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coupon now for FREE BOOK that tells you about

big money opportunities in RADIO. Better condi-
tions NOW than ever before, in this wonderful new
industry! The reason is: television accomplished, trans-
Atlantic Radio telephony now in use, many other
wonderful advances and inventions constantly widen-
ing the field of Radio opportunity. Radio needs trained
men NOW! And you can get the necessary training
easily and quickly—AT HOME—through new, practical,
tested methods that already have helped hundreds gain
success in the Radio field. Yes, right at home in your
spare hours, you can get all the knowledge you need
for success in Radio—Big Free Book contains all the
proof—send for it today!

EXTRA DOLLARS FOR YOU
ALMOST AT ONCE

Think of earning $15, $20, $30 extra ‘‘on the side” every week
without interfering with your reguiar job, beginning only a few
weeks after you start this training! You can—my Radio training
course is world-famous as the “Training That Pays For Itself.” My
thorough, practical usable training methods show you how to
pick up this extra cash in your spare hours, while all the time
you're preparing for the bigger Radio job ahead. In this way you
can_pay for your course and put money in the bank, all through
profits I teach you to make right after you
start with me. And then, after only a few
months of spare time training, you're ready to
take the bigger Radio positions!

Send Today for 64-Page
FREE BOOK - Mail Coupon

Send the coupon below, and I'll send you my
64-page book—it's free. Hundreds of pictures
antf facts about the opportunities for big money
in the Radio field, how I help you take advant-
age of them: the 6 outfits of practice material I
send you that you can build into 100 Radio
circuits, and the other pay-raising facts you
want to read. No previous Radio experience
needed to take advantage of this offer, and no
special schooling is necessary. Find out all
tﬂe facts for yourself—mail coupon today.

IF youre making a penny less than $50 a week, clip

Appress J. E. SMITH, Presipent

WASHINGTON, D, C. Profession.

DepT, K- 5,

r free 64-
rning Radio
me under

myself in my Radio laboratory here at Detroit.
I ‘am making almost three times what I made
before taking your course, and will receive an-
other substantial increase very soon. As you
know, in the capacity of Radio Engineer here
1 am in full charge of Radio activities apart
from the sales department. So far I have met
with steady advancement, and 1 expect more
for the future. The knowledge I got from you
enabled me to get where 1 am today, and be-
lieve me, 1 shall always be a booster for your
{ine school.

Sincerely, E. L. CHAMBERS,

J. E. SMITH, Pres-
ident, National Radio
Institute, is one of
the leading Radio ed-
ucators of the world.
He has helped hun-

dreds of i
NATIONAL RADI?D INSTITUTE, B s the hadn

Fetzer says
“You Made My

Success Possible”
Dear Mr. Smith: I am now Chief Engineer
of Station W E M C, which I designed and
built myself from the ground up. Six months
were required for the work, and the equipment
was designed for 5,000 watts. Previous to build-
ing this station I had designed and built two
others, one a 500 watt station. I visited ali
the important Radio stations of Europe and
the eastern half of the United States, with all
my expenses paid, before designing W E M C,
in order to get all the latest ideas. I am
very happy in my work, feel that I have
“arrived” in the Radio profession, and I give
your thorough training the credit.

Cordially yours, JOHN E. FETZER,
Station W E M C,

Berrien Springs, Mich.

Find Out FREE How Fetzz:}
Chambers and Hundredsdf}

OthersHave Gained Successmy
RADIO

Mail Coupon Below For Free Book!

“My Salary Three Times What
It Was, Thanks to You”
Says Chambers

Dr. Mr. Smith: Herewith a photograph of

6050 Cass Ave.,
Detroit, Mich.



Learn

, »«.all real actual work...
building real batteries . . .
winding real armatures,
operatingrealmotors,dyna-
mos and generators, wiring
houses, etc., ete. That’s a
glimpse of how we make
you a master electrician in
90 days, teaching you far

3
g
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have no more thantheaverage tery or automotive electrical business for
than you have, ordinary electrician ever yourself and make up to $15,000 a year.
I have worked knows and fitting you to

;

step into jobs leading to

: big pay immediately after
3 . . Coyne is your one great chance to get into elec-
) ‘w ThFor e md};atmn' Here, In this trieit;'r.n Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28
ese world-famous Parent school years olbdt—Coam;etéugmg is t,eslted—];lmv:nl} lxlayond-
£ & Here ndreds i all doubt—endo! y many large electrical con-
¢ your l‘lﬂmd of ?m‘ggogu()oym- —and nowhere elsetln thﬁ cerns. You can find out everything ahuoluteli free.
uld %. and jf you uzw men. Our free em- world—can you get suc Simply mail the coupon and let me send you the big,

training!

i
i

m:m bureau gives you
employment service.
Armature

Service Statlon
£200 & Week
Mm-smo:w::x

You to it. r jobs .é.;_us:lxariu « « . opportunities. Tells you h<_;‘.|
'.I'hn penses while training and how we assist

in the u.e:: 3120 a Week JObS, Pay’ Fut'l-re g::rngynduat.m in the field. This does not obligate you.

) ; Substation e & Week Don’t worry abou}‘. a JOI'I:' So act at once. Just mail coupon.

gl Auto Electriclan $110 a Week training settles the

x U never [ Inventor - - Unlimied | Coyne train i -

& Malntenance i n for life. De- G
o be ;tﬁo % weex | JOb questio e t ‘h s
Tic:

mand for Coyne men often

I
i

: Ama‘zinly as Way
\to get into ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job., Now
« » « and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60
and up, a week, in Electricity —NOT by correspondence, but by an

hor amazing way to teach, that makes you an electrical expert in 90 days!
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine!

Without Lessons in QQroavs

- ]

|
exceeds the supply. Our employment.
bureau gives you lifetime service. Twa
weeks after graduation, Clyde F. Hart got
a position as electrician with the Great
Western Railroad at over $100 a week.
That’s not unusual. We can point to many
of Coyne men making up to $600 a month.
$60 a week is only the beginning of your
opportunity. You can go into radio, bat-

Get the Facts

free Coyne book of 150 photographs . . . facts .

FREE

Mr. H. C. Lewis, Pres.

YNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 67-02
%-524 S. Paulina 8!7, cuc.;i." 1L

Dear Mr. Lewis:

