practical Association have called this
meeting in the rooms of the Gun Club, as they have
something of importance to communicate to you.

“You have learned from the newspapers that the
object of our company is the opening up of the coal-
fields of the North Pole, the concession of which we
have obtained. The estate acquired in public auc-
tion is the property of the company, and the capital,
which was all subseribed by the 11th of December
last, enables us to enter at once on an enterprise
which will produce a rate of interest unknown up
to now in any commercial or industrial operation
whatever.”

Here the first murmur of approval for a moment
interrupted the orator.

“You are aware of how we came to discover that
there were rich beds of coal, and also possibly of
fossil ivory, in the circumpolar regions. The state-
ments in the public press leave no doubt as to the
existence of these coal strata.

“Now coal has become the source of all modern
industry. To say nothing of the fuel used for heat-
ing purposes, or of its employment for the produc-
tion of steam and electricity, I may direct your at-
tention to its derivatives, the aniline colors, the
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perfumes, the picrates, salicylic acid, napthol, phe-
nol, antipyrin, benzin, naphthalin, pyrogallic acid,
tannin, saccharin, tar, asphalf, pitch, lubricating
oils, varnish, yellow prussiate of potash, cyanide,
bitters, ete., ete.”

And after this enumeration, which had been given
with great rapidity, the orator paused like an ex-
hausted runner to take a long breath. Then he con-
tinued, “It is indubitable that coal will in time be
exhausted. Before five hundred years the mines in
operation today—"

“Three hundred!” shouted one of the crowd.

“Two hundred!” roared another.

“Let us say a delay more or less restricted,” said
Barbicane, “and put ourselves in a position to see
what new coal-fields then remain, supposing that
the present fields are exhausted at the close of this
century.”

Here he paused to enable his audience to concen-
trate their attention. Then he continued, “Now,
fellow shareholders, follow me, and let us start for
the North Pole.”

And the audience rose as if to pack their baggage
ready for shipboard.

An observation from Major Donellan put a sud-
den stop to this movement of enthusiasm.

“Before you start,” said he, “will you kindly in-
form the meeting how you intend going? Are you
going by sea?”

“Neither by sea, nor by land, nor by air?” said
Barbicane sweetly.

And the assembly sat down, a prey to very par-
donable curiosity.

“You are not without some knowledge,” continued
the orator, “of the attempts that have been made
to reach that inaccessible point of the terrestrial
spheroid. It is better, however, that I should remind
you of a few of them. It will be to render due hcnor
to the bold pioneers who have survived and those
who have succumbed in these expeditions.”

Unanimous approval from the entire audience ir-
respective of nationality.

Early Expedition to the Arctic

«IN 1845,” resumed Barbicane, “Sir John Frank-
lin with the Erebus and Terror set out to find
the North-West Passage, and nothing more was
heard of him.

“In 1854 the American, Kane, and his lieutenant,
Morton, went in search of Franklin. They returned,
but their ship, the Advance did not return.

“In 1859 Sir Leopold MacClintock discovered a
document from which it appeared that no survivor
remained of the Erebus and Terror expedition.

“In 1860 Hayes left Boston in the schooner Unit-
ed States, crossed the eighty-first parallel, and re-
turned in 1862 without being able to advance farth-
er, notwithstanding the heroic efforts of his com-
panions.

“In 1869 Captains Koldewey and Hegeman, both
Germans, left Bremerhaven in the Hansa and Ger-
mania. The Hanse was crushed in the ice a little
below the seventy-first parallel, and the crew had to
take to their boats to reach the coast of Greenland.
The Germania was more fortunate, and returned
to Bremerhaven, but she had not been able to get
higher than the seventy-seventh parallel.

“In 1871 Captain Hall left New York in the steam-
er Polaris. Four months afterward, during the ter-
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rible winter, he died, A year later the Polaris,
caught in the floes after reaching the eighty-second
parallel, was crushed by the ice. Eighteen of her
men, under Lieutenant Tyson, took refuge on an ice-

floe and reached the continent after long drifting
about in the Arctic Ocean.

“In 1875 Sir George Nares left Portsmouth with
the Alert and Discovery. It was in his memorable
Arctic campaign that winter quarters were estab-
Jished between the eighty-second and eighty-third
parallels, and that Captain Markham, in a dash to
the northward, stopped within four hundred miles
of the Pole, no one up to then having been so near.

“In 1879 our great citizen, Gordon Bennett—"

Here there were three cheers given for the pro-
prietor of the New York Herald.

“Fitted out the Jeanette, which he confided to Cap-
tain De Long. The Jeanette left San Francisco with
thirty-three men, passed through Behring Straits,
was caught by the ice at Herald Island, and sank at
Bennett Island, near the seventy-seventh parallel.
The men had only one resource; to make southward
with the boats or journey over the ice-fields. Misery
decimated them. De Long died in October. Many
others succumbed, and twelve only returned from
the expedition.

“In 1881 Lieutenant Greely left St. John’s, New-
foundland, in the steamer Proteus, to establish a
station on Lady Franklin Bay, a little below the
eighty-second degree. There he founded Fort Con-
ger, whence he sent out expeditions west and north,
one of which, under Lieutenant Lockwood and his
companion, Brainard, in May, 1882, claims to have
reached 83° 35, being fifteen miles nearer than
Markham’s farthest. That is the nearest yet ob-
tained. It is the Ultima Thule of circumpolar car-
tography.”*

Here there were loud cheers in honor of the Am-
erican discoverers.

“But,” said Barbicane, “the expedition ended in
disaster. The Proteus sank. Eighty-four men were
left in frightful misery. Doctor Pavy died. Greely
was discovered by the Thetis in 1883 with only six
companions, and one of these was Lieutenant Lock-
wood, who soon succumbed, adding another name to
the sorrowful martyrology of Arctic exploration.”

There was respectful silence while Barbicane
paused.

Then in a thrilling voice he resumed:

“And so, in spite of devotion and courage unparal-
leled, the eighty-fourth degree has mever been
passed. And we may even assert that it never will
be by means of ships or sledges. It is not given to
man to face such dangers and support such extremes
of temperature. It is by other means we must ad-
vance to the conquest of the Pole!”