W‘L"‘;‘}‘ obligation mﬁ gn E&u&‘ bz:freeuéum - n;:gm ’
£ enrne%rh }}]a;dlo and Automotive Cmin:ﬁ.l and how I can
; . by any salesman. p
MCAL scHOOL I Name........s blewtiaivsvessonsevnssnatthesinvasns .
H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept. 67-02 = e N SO
: - wm,m;m B I e or s voesn i snvashresrasisas sy State o=
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Contents for September In Our Next Issue:
AROUNDIf THE‘l UNIVERSE, by Ray Cum-
. E mings. you love interplanetarian stori
The Malignant Flower and who doesn’t—here isg story that tv?’lllllfsc-l;
B SRalbs B A . . B . ok ey 526 your heart good. It is written in an entirely
different vein, and yet contains excellent science *
, all the way through. Incidentally, the astrono-
The Radio Ghost my contained therein is most excellent as well as
By Otis Adelbert Kline ......... B3 correct, and gives you an insight into the won-
ders of the universe that thaps few other
“spacle” storieshcan boasl:.I e know you will
- e a7 = greatly enjoy this story. It is a classic.
Th% T,;;i.‘;l l;“’éect‘le Trapapoctation C;ﬁ TREASURES OF TANTALUS, by Garret
Yy Wi SN =gl 2 bE  ati oyt toteoy Smith (A Serial in 2 Parts). Here is one of the
most daring and exciting stories which we have
ever read. Now that we have television, the idea
The Stone Cat of the author’s Telephonoscope, by which it is
By Miles J. Breuer, M. D. ......... 553 possible to spy upon people and see what is hap-
% pening right in their own homes and offices is
oﬁ tremendous ilnterest. lHow o}:lle man succeelc‘ii-
ed in practically controlling the entire wor
The Colour Out of Space thereby, is told in inimitable style by this fam-
By H. P. Loveoraft ...:.ccconeiionse 556 ous and well-known author, who has also writ-
;en “AfterdA M}illlion faYl:ars"—“OnhEl;:_ Bnntlileo:
,000, and other ous scientifiction”
The War of the Worlds 'IIN‘THE WINGED D}?OM, bytxiﬂneff;h G;,l::ir;'
ial i arts) Part II ow that aviation has come to the fore n,
B through the exploits of our American flyers, this i
By H. G. Wells .. .....cocovvennn. 568 story gives you a peep into the future, and you
see what may happen when a powerful nation 15
y about to invade this country. Here we hﬂ“&
A Link to the Past aviation to the mth degree, and yet, as Youil‘.'%’es |
By Chas. G. Blandford ..p.....0..0. 598 on, you will become convinced of the possibili
1 contained in the story. The
: 5 T B 6’7& 3 HICKS’ INVENTIONS WITH A KICKH(n ry
. s ! Hicks’ Hydraulic Bank Protector), by i
. Hugh Simmons. Being a true inventive getinns,
Our Cover Mr. Hicks, despite his_luckless demonstratiozh
: bobs uptgnce more 'E!;Fh t?' mo:-e n;aivo;%:i o
< th icts a scene from “The Malignant Flower,” vention than ever. is time 1t 18 3 n
g.ﬁ.,';:; ﬂ,:q:vil, gigantic flower has caught Sir William for the absolute pro'tectlon of banks "gm]ll:tysaag
Armstrong with its sucking arms, lifting him by the shoul- and all robbers. High water _preﬂsnrt;f demon-
der, higher and higher, preparatory to drawing him within effe%ltive pa? cl;ErE——tOD effective in thi
d stration, 1n fact.

.‘ i " "iub Tabasesrd Subserip”

SUBSCRIE “AMAZING SBTORIES.” Send your name,  at speclal reduced club rates. Send postal for
ot a5 Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Ave., tions start with the current issue unless otherwise Mlml blank iﬂ,: :
should be made payable to Ex-  ON EXPIRATION of mubwdp;imm:ﬁ enclose ‘um we Teceive Yo
Mention the name of the maguzine you gt P'UT 0O 20"y Tenewal, delivery of the. mARSETS (il it

of
CHANGE OF ADDRESS: Notify us as far in advance e magazine
ing your 0ld address as well as the mew one to which fUtUT® JiC, " records-
to go. Itukuuummmpnammw““w
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| ‘.‘ enables any one
" o obtain )
s and Happiness

Jounow may obtain absolute'ly f.ree
 charge, and without any obligation
L oever, a complete copy of the
i 6000-word Realization Lec-
. by Judge Daniel A. Simmons,
hologist, educator, author of

ige Simmons states in his lecture:

You can be anything you want to
 be, have anything you desire, and
- Gccomplish anything not in viola-
lion of natural law that you wish
o accomplish” .

”Ph'm in a plain, definite, way the
4. 87 Simple method that makes all
i quickly possible for anyone.
_ H‘Ppiness and Success
ey 3 "2t You think of
7y tink of psychology or be-
o for you, ip Plain justice to yourself
& It hag oupon for thig truly remarkable

‘. wide the road to happiness
People in every walk of life in this

: DM‘ Overcome

m: ::d& your present surround-
® automp;) m:; you want a beautiful

o ifes o all those things that

Lo 1% the
:lgh regard and deep, sincere
" dislijego “™ YOu misunderstood and

|
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bl scentific works, judge of the highest =
[court of his state and lecturer on psychol-
y psycho-ana YSis, mental dlerﬂpeutics’ etc.
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Documentary Proof

In our files are letters from prominent business
and professional people and from those who have
spent their lives on lonely farms and ranches; let-
ters from those born to wealth and from those who
have felt the touch of stark poverty; letters from
people who have desired so material a thing as a
diamond ring, and from those who have wished for
fame in literature, art, etc.

These letters, telling how Realization has fulfilled
every desire, changed failure to success, illness to

" health, discouragement to self-confidence and sor-

row to happiness, are more than a hint of what the
Realization Lecture can bring into your own life.

Costs Absolutely Nothing

Grasp HERE and NOW this fortunate opportunity of bring-
ing into your life a heretofore unknown beauty, happiness, success
and peace that passes understanding. Send the coupon for Judge
Simmons’ Realization Lecture TODAY!

The AMERICAN INSTITUTE of PSYCHOLOGY
1109 Law Exchange Building, Jacksonville, Florida.

The American Institute of Psychology, ;
1109 Law Exchange Bldg., Jacksonville, Florida.

i
]
1
]
]
]
I
I
: way of fulfilling EVERY lawful desire.
i
I
I
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Please send me entirely free and without any obligation whatsoever,
potpaid under SEALED cover, COMPLETE copy of Judge Simmons'
thrilling, 6000-word Realization Lecture that explains the simple, scientific
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M. P. CASEY, M. P., by ARTHUR GUY EMPEL &
The thrilling war story of a rough-neck Irishman 1

who craved action on the Front—and got it!
15 Other Thrilling War Tales including:

A FLYING FOOL’S LUCK by RAOUL WHITFIELD
SPY and the SPIDER by FREDRICK C. PAINTON
MESSAGES OF DEATH by CAPT. DAVE!
~ SALVOS OF STEEL by J. R. JOHNSTY
A. W. O. L. by RICHARD A. MAR
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Cold Fact Tomorrow

= CANADIAN correspondent, Mr. C. G. Portsmouth,
of Vancouver, takes us to task about “The Lost Con-
| tinent.” Says he:
| “[ am a constant reader of your magazine, and am
taking the Liberty of writing you in regard to the
i " “The Lost Continent,” in your July issue.
foreword states that this tale contains the best
ce of all the prize-winning stories submitted.
on story, I quite understand, and appreciate,
on, such as inventions, new powers, discov-
physical and psychic laws, and their adapta-

itable to the authors, because, indeed, as you
t fiction today—cold fact tomorrow.’
point—it is not, however, good science to
logical impossibility, a direct contra-

THE MYSTERY OF TIME

By HUGO GERNSBACK

and then having it explained to them, as far as the people of Atlantis
were concerned, the ship, the sphere and the explorers in time simply
did not exist—could not exist, because these people had already lived
through this moment of time once when there was no ship, no sphere,
and no travelers-in-time, and were now simply reliving that same mo-
ment of time again.”

Offhand, the logic contained in Mr. Portsmouth’s letter seems per-
fect, but is it? Many things that sound perfectly illogical today
may be perfectly logical tomorrow, in the light of more and better
knowledge. If you had told some one, 75 years ago, that a black
jron disc inside of a telephone receiver could faithfully reproduce
practically every known sound, and, indeed, reproduce a whole or-
chestra at one time, you would have been laughed at. How can the
self-same diaphragm reproduce twenty different instrumentsall at the
same time? Logic, at that time, would have dictated that it was
impossible. Yet we know from our everyday experience that it is now
quite commonplace.

Likewise, when we delve into the mystery of time, we should be
most careful, because we are venturing on an uncharted sea, of which
but little is known. An interesting sidelight on Mr. Portsmouth’s
contention is answered in the article, “Explorations in the World of
Dreams,” by H. G. Wells, published in the New York Times Maga-
zine of July 10th, 1927, from which we quote the following:

“The point of interest is that our mind can be considered as exist-
ing in the past and in the future, as extending, so to speak, both

beyond what we consider to be the actual moment.

“I hope that does not strike the reader as too crazy a proposition.
Most of us have given very little thought to what we mean by the
actual moment. What do we mean by ‘now?” How much time is
it? Behind ‘now’ stretches the past, ahead is the future, but is it it-
self an infinitesimal instant? Do we merely exist as a flash, as a
series of flashes, so to speak, of no duration at all, between a past
gone by and a future still to come, or does ‘now’ bulge into both
past and future?

“This will be a novel and amusing question to most people and a
profoundly irritating one to certain types. They will be so accus-
tomed to speak of past and future as though they were in actual
contact at the present, that the assertion will be astonishing and dif-
ficult, and yet as they think it over, it will acquire an insinuating
and troublesome plausibility, that ‘now”.”

Here is a profound thinker who seriously argues a point that
offhand, to be impossible. It may not be so.

Furthermore, if we contemplate a nova in the skies, that is, a star
t suddenly up in the heavens, our astronomers quickly tell
that this t took place perhaps four or five thousand years ago.
star burst out into flame while Rome was being built, yet

lately saw the effect of it. The reason is that it took sev-

the other

th
for the light to reach the earth.
On nd, according to Einstein, time, which is a dimen-
doa,mbnckoniuelf,andwil!come‘backaftﬂuwuinqde,
this is true, the situation as described in the story under discus-
K:n. “The Lost Continent,” would not be quite so impossible.
you think of time as a ribbon which will come back to its start-
- : ily see that you will reach a point where two
i different dates, will run past each other

;
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Ras had finished his story.
% l‘tl}:itle he stood there, stiff and

| For

: ’ a statue in front of the
A ,u-all?ht a;"; who was immersed in
A JE:; Ethought- He measured him with

the mysticism of ancient wisdom
_ d enigmatic cruelty were min-
i pallve slowly with measured steps.

 Then h"wlr;f;iam Armstrong started up from his
i Geor © | ed down a glass of whiskey. It
ging 214 VR ot the Hindoo had told him,
pel e:;dunet one had to believe him word for
:.., Ba:Iat Ras was a Yoghi, and a Yoghi
 for But he wanted to, and had to settle for
3 lwl-he ther occult powers abided in these strange
¢ 2 hate the European and very seldom bring
t‘;;e wpature secrets” of their land. Sir George
"1l off and without any ties. No sport was
. to him. He could certainly start the under-
. hut he needed a reliable as well as taciturn
The native servant familiar with the ways
to whom he disclosed his plan, said he
or be thrown alive to a tiger or be buried
ill.  So he had to turn to his faithful old
he long full years of their connection, he had
. more dlm a mere

in which

lanC! 5 hﬂme an

an1on

THE MALIGNANT FLOWER 527

o ohn Bannister smiled sneeringly. His master stood
immersed in deep thought. He thought of the blonde
fiancée, whom in this very month he was to take to
her future home. Near Calcutta, in a picturesque
suburb, is a charming bungalow, which was even
then being erected in feverish haste according to his
directions. Then he would be at an end, once for all,
as a restless globe-trotter and adventurer. But till
then, Harriet Richards was to suspect nothing of the
goal of the journey, was not to be given one second
of worry or of anxiety. He would pretend a business
trip. And he laid out his plan. The railroad went
part of the way. He would buy reliable maps of the
country, would get provisions and a little row-boat,
would use porters until he would get to the entrance
of the ravine. In the bright mid-day he would enter
it, while this last bit of the journey, he and his valued
John Bannister should conquer alone. John rubbed

his hands in satisfaction. He was satisfied with the

Partyeeeeaess

THE Hindoo had spoken the truth. The ravine
was there. Behind dusky black marshlands was
a bright tropical carpet of flowers in the most gorge-
ous colors of the young autumn. The gr al was reached.
The porters pushed the boat into the :wamp and lay
down trembiing in a little

ced, he was a

spite
was
oo g
took

remote ages.

hollow. Three hours of

tial friend. HIS story, which has just come to us from Ger- waiting was assigned them,
; many, is not only a little literary masterpiece, Rt ol R
ful as a 3. s o scientific gem as well. Of course, stories of 10U
ous and inde- man-eating plants are nothing mew in literature, but venturers to go all over the
n hl'&ips, we believe that this one is so unusual
danger. Hi lent, that it deserves your particular attention. And
B e . g you think that a man-eating plant is an impos-
m gibility, your attention is called to the illustrations
seemed to Which we are printing elsewhere, being actual photo-  roce.  The air was filled
R phs of flowers as tall as, and taller than, human ith biti
g:l"lnﬂs. he story of man-eating plants has persisted Wt strong biting vapors
for many years and there is ’l:'io good ﬁezsoz} lwlzy as the two discoverers glid-
nit should not, or could not, exis esh-
plants are well known to science. There are ed aflong the edge of the
many Ll:wm and plants that cateh not only flies turbid 4
and tgre insects, but smaldlo mubt mmals aa; well. }'Mfz river. On each side the
no reason to e existence of suc . . .
&dm‘ rotmu ¢ i magpae ”bd? i o ioh bare cliffs were in curious
plants are in existence to
ty—there might have been many of them in the flora which awaited them

, and so excel- little valley which was to
be explored.
Countless little bubbles

end scum-covered

hich is a possibili- contrast to the blooming

in the valley. A quantity

re is a curious little bit of

‘lhhshperpmdml“

of withered thorn bushes,
with dried and crooked branches, rose on the edge
of the stream, which thickened steadily. The sun
poured down obliquely. No wind stirred in this silent
afternoon siesta of nature. As they got out of the
boat, a heavy veil of vapor stretched over the upper
valley. The atmosphere seemed to brew sultry over

all and purple lightning jerked over the landscape.