From the subdued murmur of the audience it was
evident that therein lay the interest of the commu-
nication. What was this secret?

“And how are you going to capture it?”’ asked the
Canadian,

“Before ten minutes are up you will know, sir,”
neplied Barbicane, “and in addressing the sharehold-
ers generally I say, Have confidence in us, for the
promoters of the affair are the same men who em-
barked in the eylindro-conical—"

“The cylindro-conical,” interrupted Todrin.

AMAZING STORIES

“Dared to venture to the moon.”

“And have come back as we see!” added Todrin,
not without signs of disapproval.

“Yes,” continued Barbicane, “within the next ten
minutes you will know what we propose.”

A murmur of “Oh!” and “Eh!” and “Ah!” rose
in answer to the reply.

It seemed as though the orator had said, “Within
the next ten minutes we shall be at the Pole!” \

He continued, “And now, is it a continent at the
Pole? Is it not a sea such as Sir George Nares
called the Palzocrystic Sea, the sea of ancient ice?
To that I say, We do not think so.”

“That is not good enough,” said Baldenak. “It is
not a question of not thinking so but of being cer-
tain.”

Is There a Virgin Continent at the Pole?

< ELL! I reply to our exuberant interrupter

that we are certain. It is solid ground, not
a liquid basin, that the North Polar Practical Asso-
ciation has purchased. It is a plateau like the desert
of Gobi in Central Asia, two or three miles above
sea-level, as can be easily and logically proved from
the observations made in the regions of which the
polar domain is really a prolongation. Norden-
skiold and other observers have 2ll stated that
Greenland increases in height as it goes northward.
A hundred miles from Disko its altitude is nearly
7000 feet. And if we consider the different prod-
ucts, animal or vegetable, found in the secullar ice,
such as the carcasses of mastodons, the trunks of
conifers, you can see that the continent was once a
fertile one, inhabited certainly by animals, and prob-
ably by men. There lie buried the thick forests of
pre-historic times, which have formed the coal-fields
we propose to develop. Yes! It is a continent
around the Pole, a virgin continent untrodden by
human foot.”**

Great applause.

When the echoes of the applause had rolled away,
the strident voice of the Canadian was heard, “Seven
minutes out of the ten have gone, and we have not
yet reached the Pole!”

“We will be there in three minutes,” placidly re-
marked Barbicane.

He continued, “But if it is a continent, and the
continent is elevated as we have reason to believe,
it is obstructed by eternal ice, covered with rugged
ice and ice-fields, and under such circumstances its
development would be difficult—"

“Impossible!” said Harald.

“Impossible, I am aware,” said Barbicane. “And
it is to conquer this impossibility that our efforts
are directed. We have no need of ships or sledges to
reach the Pole, but thanks to our arrangements the
fusion of the ice, ancient or modern, will take place

like enchantment!”
He paused. There was absolute silence.

“Gentlemen,” he continued, “Archimedes de-
manded but a fulcrum to lift the world! Well, we
have found a fulerum! A lever was what the great
Syracusan geometer required, and a lever we pos-
sess! We are in a position to displace the Pole—"

“Displace the Pole!” exclaimed Baldenak.

“Bring it to Baltimore!” said Professor Harald.

Evidently Barbicane did not wish to be more pre-
cise, for he continued, “As to this fulerum—"

*Peary reached the pole since thew; recently Amundsen and Byrd have flown over it.
##Neither Peary nor Byrd norAmundser found signs of any land at.the Pole,
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“Don’t tell! Don't tell!” shouted one of the audi-
ence.

“As to this lever—"

“Keep it secret! Xeep it secret!” shouted the
spectators.

“We will keep it secret!” said Barbicane,

Baldenak and Co. protested in vain. The orator
continued, “As to the results of this mechanical op-
eration—an operation unprecedented in industrial
annals—which we have undertaken and will bring to
a successful issue thanks to your capital, I will say
a few words.”

.« “Listen! listen!” shouted the crowd.

- “The first idea of our enterprise occurred to one
of the most learned, devoted, and illustrious of our
colleagues. To him also belongs the glory of having
made the calculations which rendered the theory
practicable, for if the development of the Polar
mines is child’s play, the displacement of the Pole is
a problem which higher mechanics can alone deal
with., That is why we addressed ourselves to our
worthy secretary, J. T. Maston!”

“Hurrah! Hip! hip! hip! hurrah! for J. T. Mas-
ton!” shouted the whole assembly, electrified by the
presence among them of that extraordinary man.

Ah! How much was Mrs. Scorbitt moved at the
acclamations which resounded around the celebrated
calculator!

He, with great modesty, bowed his head to the
right; then to the left, and then saluted in front
with his metal hook.

¢ “Already,” said Barbicane, “when the great
meeting which celebrated the arrival in America of
the Frenchman Michel Ardan, & few months before
our departure for the Moon—"

The American spoke as coolly of the voyage to the
Moon as of a railway journey to New York.
¢+ “J, T. Maston had exclaimed, ‘Let us invent ma-
chines, let us find a fulecrum, and we will shift the
axis of the Earth!” Many of you heard him, and will
remember it. Well, the machines are invented, the
fulerum is found, and it is to the righting of the
Earth’s axis that our efforts will be directed.”

Shifting the World’s Axis

« HAT!” exclaimed Donellan. “You will put
the Earth’s axis upright?”

“Yes, sir,” said Barbicane; “or rather we can
make a new axis on which the diurnal rotation
formerly—"

“Modify the diurnal rotation!” exclaimed Karkof.

“Absolutely! and without touching its duration.
The operation will bring the Pole to about the sixty-
seventh parallel, and under such circumstances the
Earth will behave like Jupiter, whose axis is nearly
perpendicular to the plane of his orbit. This dis-
placement of 23° 28’ will suffice to obtain for our
Polar property sufficient warmth to melt the ice ac-
cumulated for thousands of years.”

The audience looked at him in a state of breath-
Jessness. No one dared to interrupt or even to ap-
laud him. All were overwhelmed with the ides,
which was so ingenious and so simple; to change
the axis on which the globe turns!

The representatives of the rival syndicates were
astounded, annihilated, and remained without a
word to say for themselves.

But the applause broke out when Barbicane con-
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cluded with sublime simplicity, “Thus it is the Sun
himself who will melt the 1cebergs and ice-floes, and
render it easy to obtain access to the Pole!”

“And so,” said Donellan, “if man cannot get to the
Pole, the Pole must come to man?”

“Just so!” said Barbicane.

CHAPTER VIII
Like Jupiter

ES! Like Jupiter.
At the time of that memorable meeting in

honor of Michel Ardan—so appropriately men-
tioned by the orator—if J. T. Maston had excitedly
exclaimed, “Let us right the Earth’s axis,” it was
because the daring and fantastical Frenchman, one
of the heroes of the Moon Voyage, had chanted his
dithyrambic hymn in honor of the most important
planets of our solar system. In his superb panegyric
he had celebrated the special advantages of the giant
planet, as we briefly reported at the time.

The problem solved by the calculator of the Gun
Club was the substitution of a new axis of rotation
for the old one on which the Earth had turned ever
since in popular phrase, “the world was a world.”
This new axis of rotation would be perpendicular
to the plane of its orbit; and under such conditions
the climatal situation of the old Pole would be much
the same as that of Trondjhem, in Norway, in spring
time. The paleocrystic armor would thus naturally
melt under the rays of the Sun; and at the same
time climate would be distributed over the Earth as
the climates are distributed in Jupiter,

The inclination of our planet’s axis, or in other
terms, the angle which its axis of rotation makes
with the plane of its ecliptic is 66° 32". A few de-
grees would thus bring the axis perpendicular to
the plane of the orbit it describes around the Sun.

But—it is important to remark—the effort that
the North Polar Practical Association was about
to make would not, strictly speaking, right the
Earth’s axis. Mechanically, no force, however con-
siderable, could accomplish that. The Earth is not
like a chicken on a spit, that we can take it in our
hand and shift it as we will. But the making of a
new axis was possible—it may be said easy—if the
engineers only had the fulerum dreamed of by Arch-
imedes and the lever imagined by J. T. Maston.

But as it had been decided to keep the inventiona
secret until further orders, all that could be done
was to study the consequences. And to begin with,
the journals and reviews of all sorts appealing to the
learned and the ignorant devoted themselves to con-
sidering how Jupiter was affected by the approxi-
mate perpendicularity of his axis to the plane of hisg
orbit.

Jupiter, like Mercury, Venus, the Earth, Mars,
Saturn, Uranus, and Neptune, forms part of the
solar system, and sweeps around at nearly five hun-
dred million miles from the central fire; and his
volume is about fourteen times that of the Earth.

The Zones of the Earth and of Jupiter

F there be such a thing as Jovian lif., that is to
gay, if there are any inhabitants on Jupiter, the
following are the advantages they obtain by living
on the great planet—advantages so poetically
brought into relief at the memorable meeting
above alluded to.

(To be continued in the October Issue)
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By G.Mcleod Winsor
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Suddenly it stopped as though gripped by some invisible force, The anti-fravitaﬁonal action was withdrawn, and it fell, as a stone,
on the vessel’s deck. The result was an explosion of terriffic violence.
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What Went Befjore

skilful radio operator, is sent as operator

to o secret radio station, operated by the
British Government, known as STATION X, on an
island in the Pacific. He accepts the offer because it
brings him mearer to the day when he ond May
Treherne, the heroine, can be married. He goes
with peculiar forebodings of impending, intangible
dangers. Lieut. Wilson, wery well educated and very
intolerant of Macrae’s educationel shortcomings,
and Ling, the Chinese cook and caretaker, complete
the party to remain on the island, and ineidentally
the latter serves as the “butt” for Lieut. Wilson’s
ill-temper. Soon Lieut. Wilson and the Chinaman
are found lying dead, apparently murdered by each
other. Macrae falls under the influence of an im-
habitant of Venus, who is known in this story as a
“Venerian,” and whose voice comes to him over the
radio, telling all Fkinds of interesting things
about the inhabitants of Venus, giving him a great
deal of scientific information, elthough Macrae un-
derstands nothing of the greater part of it.

Beause London has received mo answer from
Station X for three days, the “Sagitia,” with a crew
of iwestigators and relief is despatched to the is-
land and arrives to find Macrae lying on the floor
apparently dead, still wearing the ear-set.

(LAN MACRAE, simple, uneducated, yet a

The doctor, thinking that Macrae may be suffer-
ing from catalepsy rather than that he s dead,
takes him back to London on the “Sagitta.” Macrae
recovers on the boat and tells ¢ weird tale, which,
however, coincides perfectly with his shorthand
notes of both his report and of the mysierious mes«
sages, and with his diary.

When they arrive in London, the government
starts an investigation. The plot thickens; a great
sctentist, Professor Rudge, is called into the consul-
tation; the British cabinet and Navy Department
are thrown into utter confusion. Rudge goes to
Station X. Hypnrotism transmitted from the planet
Venus begins to take part in the drama; radio com-
munication with Venus is carried on and the friend-
ly Venerians give warning that Mars intends dis-
aster to the earth. Martians by hypnotism get pos-
session of Macrae's soul and mind and Rudge nar-
rowly escapes the same fate. They even think of
killing Macrae, whom they regard now as a Mar-
tian, no longer as a humen being. He possesses the
power of hypnotizing others to be Martions. There
28 now a personal contest between Macrae and
Rudge, and at this point of complication the second
instalment ends. The conclusion is here before you
and a wonderful climax is reached.

STATION X

By G. McLEOD WINSOR
Part I11

Mr. Mansfield Alarmed

=SHE morning after his talk with Professor
74l Rudge Mr. Mansfield was astir before
7%l his usual hour, after a bad night. The
74 mystery of Station X would not be
= banished. He tried to persuade himself
that the anxiety he felt was due to the unexplained
silence of the station,
apart from anything Pro-
fessor Rudge had told
him. He strove to con-
vince himself that the lat-
ter’s utterances were too
wildly extravagant for ac-
ceptance.