A hedgehog sprang up before them. Fearless and
confident, he sized up the unusual visitors, trotted

ide of them for a while, then sat upon his hind
legs and nibbled - at an artichoke. Their shadows

ﬁl them, dumb, trembling companions, while
the adventurers, between bare cliffs, dropped down

valley of the flowers, which stood in their
exquisite bloom. Sir George forged

. e




528 AMAZING STORIES

‘hind him came his companion, and both were armed which they were walkine was wel] 3
to the teeth. black, bare, sleoply-risi?lg c]iffe bei_‘iﬂdhim_ :‘
A wonder garden spread before their enraptured been poured from sealing “-éx ,a :hm}_‘ Mighy 1
gaze. Flower after flower, each of inimitable bril- valley, seemed to vibrate far ,in r:hewglch clw
lSlancE

liancy of color, pict r i i i . i
y » pictures of never glimpsed dimensions, Bannister started to run in order tq catch

-]

ever thicker, ever higher, rather trees than flowers. A master, but his progress was ever P wiy

whole forest through which it was only with diffi- plants or round rock boulders reti{ded s c"*p
culty that one could make his way. Orchids of the thicket rising from the ground ,cuatn fnmfv a .,.W
most varied kinds were here on the frontier of the high-  his view ahead. He forced his w o1t ki Step
est giant cliffs of the world! Wary, dreamlike, gigantic ously and found himself in an EY throy o
flowers, with heat-trembling calyxes, covered the at the end of the ravine, And the p.e:;] Elade, pyy
whole ravine, cutting off all vision beyond it. Brus- gaze........... “But such a thj i t-thatmﬂ
quely and undeterred, Sir s "MDossibjgpn

thought Johy .

himself, g heB;?E}l::
hand over his eyes, M1
unheard-of wondey T
vanish, but stooq inap
umental quiet, Iy the
dle of the glade 5 colosgg
flower rose up to g --.4;-"
of nearly 10 feet, the g
nearly a foot thick, o
ing like an immense oy
lock cone. From the
five or six great leaves,
sembling leather, reache]
down to the ground. Fron
the blooms there droppe
a fluid of overcomins
strength of scent. And he
saw Sir George William
Armstrong, sunk in wonder,
standing close by this
queen of the valley. Jom
Bannister involuntaril
stood still. Something h
moved. The pair of bloom
of this great flower Wi
hitherto had hung @OV

George forced his way for-
ward and onward, and his
companion had more than
once to warn him to look
out for urknown dangers.
What would rise up from
behind or between this col-
ored scenery? What kind
of beings lurked behind it
all, waiting for them? }

There was nothing to be |
seen but flowers and more
flowers. In feverish ex- ;
citement they observed the Sih
size of the strange forest :
with its great plant
growths as high as men,
whose flowers in silent and
majestic quiet were throned
upon their stems. Nothing
moved. Once only a Hi-
malayan fox moved past
them like a streak of light-
Cis ning, and again there was
the silence of a graveyard.
Only the overcoming per-
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 fume of these myriads of tiffened themselves visbl
blooms increased, and fur- .", _the piercing ”wft h.
ther progress seemed to |{ fume streamed out of
oppress the very senses, [T oveepreigii und
and the two wanderers three-fold thorny lips *™
were overcome by a fan- their colored patter

~ tastic dreamlike mood. . a 1 bled in the af
: - ere an . . o ¢
 These flowers, these giant vt """ b “HEENL L et i o rererse back and forh B
butterflies, or magnificent s pla, o coin s made s et ka8 Dorio columh
color, fluttering a- nids which are unfortunate ‘.‘t‘::&gn?c ravel down to imbibe of the dark l;l:k' !
were they not , ; with bl
4 ,f\ﬂe bemge, which resembled 1o curve upwards, showing a 1_81' it
benumbing the senses with a  red veins. What was this frightful s
the é‘;“m v ofgmn;— body, whose spots swelled up W.th’&
; eorge gave iree’ tions? ‘ s
 beings which ~ Whatever it was, it meant danger
hing nister screamed out with the full sir¢

¥
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with fright, saw his

- panni® h?soshoulders, up, higher and high-
- Il:ft"d by B for a couple of §econds in un-
pim hanglﬂj:' finally disappearing slowly in-
o palances anatmcious, malignant flower, \?‘l]OSB

A of the drew themselves together with a
B nce WOT° Sir George celebrated a symbolic
In this WaY ¢ 8 festival more overcoming, but
age with n.E;:]u : t,han that for which he had pre-
) ore hﬁﬂ’l Ofrer the whole scene horror seemed

o) k bat’s wings.
" oep on dar action of a second only, and John

en Stlff

here waﬁglieg;ined his senses. He hastened-to
gnis! h-;ith giant paces, drew his knife and tried

?i" tough tentacles of the plant, clos-.:ly
E 1o each other. The knife went to pieces like
g his grip, then he seized the axe, and accura-
'”2] carefully delivered blow after blow, which
:a up to a sort of clangor, as if a bell were crack-
"l" ten minutes of strenuous work, he had
his master from his dangerous position, literally
led out of a sheath.

bole as death he lay before him on the grass, a grim
\#07en smile as if half of supernatural pleasure,
of the fear of death was on his rigid features. But

reathed, lived, appeared uninjured, and allowed

1f to be dragged away as if lifeless.
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The return journey was silent and oppressive, first
going back to .he waiting poriers, then the whole par-
ty returned to civilization. Nothing could nduce Sir
Armstrong to open his lips. He stared before him as
if his mind had completely left him.

Later when Harriet Richards can to his bed in the
hospital, he at first failed to recognize her.  Then,
while foam appeared at the corners of his lips, he rose
up in his bed and with a frightful, piercing yell, he
pushed her away....

And Sir George has not led Harriet Richards to the
altar.  Fourteen days after the catastrophe his hair
became white as snow. A broken man for the rest
of his life, he was taken to the City Insane Asylum,
lingered there a year and a half until death set him
free.

ETURNING from the burial, John Bannister sud-
denly saw Daulat Ras, the Yoghi, who seemed to
have risen frcm the ground as by magic. “You had
your warning,” said he, and an undefinable express-
ion played about his lips. “But how was it,” cried out
the other, “that Sir George rushed to ki fate and to
destruction, while I was spared?” On the features of
the Asiatic lay the impenetrable mask of the Sphynx.
With his forefinger he touched the parchment white
face of the old servant. “Blood,” said he, meaningly,
(Continued on next page)

The Largest Flower in the World

- We reprint this article and pictures from SCIENCE & INVENTION, to prove once more the possibility
temingly impossible things. Here and on the previous page are photographs of actual flowers which exist
Who knows but that some bold explorer might venture into still unknown lands and discover a flower

negrly gpprozimating the description of “T'he Malignant Flower?”
 ihe Island of Stmatra, in the later it was 22 inches high. It con- height about 6 feet 6 inches, ap-

East Indies, some of tinued to grow and in June 24th at peared in all its beauty.

M. Dakkus,

the most exotic and curious midday, the point of the spathe be- the scientist conducting the experi-

B2re to be found growing wild.
re that we must look for the

in the world. On the
1925: a scientist
hophall. bud of the Giant
—— 0 S
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‘ment, fortunately took the trouble to
photograph the Amorphophalle in
its whole expansive bloom, so as
to preserve for us the fragile
beauty of this rare and transient
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—then he glided back and disappeared in the crowd
of mourners.