Long accustomed to
listen to extravagant
statements, both in the
House and elsewhere, he
had learnt that, although
they may have a certain
force for the moment, due
to the eloquence with
which they have been
urged, their effect is
brief.

5o ARSI
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HE Martian is trivmphant. Despite all vigilance, de-
spite all precantions, the Martians have succeeded in
capturing a terrestrial warship. The fate of the world now
lies in the balance. Panic reigns over the entire world be-
cause nothing is tmpossible to the Martians. Will they
take hold of humanity and force it to commit wholesale
suicide as they did with the Lunarians? What sort of
new and ttanic warfare will they wage on the terres-
trials? And can the distant Venerians now be of any as-
sistance? Op will Professor Rudge discover a way to
frustrate the plans of the cunwing invaders?

All this and more will be told in the concluding chap-
ters of Station X, and we know that you will not lay the
story down unitl you have read the hair-raising con-

was nothing surprising if his narrative had for the
moment carried his listener with him. The effect
ought gradually to have faded, but it had not.

What was then the special quality in this account
that caused it to obtrude itself upon his thoughts?
Not its lack of extravagance, he told himself. Why,
during the night, had it haunted him?

Curiously enough, the
more it haunted him the
less extravagant it seem-
ed. That characteristic
seemed fo peel off, and
what remained was alarm-
ing. It began to dawn
upon him that what he
had described to himself
as extravagant might be
better defined as unprece-
dented, and that the two
things are different.

During the hours of
darkness Mr. Mansfield
made progress toward the
truth. He did not, how-
ever, make sufficient prog-
ress to be prepared to ad-

Yet here was a typical example, that, to his mit it. This morning he had an appointment with

surprise, had taken an opposite course. Professor
Rudge had spoken with his customary force, so there

the First Sea Lord at the Admiralty, and he had
asked Sir John Sarkby, the Home Secretary and his
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most intimate friend in the Cabinet, to be also
present.

He had already ascertained that it was still im-
possible to get any reply from Station X.

Too early for the appointment, he strolled in
St. Jame’s Park, and soon he found his spirits rising
in response to the beauty of the morning. Great
is the man whose judgment is not at all affected by
his physical surroundings. Mr. Mansfield was
clever, but not great. He was a strict guardian of
his personal dignity, and keenly susceptible to
ridicule. He looked at the cheerful sky, at the green
of the park, the waterfowl, the chattering sparrows.
He asked himself, if, after all, the fears that had
oppressed him during the night were not chimerical.
The more they looked so to him, the more ill at ease
he became, the more distasteful seemed the coming
interview.

He tried to convince himself that the sole business
in hand was the silence of Station X, and the report
from Hughes that had preceded it.

But wriggle as he might he could not deceive him-
self as to his duty. He must give Professor Rudge's
version of the present position at the station, and
his opinion of the awful consequences that might
follow. And—here was the difficult part—he must
admit that he was himself to some extent troubled
about it. It was an unpleasant thing to do before
a man like Admiral Benson.

Suddenly an idea occurred to him, and he looked
at his watch. There would be time. He made for
the Mall, and hailed a taxi.

A Scotch Scientist

E looked on it as an inspiration that he should
have just remembered that Professor McFaden
of Edinburgh was now in London. McFaden rivalled
Rudge’s eminence in the scientific world. Each had
his special set of admirers, but practically all re-
garded them as the two greatest men in their par-
ticular sphere. Rudge led in discovery; McFaden
was his equal in knowledge, and the more orthodox.
There was not supposed to be overmuch love lost
between them.

Professor McFaden was surprised to receive so
important a visitor just as he was finishing break-
fast.

“I hope,” said Mansfield, “an old friend will ex-
cuse this lack of ceremony; but I want you to come
back with me to the Admiralty. Can you man-
age it?”

“Certainly,” said McFaden; “but what’s it all
about ?”

“You know that Rudge discovered a new method
of radio of so powerful a nature that it made radio
telephony over world-wide distances possible?”

“] am not denying that the thing stands to his
credit,” said McFaden, speaking with a decided
Scotch accent. |

“You were one of the very few to whom this
method was communicated,” said Mansfield. “T my-
gelf am ignorant of the method, but that does not
matter. It exists, and we hope and believe is not
known to any foreign Power. For naval purposes
a very powerful inmstallation, far surpassing all
others, exists in the Pacific, and Rudge is now
there.”

“Rudge there!” said McFaden, greatly surprised.
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“I knew he was away, but man, why on earth is he
wandering the Pacific?”

Mansfield hesitated. “I cannot answer that ques-
tion now,” he said. “I shall have to leave it for
the meeting.”

“Why do you want me there?” asked McFaden.

“Well,” said Mansfield, “the reason is this. We
have received a report from Rudge that is astound-
ing beyond all precedent. It requires scientific knowl-
edge to examine it. I want your support. I picture
myself speaking of it before Admiral Benson, to
whom the reasoning will be simply unintelligible. I
am not saying that Rudge is not mistaken. If, when
yvou have heard the report, you say he is, you
relieve me of a world of responsibility. What I want
to secure is that Rudge shall not be set aside by
mere ignorance.”

“Well, it’s mysterious enough, I’ll grant,” said
McFaden, with a smile, as they walked out into the
gall and he picked up his hat and stick. “Let us

e off.”

Views of the Admiralty

RRIVED at the Admiralty, they went to Mr.

Mansfield’s room. Although it still wanted a
few minutes to the appointed hour, the other two
men were there.

Mr. Mansfield introduced Professor McFaden, and
explained that in consequence of the nature of the
communication he had to make, he considered that
some one with ability to judge of its scientific value
should be present.

“We are here, I believe,” said Admiral Benson,
“because we have lost touch with Station X, and
to decide without further delay”—he glared at
Mr. Mansfield and Sir John Sarkby—*“what is to
be done about it.”

“Exactly,” began Mr. Mansfield, “and—"

“As it is perfectly obvious,” broke in the Admiral,
“that the one thing to do is to send and find out
what’s the matter, our decision should be soon ar-
rived at.”

“No doubt,” resumed Mr. Mansfield, “and I antici-
pate that your view will not be disputed. This af-
fair, is, however, complicated with another matter
which eannot be so promptly disposed of.”

There was a pronounced snort from the Admiral,
who looked at his watch. Mr. Mansfield was pal-
pably ill at ease.

“T am afraid,” he said, with quiet dignity, “I shall
have to claim a certain amount of your time. I
have here a report from Professor Rudge as given
me by radio from Station X, where he now is.”

“And never ought to have been,” growled the
Admiral. “What business has a schoolman at a
naval station?”

The contemptuous tone annoyed Professor Me-
Faden.

“Man,” said he, nowise impressed by the Admiral’s
manner, “do you not know that but for the school«
man, as you call him, the naval station would never
have existed?”

Admiral Benson merely growled.

The Home Secretary was beginning to enjoy hima
self. He liked being amused.

Mr. Mansfield then proceeded to tell the story
from the beginning.

An hour had elapsed before he concluded. Ad-
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miral Benson showed the greatest impatience, and,
as the nature of the subject became apparent to
him, interrupted more than once. McFaden sat
silent and inscrutable, slowly twirling his thumbs,
his eyes on the floor. The Home Secretary seemed
interested, but did not volunteer any remark.

“And now gentlemen,” Mr. Mansfield concluded,
“you know as much of it as I do. I have called
this informal meeting because something has to be
done at once. The simple question is, whether a
cruiser is to be despatched to Sation X, or other
precautionary measures taken pending further news.
I ask you, Professor McFaden, after hearing Pro-
fessor Rudge’s report and knowing the gilence that
has so strangely ensued, if you think it desirable
to do so.”

“I see no reason,” said McFaden, “for not doing
so.”

“And I say the boat ought to have been hun-
dreds of miles on her course by now,” said Admiral
Benson.

“And you?” said Mansfield, turning to the Home
Secretary.

“You see,” said Sir John Sarkby, with his peculiar
smile, “I do not know anything about naval
matters!”

“You know precisely as much about them as I
do!” said Mansfield.

Admiral Benson’s look gave clear expression to
his own view of civilian heads of service depart-
ments.

“Well, sending another cruiser,” said Sir John,
“seems the obvious thing to do. I am sorry about
poor Rudge.”

The meeting broke up with the decision to send
a fast cruiser, and it was left in the hands of
Admiral Benson to say from where she should be
sent.

He detached the powerful battle cruiser Sea Lion
from the China fleet for the purpose. Whether
on account of her armament or her tremendous
speed he did not say.

Many of the thousands who passed threw a glance
at the building, and above it at the aerials of the
mysterious radio. Fortunately none knew that from
that installation a fateful message had just flown,
or the terrible consequences that were destined to
result from it.

Mr. Mansfield left the Admiralty with Professor
McFaden, “I don’t know why,” he said, “but in
my heart I am not really quite easy about this.
Why are you in favour of sending this cruiser?”

A Discussion

“PARTLY because I do not see in any case why

a cruiser should not be sent. And I also fear
there can be little doubt that Rudge is quite insane
on this subject. He always had a weakness for
the metaphysical, and this Macrae business hit him
on his vulnerable spot. He is now as mad as a hat-
ter, but may not appear so. I know him. He may
be quite capable of getting over the naval captain
of that cruiser. It looks to me as if he has done
so.”

“Do you think then,” said Mr. Mansfield, “that
Captain Evered’s silence as well as that of Station
X is simply attributable to Rudge’s insane influence?
What about Macrae’s experience?”
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“With respect to Macrae,” said McFaden, “you
were not very clear, but I came to the conclusion
that investigation would show that everything could
be traced to Rudge. From your first question, I do
think so. For with all working parts in duplicate,
a radio station is practically immune from such long
interruption to the service, as far as the installation
is concerned. We have therefore to deal with the
personnel, friend or foe. In the absence of war,
the foe is eliminated. This brings us to the resident
staff, Rudge and his companion, and the cruiser. If
you ask who of these is responsible for the inter-
ruption, I say, without hesitation, Rudge.”

“Your logic,” said Mr. Mansfield, “seems un-
answerable. Only now be equally convincing as to
his insanity, and I shall be eternally grateful to
you'»

“That,” said McFaden, “can only be a matter of
opinion.”

“Is it not possible,” said Mr. Mansfield, “that,
though sane; he is being in some way himself de-
ceived?”

An Inflexible Scientist

«YECEIVED! Yes,” said McFaden, “but only

because he is a monomaniac on this subject.
On any other he is possibly still sane enough. I will
say this for him, although we have not always
agreed: there is mnot a cleverer investigator, or,
leaving out his one weakness, a man more difficult
to deceive than Rudge.”

“Good!” said Mansfield. “Your position is now
clear to me. You believe that Station X, together
with the Segitte, is now in the hands of a mono-
maniac, and for that reason advised the despatch
of another cruiser.”

“Precisely,” said McFaden; “and now I will ask
you to lend me the whole dossier of the Macrae
affair. Your exposition of it could not always be
quite followed. I have already said what I expect
to find.”

“And if you do not find it?”

“Then,” said McFaden, “ I will recall what I have
said of friend Rudge.”

“But,” said Mr. Mansfield, “it will be too late
to recall the cruiser!”

“Not at all,” said the cool Scot. “It will be a
good few hours before she is beyond the radio.”

“I could not contemplate the cruiser’s recall now
she is well under way,” said Mr. Mansfield.

“And burning coal, no doubt, at a great rate,”
said McFaden, quite coolly. “A thousand to one
she is right. But I have it in mind to study the
papers, which T shall do at once, and see you again
if my opinion of it is changed.”

“Would it not have been better,” said Mr. Mans-
field, rather stiffly, “to have studied the documents
before the order was given?”

“The chance is so very small,” said McFaden.
“There is just a point or two that wants clearing up.
No doubt they will be clear enough when I can give
the matter quiet attention. It difficult to give any-
thing quiet attention with that stormy petrel Benson
within hail.”

Myr. Mansfield thought that perhaps McFaden was
a little frightened of Admiral Benson, as he was
himself. He assumed that the recall of the Sea Lion
was very unlikely. He knew that warships of that
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description were not sent to and fro while a pro-
fessor studied a bundle of documents. He saw,
however, that McFaden was not to be in the leasf
impressed by such a consideration.