THREE years passed. Harriet Richards moved to
Liverpool, an' managed the household for her
brother Jack, the ship -owner. Life resumed its usual
way and even in her memory, the frightfulness of the
events gradually paled. One evening, as Harriet sat in
the confortably-heated sitting room opposite her broth-
er, the winter storm howling over the Atlantic, her
glance rested on a column in the “Daily Telegraph.”
Instinctively she took it up and read: “The Life
Memoirs of the recently deceased Professor Dr. de
Palfi, known as a botanist and explorer will soon ap-
pear. The professor’s greenhouses, with their orchid
cultures, situated in Vienna, his adopted home city,
have enjoyed great European fame for the last ten
years. In his memoirs, the professor tells in an im-
pressive way of his extended explorations which took
him into the most distant regions of all the continents.
With the permission of the publisher we can quote
from its contents today the sensational information
that de Palfi on his last journey in which he reached
the interior of Madagascar, actually came upon the
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much-debated ‘Man Eating Plant.’
be a very r.are variety o‘f CJ’PTlpf:dia Zigantey bt
ing to the class of the giant orchids, ang e loyg
flower on earth. These plantS, ETOWing ielar
remote valleys, have ascribed to thep 1 Centg
seize small and also larger animals, apq P

who come within their reach. In the spring :nd ey
always according to de Palfi’s observatiop tl? i.
carp, or seed-container, forms a sort of na; I
It thrusts out a quantity of sharp clay.]
which, as they sink into the flesh, are strong epg

to hold the large animals prisoners, Within, the :4“‘

is covered all over with suction caps, COnlainiE
sort of resinous gum that acts like birdlime i, a‘}?‘ 1
trap. By virtue of a certain plant stimulus, 4 ref{ i
motion back and forth sets up, enabling the enormops
orchid to draw into itself even the body of a full,
grown man. The plant, it is understood, is 5
flesh-eater. It feeds itself principally on large ai
mals and men. Sometimes the victims can be freed
from the embraces of the flower after the murderoy
attack of the plant. Otherwise the captured indivig
ual is completely absorbed and fourteen days later
the bare skeleton is cast out,”
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THE END
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1. What is one of the absolute and definite
characteristics of the Hindu yoghi? (See
. page b527T).
2. What is the structure of one of the famous
insect-eating plants? (See page 528).
Is there a flower larger than a man? (See
page 529). -

; 4. What flower blooms but once in its life-

time? (See page 529).

.~ What is the name of the man-eating

: t in Madagasecar? (See page 530).

v the unexplained phenomenon
the performances of the dis-

Eusapia Palladino? (See

3.

What Do You Know?

READERS of AMAZING STORIES have frequently commented upon the fact that there is more
actual knowledge to be gained through reading its pages than from many a textbook. Moreover,
) : } making it possible for any one to grasp important facts.
The questions which we give below are all answered on the pages as listed at the end of the ques-
Please see if you can answer the questions first without looking for the answer, and see how

questionnaire of this kind every month, do not fail to mark your reply on the !
will find elsewhere, If there is sufficient demand for the questionnaire We

storés now by asking for dry ice) (Se¢
page 541). |

10. What did the Roman gladiators say &S
they passed the Emperor? (See page 548)-
11. What happens to a British engine driver

during a collision? (See page 569)-

If the Thames which leads to the port °f
London were obstructed so that no ve:m_
could enter, how could Londoners best e
bark to leave the country in case of W&T*

(See page §575). I

12.

What dominant feature of almost allwhh:;
man devices is neglected by nature?
is the device? (See page 582).

13.

f
What would be the probable psychologY o
the human mind if the race weré G,
verge of extermination? (See page
Why are our systems immune to 0 7
$ "Way which cause putrefaction 1% d::i
bodies? (See page 594). i :
. do we find Widmanstatten i
‘(v-geo page 559). vl
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Author of “The Malignant Entity.”

+-As I bent over to examine the i i i i

spot, I heard a cry of warning from the girl and a quick movement behind me. I turned, but could

Nove in time to avoid the heavy chair which wz rushing t%ward me;, gIi: knocked me over and came back, apparently bent on my
destruction.”

s R Dorp looked up in annoyance when Mrs.  “Keep your seat, Evans,” he said. “I don’t expect
Z8Yl Bream came into the room. As was my this interview to be either important or protracted.”
7’."-.4, weekly custom, I had dropped into his I resumed my seat, but rose again immediately as
sy for a short Saturday afternoon’s a neatly dressed girl entered the room. She was
Visit, and the talk had turned to our small, golden haired, and quite pretty. For a moment
m P‘yduc phenomena. The learned she glanced at both of us, standing beside our chailrs
_ % Yexation had followed the unobstrus- —then evidently decided in favor of the doctor’s griz-

Mﬁ:‘ housekeeper during a somewhat zled Van Dyke.

, of that physically elusive but “] am Greta Van Loan, doctor,” she said, address-
"Y evident substance which has come to ing him as if sure she had spoken to the right man.
; seomaarr e e e TR T AT L L “You recognize me, then?”
*

tmead FIS remarkable story, made so principally by he aSkECi, d}:‘awmg a chair
the fact that radio enters into it, is one of the forward for her.

YOU,  most ingenious we have ever read. The best part .She sat _d_own lightly, and

about the story, however, is that the radio prin- “"121 exquisite grace.
ciples throughout the story are quile accuraie. “To 1_18 sure. I have seen
There is nothing fantastic about it, and the thing Your picture n the papers
A can be dupli, by any good radio man today. €ver so many times, usually
% . Here, tﬁan, is a scientifiction story, thrilling, 1n c?nm?ctmn with your
:&m ious, and breath-taking, that we know you investigations of spiritistic

il enjoy. phenomena.”

e The doctor did not appear
1e twelve volumes he to feel flattered. In fact, his look was rather one of
oon see.” boredom, as if he expected something unpleasant to
is grow out of this subtle blandishment. His voice, how-

 ever, was quite pleasant as he replied.

P »
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532 AMAZING
“Indeed. Will you tell me how I may be of service
to you?”

She looked at me, and I developed a most unneces-
sary feeling. I rose once more, this time firmly
resolved to take my leave, but again the doctor
detained me.

“Miss Van Loan,” he said, “allow me to present
Mr. Evans, my friend and colleague. Like me, he is
an investigator of the supernormal in psychic phe-
nomena.”

Her acknowledgement of the introduction was ac-
companied by a charming smile that immediately put
me at my ease.

“I have heard of your work in connection with that
of Dr. Dorp,” she said. “How fortunate that I find
you two together—especially as my reason for coming
to see the doctor has a direct bearing on the very
subject that seems to be of interest to both of you.
Won’t you stay?”

I relapsed once more into my chair.

The doctor, I observed, had pricked up his ears
like a hound on a hot trail. He leaned forward in
his chair and pressed the tips of his fingers together
—an attitude he always assumed when absorbed in a
problem that was of intense interest to him.

“Miss Van Loan,” he began, “you are not by any
chance a relative of my old friend and fellow worker,
Gordon Van Loan?”

“I am his niece.”

“Indeed. I begin to understand your interest in
spiritistic phenomena. Dense of me not to have
thought of it before.”

“But, doctor, I am not interested in spiritistic phe-
nomena,”

- “Eh? Not interested? I'm afraid I don’t—"
“I have always feared and detested the very thought
- of meeting or communicating with the disembodied
spirits.”

“Really, Miss Van Loan, you surprise me,” said
the doctor. “Your uncle, up to the very time of his
‘death, was an ardent supporter of the spiritistic hypo-
thesis. I have had many a private debate with him on
subject.”

R T

£

ks

~ “I am aware of that. I, too, have argued the subject -

m when it was forced on me. Until three days
as firm an unbeliever as you. But now—
. o think. It seems that my uncle,
to force his belief upon

STORIES

“He left something over half g

which was in first mortgage real estate }, Mogt o

addition to the home and estate, which % s,

to be worth at least a hundred thousand» EStimayeq
ms to y,

“Quite a sizeable bequest, and, it gee
ay
Mposge] With

millign,

ample recompense for the condition j
g

“So I thought too, until I spent g night iy
awful house. It was then that I began tq reali
full import of his explanation of the reasong fo: h'u
unusual provision.” /

“Just what was his explanation?”

“I can give you his exact words. In the Jag
days they have burned themselves into my very soy,

- [13

He said: “~for when I return to prove the realit
of life after death it is not unreasonable to a5
person who benefits so materially by this wil] g, bes
on hand to greet me, and to receive and transmit my
message of hope and good cheer to the misguideg”
scoffers, who, by their very attitude, prevent their
departed loved ones from communicating with them?

“Hem. And have you received the message, or some
thing purporting to be the message?”

“Not exactly, but there have been indications of 3
strange and terrible presence in that house — an elus.
ive, disembodied entity that, while not a creature of
flesh and blood, exercises an uncanny power over
material objects as well as living creatures.”

“I see. And the manifestations?” :

“Ghostly raps, shuffling footsteps in rooms that
untenanted, overturned furniture and broken china,
strange sickening odors suggestive of the damk
mustiness of the tomb, lights darkened and suddenly
lighted again with no evidence of switches or of fuses
having been tampered with, the touch of cold handsin
the dark, doors opening and closing in the dead of
night, the icy breath—"

“The icy breath? What is that?” N

“It is the most convincing evidence of my upcle’
presence in the house. Although the last three days
and nights have been exceptionally warm, even for 4
gust, I have felt it, and the servants have felt it—2 mot:
ing current of air with a dank, charnel odor, as col ¢
a wind from the ice-bound Arctic circle. As you 8% ;0
doubt aware, my uncle was an ardent admirer ©
famous Italian medium, Eusapia Palladino. il 0
the most baffling manifestations which she 13 o ir
have produced time and again in the presenc® cold
vestigating scientists, was the icy breath — .'bﬂ
breeze that appeared to come from her f"reb;.:iu ex
she was in a trance. Many scoffed, but none € 4.
plain this remarkable phenomenon. My severs!
referred to it in his lectures. He has writ® ]
pers regarding it for spiritistic publicatio™ e
living creatures, you say, have hoot




R .. morning he snapped at my hand
g water- 1?;5;{0 his iead-—something he has
1 attelm pted The servants, 100, have seen, heard
one before: that have affected me, but being
ot the gslory in them rather than fear them.
galists they & have worked for my uncle for the
" pd wile ﬂéfy man acting as gardener, chauffeur
ten YOOI wzman as cook and housekeeper.”
. Ernest Hegel. Is he, too, stopping
1 9‘”

you 8t P’-mg{mt sailed for Germany last Sat-
0 Col{smAmHicm representative for a Berlin
j I:;e:ical manufacturer, and was sent for by

”

M is a German citizen?”

was German, but he was born in Amer-
. he is an American citizen. His mother,
- father and Uncle Gordon, was American, of
“ Dutch descent. Part of his education was
od at Heidelberg, and he took a post graduate
+ in chemistry and bacteriology in Vienna. When
ar broke out, his sympathy for the land of his
- was what turned my uncle against him.” ’
d consequently made you the preferred heir?’

hink that has Zomethmg to do with it, although
meed as thoroughly with Uncle Gordon in his
bby, spiritism, as Ernest did on questions of
ternational relations.”

 any .of‘ﬁe manifestations you speak of occur

lavtinr

except the queer behavior of my dog.”

- You have stated a very interesting case,
I,ierone,willheverygladtoin-
phenomena which have been troubling

may have the help of both of you—
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1t came unexpectedly in#n view — an ancient brick
homestead of the Dutch Colonia] type, with gables
that droopec.l despondently, and chimneys surmounted
by double tiles that stood out ag

) ainst the background
of gray sky like headless torsos with arms upraised to
heaven,

As we drew up before the entrance, the noise of the
doctor’s motor ceased, and from just beyond the back-
ground of trees, there came a throbbing, pulsating
murmur which had not previously been audible to us,
announcing the proximity of Lake Michigan,

Scarcely had we set foot on the porch, when the
door opened silently and a gray haired, white jacketed
man with burning gray eyes that looked out from
hollow recesses in a pale, wrinkled, and cadaverous
countenance, stood aside, hand on latch, for us to
enter. So loathesome in appearance was this death-
like creature that I had a feeling of repugnance even
at the thought of permitting him to take my hat in his
bony, clawlike hands.

After disposing of our hats, he conducted us to a
commodious living room, tastily furnished, where we
were greeted by our charming hostess. Then he silent-
ly withdrew, closing the door after him.

Although she maintained a brave, calm demeanor,
I noticed that the hand of Miss Van Loan was trembl-
ing as I took it in mine. The doctor, also, must have
noticed this, for he quickly transferred his long, slim
fingers to her pulse.

“Has anything happened?” he asked consulting his

lwah:ll.

“Nothing yet, but I have been oppressed by a hor-
rible feeling which I cannot explain. I have worried.
too, for fear something might prevent your coming.”

“You are a very brave young woman,” he said,
pocketing his watch and releasing her wrist, “but you
have been under exceptionally severe nervous strain. _
Just now you are beginning to feel the reaction. Your
heart, however, is good, and I believe another night of
it can do you no permanent injury. Were this not the
case, I should advise you to immediately leave this
house, despite the tremendous financial stake in-
volved.”

“But, doctor, do you think the—the presence, can
be driven out in one night?”

“That is my hope. I have a theory—"

His speech was suddenly interrupted by a noisy
rattling of the door knob—the very door which the
servant had silently closed a few minutes before,

“It is coming!” said the girl breathlessly, a note of

~ terror in her voice. :
" The three of us watched the door silently—intently.
gt

opened, revealing the dimly lighted hallway, in

no living creature was visible. For a moment

‘Then it closed with a bang.

‘open as if someone were standing there

B
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534 AMAZING

“I believe he scared me worse than it,” I said with
a nervous laugh, sinking back on the davenport, re-
lieved by the realization that the noise, at least, had
been earthly.

“It is now in the room,” said the girl. “Don’t you
feel a strange presence?”

“Not yet,” said the doctor gravely.

We waited breathlessly for the next manifestation.
For several minutes the only sounds I could hear
were those which drifted through the two open win-
dows, one on each side of the fireplace—the clatter
of frogs, the piping of nocturnal insects, the incessant
muffled roar of the surf on the beach, and the occasion-
al call of a night bird. Then a heavy poker, which
had been leaning against the fireplace, clattered to the
tiles, slid across them, and progressed with a queer
jerky motion across the rug to the center of the room,
It remained there for a moment, then twirled around
and came straight toward me, still with the same jerky
motion. When it seemed about to strike my feet I
drew them up, half expecting the thing to leap at me.

Despite this singular and, to me, inexplicable phe-
nomenon, Dr. Dorp maintained, unruffled, his look
of complete absorption. The girl, however, was
manifestly alarmed.

“Be careful, Mr. Evans,” she said tensely. “I'm
afraid it may hurt you.”

Somehow I did not want to appear cowardly in the
eyes of this girl. The heavy poker which had per-
formed such amazing antics now lay quiescent, and
apparently quite harmless, at my feet.

Simulating a calmness which I was far from feeling,
I bent over and picked the thing up. I was examining
it minutely, half expecting to find some mechanical
attachment which would prove the whole thing a hoax,
when it was suddenly and forcibly jerked from my
grasp. It thumped to the floor, then spun half around
and traveled jerkily back to the fireplace.