The papers were given to Professor McFaden,
and by eleven o’clock he was busily engaged with
them in his own study.

A Solution of a Puzzling Case

EELING convinced now that McFaden’s solution
was the correct one, that Admiral Benson was
placated for the moment and that the right thing
had been done, Mr. Mansfield sighed his relief and
gave himself up to his secretary and the day’s
correspondence. :

At three o’clock in the afternoon he was sur-
prised to hear that Professor McFaden was asking
for an interview.

“Show him up immediately,” he told the atten-
dant,

Professor McFaden was nearer appearing excited
than ever before in his life. He plunged at once
into his subject.

“I have been very carefully through these papers,”
he said. “I tell you at once, the thing amazes me.
My theory would explain Rudge fine, but man, it
doesn’t explain Macrae. The point you failed to make
clear and left open is that before Macrae’s account
was written, he and Rudge had not met, nor did they
know of one another’s existence. That alters the
whole aspect of the evidence. The assumption on
which my reasoning was based goes from under
me.”

“Have you reversed your opinion, then?” asked
Mr. Mansfield.

“I will tell you the opinion I have now formed.
Meanwhile, I take it there is plenty of time to recall
the Sea Lion, should you desire it.”

“I shall want to hear remarkably solid reasons
first,” said the First Lord. Nevertheless, he rang
the bell and sent to inquire how long Hong-Kong
would be in touch by wireless with that warship.

He was told there’ would still be several hours.

Prolongation of the Discussion

ch WILL again ask you the question I put to you

this morning,” said Mr. Mansfield. “Do you
believe that there has been interplanetary com-
munication?”

“When you asked me that question before,” said
McFaden, “I was convinced that on probing the
affair I should find it rested on Rudge’s evidence,
and I said, No. I have now probed it. I find that
Rudge can be eliminated, and I say, I do not know!”

“On what do you rest your opinions now?”

“On what happened to the operator, and the cir-
cumstances in which it happened. Scientifically the
evidence is very strong.”

“I may gather then,” said Mr. Mansfield, “that
you do not consider a radio signal from a neigh-
bouring planet scientifically impossible?”

“Hitherto I have always held it to be practically
impossible,” said McFaden.

“T said scientifically,” persisted Mr. Mansfield.

“Seeing that the required medium for it undoubt-
edly exists all the way, one might hesitate at such
a statement.”

“Now tell me what evidence you have seen in the
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documents that I did not mention,” said Mr. Mans-
field, leaning forward, the morning’s anxiety re-
doubled.

“I have already said there is the fact that Macrae’s
papers were all written before he met Rudge. For
the rest, I will deal with two points. First, Macrae
gave what he said was the Venerian’s description of
a telescope. As we are dealing only with evidence,
we need say nothing of its merits or demerits. We
have the fact that it deseribes an instrument such
as does not exist on earth, and the description re-
quires scientific knowledge that Macrae could not
possibly possess.”

“That,” said Mr. Mansfield, “is certainly strong
evidence.”

“The second point,” said McFaden, “is even
stronger. A date was put in his head, for his
future return to the island. I am quite satisfied
that neither Rudge nor any man else gave him that
date. It turns out to be the exact day of the con-
junction of Mars. This does not happen so often
that it could be hit on by chance. It would be the
day chosen according to his story, and only accord-
ing to that. Apart from it, the date would have
no meaning. Can you not see that such evidence
is significant?”

A Conclusion

chT IS irresistible,” cried Mr. Mansfield, “and
includes not only the Venerian, but the Martian
also!”

“Logically, it does,” said McFaden.

“Then do you still think the Sea Lion ought to
have been sent before we learn the position at
Station X?”

“There is still nothing before us to indicate any
danger in sending the cruiser to the station,” said
McFaden. “It might perhaps have been left awhile.”

Professor McFaden was half regretful that he
had given such unqualified acquiescence to the Sea
Lion’s despatch, but he refrained from saying so.

“Benson would make an awful row,” mused Mr.
Mansfield. For a minute or two he was undecided.
At length he said, “I have made up my mind what
to do. To-morrow there will be a Cabinet Counecil.
The decision shall be left to it. I will send instruc-
tions to the Sea Lion to go only so far on her way
as will not take her out of touch with Hong-Kong,
and await orders there.”

This he ordered to be done, in spite of Admiral
Benson’s protests. Later in the afternoon a cable
was received from Hong-Kong that something was
wrong with the radio, and no message could be sent
to the Sea Lion or anywhere else.

The Admiralty’s Radio

AT the same time his secretary mentioned that
there was something wrong with the Admiralty
radio. Struck by this coincidence, Mr. Mansfield
went himself to investigate, and was told that no
message could be heard in consequence of what ap-
peared to be some new kind of electric storm.

He even put on the receivers himself, and heard
a continuous babel of inarticulate sounds—Ioud,
distracting, emanating from no one could tell where.
It rendered anything in the mature of radio tele-
phony, or even ordinary radio telegraphy quite im-
possible.
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CHAPTER XVI
The Prime Minister Capitulates

HAT evening Mr. Mansfield called on his

I friend the Home Seecretary,

“This thing is getting too much for me,
Sarkby,” he said. “I begin to think that events
are moving fast, but what they are, why they are,
or who is pulling the strings and from where, are
questions to which there seems no present answers.”

“You mean the Rudge business,” said Sir John.

“Yes; but since the meeting McFaden has read
all the details of the affair from the beginning. 1
had to leave out many details this morning, and it
seems that among them were things that were im-
portant as evidence. McFaden is not the confident
man he was. He came to me immediately after he
had digested all the facts.”

“What about the Sea Lion?” asked Sarkby,
quickly.

“Yes: among other things he seemed more than
willing for her to be recalled, although not profess-
ing to see any particular reason for it.”

“What in particular weighs on your mind?”

“It’s the cumulative effect of the evidences that
there may be truth in what Rudge said. I was at
the time impressed by him, but reflection enabled
me partially to throw off the effect, owing to the
unprecedented nature of his statements.”

“Well,” said Sarkby, “what alters that?”