- “What made you drop it?” asked the doctor.
“Wasn’t hot, was it?”

When I told him that it had been jerked from my
hands, he seemed surprised.

“Are you sure you didn’t just drop it from—ah—

_—

T T

that the lights were growing dim. I con-
my gaze on the filaments of the reading
ide me. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, they
“was in darkness, save for the
ough the two windows. 1

h?ﬂkﬂ for a moment. “She’ll be
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pale, luminous figure rising from the fl
was irregular in outline, and swayed thi:m'
as if wafted by eddying air currents, o
it grew, until, when it had reached a
six feet, it bore some resemblance to
shrouded in a white, filmy materia],
Although my flesh crept and chills
up and down my spine, I rememberedctﬁzﬁd‘:ach othey
investigate this thing, and rising, forced myselafs herg g
stealthily toward the center of the room, Ag e 10 walg
ed the grim wraith it grew taller, towering me}:xgr 3
above me, and a queer, sickening odor hecamec
entarily stronger—an odor which might haVem
produced by a combination of the fumes of '..‘
with the offensive effluvium of putrefying flegh 1
By the time I was within two feet of the thingiw ]
nearly strangled by its horrible stench, by |
made up my mind to test its solidity at last, and sty
ed out my hand to.touch it. The hand encounters
no resistance. Moving it horizontally, I passed my
hand clear through it from side to side. By this img
my eyes were watering so badly from the effect of the
acrid fumes that I was scarcely able to see. Then fhe
lights flashed on, completely blinding me for a mom
ent with their brilliance. A moment later I was abl

to see clearly.
A cry from Dr. Dorp aroused me.

“Quick, Evans,” he said,” the girl has fainted.
We must get her into the open air.”

He was endeavoring to lift her himself, but found
her weight too much for him. Being his junior by som
thirty-five years, and of a rather more substantisl
build, I found her slight form no burden whatever. A

“Open the doors, doctor,” I said. “T'll do :helﬂf- [«

I had lifted the girl from the chair, and was turnis
toward the door, the doctor meanwhile advancing
open it. Before he could do so, however, thﬁ.l ',
rattled, and the door swung open by itself .
a flash, the doctor sprang out into the hall, peerie
this way and that.

“Nobody here,” he said. “Come on.” Jose ot

I followed him down the hallway, this time ¢ =
his heels, with the girl still lying limply in ™ %y
He extended his hand, about to open the oo:nd this
led to the front porch, when the knob turned, isible
second door was opened as if by som® ard, 00lf
presence. Once more the doctor sprang for
to find the porch untenanted. rch swings

I laid the still unconscious girl in the P"e she
at the behest of the doctor, who infofmed 1.1:1 o recli®
would regain consciousness more quickly *
ing position. : » he 9

“Now fan her with this magazin® Eva et
structed, handing me a copy of ‘Scwm:,ble. He X
tion” which he had taken from the POreh £y

e g

Tﬂl]er a::;d .

height of I .
a hul’nan h b

. I'm gomg'bwkn;:ﬂ ‘;e s folly
: ﬁm. o
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reassuring manner of the doctor
from d r. While I continued to ply
g I could hear the doctor, or some-
the house.
B i I’s eyelids fluttered, and she began
e

thosils disconnected and broken like those
hel w

:‘:: a_r:Pirit__Uncle Gordon. Must be—be
R i

Saw—put arm—through it.”
817" _jaced my hand on the smooth, cool fore-
igh ’Yrﬂeﬁ she opened her eyes and looked earnest-

2]

mm:hat was I saying?” she asked, apparent-

mﬁ replied. “Don’t worry. Every-
s all right-” b

ot where is Dr. Dorp?

fust went in the house to look around. He’ll be out
few minutes, no doubt.”

B d a full twenty minutes, but still the doctor
sot appear. Miss Van Loan had taken one of the
er porch chairs, assuring me that she had fully
vered. I was sitting in another. All sounds in
ouse had ceased, and I began to feel some appre-
on for the doctor’s safety.

you mind staying alone for a few minutes?”
ked. “I should like to go and see if my friend is
TR

Il go with you,” she replied, rising.

I€ you sure you are strong enough?”

 course. Oh, I do hope nothing happened to
should never forgive myself.”

h.‘.n-le house man in the hall.

I‘Mhiﬂmmﬂifyouwould
'! more this evenin’. I feel sort of

You haven’t had much rest for the
‘ﬁlﬁy go.”
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ed in massive oak, with a taupe and maroon color
scheme. Somehow it seemed thoroughly a man’s
room.

“This belonged to Uncle Gordon,”
“It was in that bed that he died.”

I looked at the bed and somehow the gray and
maroon of the bolster and spread reminded me of
blood trickling over a sacrificial slab
With this thought came an inexplicable
horror which I could not shake off.

said the girl.

of granite.
feeling of

“Y7T is back!” said the girl, suddenly, a note of terror
in her voice.

She must have had the same feeling as I, at the
same time, although nothing startling had happened
—at least nothing that either of us could perceive
with the aid of our five senses. The bath-room was
empty, and I had started for the door of the closet,
when the lights suddenly went out. Once more I was
conscious of the peculiar, dusty odor I had detected
in the room below. The girl shricked. Then as if
in answer to her cry, I heard a hollow groan and five
distinct raps, apparently coming from the direction of
the bed.

The door of the closet which I had not searched
was not more than a foot from the head of the bed. I
could still see it, though indistinctly, by the dim, gray
light which came in through the window. Although I
am not superstitious, a nameless dread assailed me
at the thought of approaching nearer to that bed in
which the former owner of the house had breathed his
last. T hesitated, berating myself for a coward and
weakling—then forced myself toward the door.

As T did so, I heard more raps, not quite so pro-
nounced as formerly, then another moan, and sounds
like those of a person gasping for breath. On reaching
the door, I turned the knob, but found it locked. Then -
my fingers touched a key just below it. I turned this
with difficulty. It seemed that either the lock was
stuck, or something was resisting my efforts. Releas-

.ing the key, I cnce more attempted to open the door.

Before I could turn the knob, however, the door again
locked itself. From somewhere nearby, I heard a
sound which plainly resembled the death rattle!

Once more I succeeded in unlocking the door, al-
though the key was bent in the process. Then, holding
the key with my left hand, T turned the knob with my
right, and applied my shoulder to the door. Someone,
or some thing, was pushing against it on the other
side. At first I only succeeded in moving it a fraction
of an inch. Gathering my strength for a supreme ef-
fort, I forced it wide open. As I did so, a rush of
icy cold air enveloped me from head to foot. Hot and

perspiring from my exertions as I was, it chilled me to

the marrow. My teeth chattered, and I shivered as if

1 had suddenly been immersed in ice water.

Within the closet, all was black, as no light reached

was still resisting my efforts, I lighted a
t out as soon as I struck it, but
ugh. th a mound of clothing,

Hene
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evidently snatched from the hooks on the wall, lay a
human figure.

Stooping, I succeeded in grasping a foot and ankle.
Then I dragged the body with its accompanying mound
of clothing, from the closet. By this time my fingers
were so numbed with cold that I could scarcely use
them. I took my foot from the door, and it closed
with a vicious bang. ;

Miss Van Loan had apparently recovered, in some
measure, from her fit of terror, for she came up be-
side me.

“What is it? What did you find in the closet?” she
whispered, peering at the shapeless thing which lay
there in the dim, gray light.