Cabinet Leaks

¢y HIS,” said Mansfield—“that the Sagittw is lost

to us, and Station X inexplicably silent, are
facts, and they seem to strengthen Rudge’s story.
Now, on the evidence, of which he must be a far bet-
ter judge than you or I, even McFaden is on the
wriggle. And on the top of it, there is this magnetic
radio storm, or whatever it is. I begin to think
it is all connected.”

“Well, for my part,” said Sarkby, lighting a cigar,
“] am not taking any of this story. The whole
thing is curious, I admit. But see what miraculous
coincidences do happen. . There will come along
some simple explanation of it all. Don’t let it get
on your nerves, old chap. Let's talk about it fo-
morrow at the Cabinet Meeting, and so get rid of in-
dividual responsibility.”

“But I would rather, if it could have been avoided,
that it didn’t come before the Cabinet.”

“Why not?”

“I was going to bring it up, more particularly as
to the Sea Lion going to Station X or not. That
being taken out of our hands, what is the good?
It ought to be kept secret for the present.”

“Blasphemer! Do you insinuate that secret
things may not come before the whole Cabinet?”
said Sir John, with twinkling eyes.

“You know perfectly well, Sarkby,” said Mans-
field, “there are one or two among us before whom
it would not be safe to mention that the cat had
kittens; if it were important to keep it from the
papers.”

“Well, Mansfield, go your way,” said Sarkby.

“My way is now straight to No. 10,” said Mans-
field. “I will explain the thing as well as I can to
the Chief, and try and persuade him to have it up

before a Committee of the Cabinet only.
I shall find him in.”

“Hope you will,” said Sir John; and so it came
about that the matter of Station X was not brought
before the Cabinet.

In the course of the day Admiral Benson woke
a few echoes at the Admiralty. Some one, possibly
with a certain humor, suggested to him that he
should try what he could do at the radio, as nobody
else could make himself heard. He took the sug-
gestion, went up to the radio room, and put on the
receivers.

No More Radio Communication

UT did not open his mouth. His face became a
study of surprise and bewilderment. Presently
he gently put the receivers on the table.

“Well!” he said. “Of all the unqualified—"
Admiral Benson’s idiom was notorious at the Ad-
miralty.

In the afternoon an informal meeting took place,
at the Prime Minister’s, and the Station X affair
was fully discussed. The Prime Minister’s at-
titude seemed to coincide with that of the Home
Secretary, without being quite so positive. He
thought the present mystery would soon clear itself
up, either by the recovery of the radio and news
from Station X, or the arrival of the Sugitta some-
where with a satisfactory explanation, probably a
very simple one.

Mr. Mansfield saw that it would be useless for
him to say more, and it was therefore decided with
apparent unanimity to let things take their course
until something fresh happened, and in view of
the secrecy of the station, on no account to allow
any alarmist story to get to the Press.

It was easy to make these plans, but when several
people are concerned it is easy for whispers to get
about. So far as the “radio storm,” as it somehow
got to be called, was concerned, there was of course
nothing secret about that. The state of things was
soon ascertained to be world-wide. Radio com-
munication had entirely ceased.

Profitless Attempts at Explanation

IT became the general topic of conversation.
Every day columns of the papers were fuli of it.
When it was found, as day followed day, that the
phenomenon continued, the savants of all nations
took up the investigation by every means that their
science could suggest.

Meanwhile, in letters to the Press, a great many
fantastic explanations were put before a bewildered
public. Most of the amateurs decided that the
cause was electric. The less they knew about
electricity the more they used that hard-worked
word. One man suggested that it was a mani-
festation of the Almighty’s anger with the world
“for its excessive secularity.”

It was suggested that any peculiar behaviour of
the aurora in polar regions should be studied.
Even the zodiacal light was not unsuspected. One
pessimist surmised that it indicated a disturbance of
the ether by some cometary or other body of high
electric charge approaching from outer space with
frightful speed, coming, very possibly, straight for
us, and that the escape of our globe in the circum-
stances was problematical indeed.
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His idea caused some amusemeént, but if he had
been capable of interpreting his dream in terms
of the spirit instead of terms of matter, he would
not have been so very wide of the truth.

While the public was thus occupied with con-
jecture, there were two groups deeply interested,
the scientists and the politicians. The latter in
more than one country were asking themselves if
this new thing could be of other than human origin,
and if of human origin, what it might portend.

The International Aspect

HE situation in Europe was delicate, and such
a thing as the universal interruption of radio
communication caused suspicion. Iach of the
Great Powers was suspected by the others. A great
deal of secret service money was spent without
result. Still the days passed during which there
was not one moment of the twenty-four hours when
the radio receivers were not full of this extra-
ordinary and meaningless din.

The scientific world was entreated by the Govern-
ments to spare no labor and no expense in their
efforts to find out the cause—how, where, and if
possible, why, it was being done.

Whether it was because the British Empire is
wider flung than others, or because with envious
rivals we are supposed to be masters in the art of
grab, it became whispered that England was emit-
ting this impediment to communication for some
ginister reason of her own.

The echo of this soon found its way to the House
of Commons, and was persistently voiced by the
peculiar people there whose delight it is to snipe
the front bench,

The Prime Minister for the most part answered
the questions, and, being a master of sarcasm, gave
his questioners full measure in his replies. But
secretly he was uneasy. He knew the Government
was anything but firmly seated, that a very little
additional unpopularity in the House would topple it
over; that many members, while maintaining
silence, were suspecting it of being up to some
folly respecting this mystery.

This was aggravated by Professor Rudge’s name
becoming mixed up with it. All the world at once
wanted to hear him on the subject, and, needless
to say, all the papers at once published the fact
that he could not be found.

The Prime Minister felt the awkwardness of his
very obvious dilemma. He could neither tell what
he knew of Rudge’s absence without being made
to tell much that he was determined not to tell, nor
produce him.

Professor Rudge Again

JT was a very short time after that Professor

Rudge relieved the tension of the situation by
producing himself, and things began to move
swiftly. Before any one knew where they were, the
Sagitte was at Falmouth, and Professor Rudge and
Captain Evered in London.

The Professor broke his journey for a few hours
at Plymouth to see May Treherne. On his journey
home he had been wondering how he would manage
about secretarial assistance. He knew of no one
just fitted for the occasion. The secrecy imposed

seemed of itself sufficient to preclude any idea of
a confidant. Suddenly Miss Treherne’s name oc=
curred to him as an inspiration. He recalled her
personality, her brisk cheerfulness, her energy and
quick intelligence, her courage and common sense,
He remembered how devoted she had been to
Macrae,

He reflected that it might be put to his door that
Macrae was lost to her, for if it had not been for
him, Macrae would never have had the opportunity
of returning to Station X.

Macrae was doubtless “dead,” as we use the word,
pushed before his time beyond the veil, while strange
to say, his body, the mortal part, was not dead, but
animated by a fierce and powerful spirit now fight-
ing, not against a man, but against humanity.

May Traherne and Professor Rudge

ROFESSOR RUDGE found May Treherne at

her old address. She, too, it appeared, was
ready to reproach herself for the efforts she had
made to infuse enthusiasm and ambition into
Macrae, when his own prophetic warning of coming
disaster held him back.

She listened to all Professor Rudge felt he could
tell her, accepted his proposal, gasped a little at
the handsome salary he suggested, and walked with
him to the station to catch the London mail, promis-
ing to follow in a day or two.

On Professor Rudge’s arrival in town he went
straight to his house in Great Queen Street, where
he lived with a sister, considerably his senior, and
impressed with the conviction that her sole mis-
sion in life was to look after her wonderful brother.
A simple, kindly soul, thoroughly competent to fill
the office she had assumed, she would herself have
laughed at the accusation of being possessed of intel-
lect.

Professor Rudge went home, but he had no
thought of rest. Miss Rudge was troubled at the
signs of worry that she instantly detected in him,
but she waited with feminine taect to learn what
the trouble was. She seized upon the subject of
his clothes and wanted to know how he dared
scandalize the neighbourhood by appearing in such
clothes, such linen.

Within an hour he escaped, “decent and respect-
able,” he was told, and certainly with the best
meal he had eaten since he had leit home.

Calling a taxi, he drove straight to Mr, Mans-
field’s house.

Mr. Mansfield was no less pleased than surprised
when Professor Rudge was announced. At last
he would learn something to lighten the darkness
in which he seemed to be groping. At last there
was some one to whom he could refer his colleagues,
and on whom he might throw responsibility.

“Thig is a great surprise,” he said, as the Pro-
fessor entered. “I did not anticipate seeing you
to-day. When the Sagitta was signalled I was told
you were on board.”

“Have you seen Captain Evered?” asked Rudge.

“Not yet,” was the reply. “He is no doubt finding
out what is going to happen toc him. Benson is
furious with all things, from etheric interruptions
to recalcitrant captains. It will mean court-martial
and half-pay for Evered, I fear.”
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“We shall see,” said Professor Rudge quietly.
“I have come here at once, Mr. Mansfield, because
the matter before us and the world must suffer no
delay. There are details of the position here of
which I am ignorant, and on which you can en-
lighten me.”

“Everything I know is quite at your disposal, but
I feel more in need of enlightenment myself than
qualified to spread it,” said Mansfield, with a smile.

“I know, of course, about the interruption to the
radio,” said Rudge; “but, partly in consequence of
that, I know nothing else—the Government’s opin-
ion, popular information, or measures taken or
proposed regarding the affair of Station X. I want
you to bring me up to date in these things.”

Mr. Mansfield proceeded to enlighten his visitor
as to the occurrences in London and Europe since
Station X had been cut off from the rest of the
world.

Professor Rudge was not surprised at what he
heard; he had expected it. It proved to him that
any chance that remained for mankind on this planet
depended on himself and, under Providence, himself
alone.

“When,” he asked, “will be the next Cabinet
Council ?”

“This day week,” said Mr. Mansfield.

“There must,” said Rudge, “be one to-morrow
morning early.”

“There will certainly not be a meeting of the
Cabinet to-morrow, early or late,” was the dry
official rejoinder. My, Mansfield did not like Pro-
fessor Rudge’s “must,” or his manner.

The Professor looked at Mr. Mansfield for a
moment without speaking.

Interviews with the First Lord and the Prime Minister

« TLL you,” he asked, “come with me now to
see the Prime Minister?”

“I do not think Lord Saxville would be able to
receive you at present,” was the reply.

“He will receive me all right,” said Professor
Rudge grimly.

Mr. Mansfield stiffened still more.

“T vegret,” he said, “that I am unable to go with
you just at present.”

“Well, good-bye, Mr. Mansfield,” said Professor
Rudge, with imperturbable good humour, as he
rose to go. “Thank you for all the information you
have given me. I wanted to know just how matters
were before seeing Lord Saxville. We shall meet
again to-morrow.”

After Professor Rudge had taken his leave, Mr.
Mansfield remembered the many things he had
wanted to ask him about, and that he had learnt
nothing.

If Professor Rudge’s interview with the First
Lord had been lacking in sympathy, that with the
Prime Minister was stormy.

No one had ever seen the Professor in this humour
before. To-day he was not stopping to plead or to
explain: he was a battering ram,

At No. 10 he was at first refused an interview.
Without wasting time he wrote a note and asked
to have it taken to Lord Saxville. His name at least
procured this service. The note did the rest.

He was shown into the waiting-room, from which
a2 few minutes later he was conducted to a room

538

where Lord Saxville was seated at a table covered
with papers.

“So, Mr. Rudge,” began the Prime Minister, in
an even voice, “you threaten me!”

“I DARE anything at present,” said Professor

Rudge, looking straight at Lord Saxville.
“There is too much at stake to-day for the ordinary
rules to obtain, I have learnt from Mr. Mansfield
that you and the Government know my opinion
respecting the present position at Station X and its
danger. I know that that opinion is not generally
accepted among you. It is vital that it should be,
and measures must be taken without delay. I ask
that the Cabinet should meet to-morrow, early, and
that Captain Evered, of the Sagitta, and the most
eminent men of science now in London, or within
reach, shall be present; furthermore, that I shall
have an opportunity of laying my opini