Without taking time to reply, I hastily removed the
pile of miscellaneous clothing from the body. Then
my hand touched a cold forehead—a hairy face.

“Open the door, quickly!” I ordered. “My God,
I’'m afraid we have come too late.”

She promptly did as she was bidden, while I gather-
ed the cold, still form of Dr. Dorp in my arms. Then
I staggered out of the room, across the hall, down the
creaking stairway, and out upon the porch, the girl
following. As I laid the doctor in the swing where
I had deposited the mistress of the house less than an
hour before, the lights flashed on once more.

“Rouse the servants,” I said. “Telephone for a

doctor. Then bring hot water, towels, blankets, hot
water bottles—and some brandy.”
While she was gone, I alternately slapped, kneaded
i and rubbed the cold flesh of my friend. She return-
ed in a few minutes that seemed like hours, with two
hot water bottles and an armful of towels. Behind her
toddled a stout, round-faced woman in a red kimono,
with a steaming kettle of water in one hand and a
bottle and glass in the other.

We applied the various articles with better will than
skill, and a moment later Riggs appeared in bathrobe
~ and slippers carrying four thick woolen blankets. An-
~ other ten minutes elapsed before we succeeded in even

ing the flesh of our patient.

“We haven’t any brandy, so I brought a bottle of
o Gordon’s whiskey,” said the girl. “Do you
‘we had better give him/some?”

yet,” I replied. “It might strangle him if he
ugh life left in him to strangle.”

‘motor sounded in the driveway,
ea flashed on the porch. A
(Ing Mﬁ md a young
got out and dashed up
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can give him or do for him at this 8 i
help matters. Fresh air and warmy, hich
allies now.” are oy

Y friend regained consciousness fi

later. He immediately recognized ]V)e
who had attended a number of hjs lecturr‘ Gram.
members of the medical fraternity, anq ha? bd‘h
into discussions with him, Chtere]

While the iwo were talking, the housekes
in for some hot water, lemon and sugar forp:r
She had only been absent for a few minuteg wl::d,'
were all alarmed by the sound of barking ang we
ing within the house, punctuated by piercing s snarl.

Dr. Graves was the first to reach the door, 4}
he paused. I attempted to force my way past h’lm, 5
he stayed me with his arm.

“Get back, woman!” he shouted to someone within
“Get back and close the door. The creature is

At the far end of the hall, I saw the stout wife of fhe
house man apparently rooted to the floor by horror,
Just in front of her, the Airedale, growling and snagl
ing savagely, was rapidly demolishing the upholster
ing of a beautiful antique settee. The hairy jaws of
the creature were flecked with white foam, and the
eyes were bloodshot and ,unnaturally luminescent
from extreme dilation of the pupils.

Seeing the peril in which the poor woman was plac-
ed, I caught up one of the porch chairs and rushed
past the doctor. The dog took no notice of me uill
swung at it with the chair. Then it dodged with s
prising dexterity and leaped for my throat, jut &
two of the chair legs were shattered against the floor
I managed to elude it by quickly crouching belill
the chair back, so that it passed clear over my

It was up again in an instant, however, and
I could do to protect myself from its leaps by fendliE
with the remains of the chair. Almost before !
aware of it, the beast had backed me into ihe L .
room. Then, to my horror, the door cl '
lights winked out. o

I shall never forget the battle 1 fought it thet 65
room. That which had been a shaggy "
flesh and bone in the light, had become a pr® *y
ing orbs, set in a shadowy form, that lf'a. g
and snarled in a manner which was twice 85 ™ g
as its former attacks had been when ¢ onlin i

i}

DUt

ng
Cllly

completely visible. Now I was guided T bod
movements of the luminous eyes, Whm.mew *
iously been able to forecast each hostlfe ;
by the crouch or muscular tension which F

Tkhagthechairaaashield,lev@ﬁt.
sircle back to the door. With ove B
d to turn the knob, while I maniPuie.
other. The door was locked. 1




~_ this side,” I replied. Then I
o{:nlit;t flashing through the key-
1 what had become of th:a ke’:‘y. :
: to the floor on that side,” said
st DY onnot find it in the hall.”

g doctor: ed in maneuvering to a position i'n
3 Then I tramped about in front of it

B in the lock and managed to turn it,

;ziderable difficulty. 2

h fuob” shouted, “and push.

-.&emed, and the door opened behind me.

b "' shot past me, for a moment illumi-

hairy face and dripping fangs of the brutf.:.

° chot rang out, the light faded from the lumi-

<« and the beast sank slowly to the floor,

oo from its mouth and nostrils.

k. doctor,” I said, turning and releasing

the battered chair. To my surprise I saw
Loan holding the flash light in one hand

moking pistol in the other, while great tears

her

I cried.

g these while the doctor went for a

. “He was going to try to help vou
to the window. Then I heard you

”

d to kill your pet,” I replied, clos-
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i “Of course,” said the girl. " “You Have put your
life in sufficient jeopardy as it is, Mr. Evans.”
Thus admonished, I got inlo the coupé with the
young doctor, and we set out for the hospital.
“Queer thing the way that door shut and locked
itself,” he said, when we emerged on the smooth pav-

gl . : ing of Sheridan Road. “The key must have been half
ol e door- ¢k a hard object. Stooping, I pick- furned in the lock when the wind blew it shut. The
ffi'.. shoe EF:ic ed to find that the doctor had be..en jar locked it and shook out the key.”

] "d r::mg one hand to manipulate the chair, Although T did not feel that his explanation of the

phenomenon was a true one, I decided not to debate
the matter with him, as it was evident that Miss Van
Loan did not want it known among her acquaintances
that there were strange goings on in her home.

“It was odd,” 1 agreed.

“Too bad that the lights had to go out just when
they did, too,” he went on. “A most unfortunate coin-
cidence.”

“It was,” I said, with mental reservations,

AN hour later at the hospital, my wound was dress-
ed. and a considerable quantity of serum injected
into my blood stream. Then I called a cab which
got me back to my friends shortly after midnight.
I found Dr. Dorp dozing in one of the porch chairs
with a blanket around him, and Miss Van Loan, com-
pletely exhausted, asleep in the swing.
“Better try to get some rest in one of these chairs,”
said the doctor. “There is nothing further we can

For a moment I sat there, blin];ing in t‘hﬁl brifll:t
i ing to remember where I was. en the
shfhu::l,t:fyxaglow cough from the doorway caused me
to turn. I beheld the cadaverous face and angular
form of Riggs.

“Good morning, .sir,” he said.

“Good morning, Riggs.”

“Will you have your bath hot or cold, Sir?”

“The colder the better.”

"Thgnk you, sir.”

A few moments later I was shaving with a razor

R —~
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to ] do until morning.” E |
M"E her of gun and :orch. I was not loath to follow his suggestion, and soon
é .?'” she sobbed. ”B—but 1 drifted into a fitful, dream-haunted slumber from 3
o k-kil}ed e : which T did not thoroughly awaken until the slant- b

er for having saved my life ing rays of the morning sun struck me full in the &

nly came up from the e 7

g

~ which Riggs informed me had belonged to his late ?
! ‘master, while a sizable column of cold water roared 2
' into the tub, While I bathed and dressed, the house:
J mmpgmdthe rent in my sleeve. A half hour aft-
' terward, feeling greatly rested and refreshed, I went
to breakfast. Miss Van Loan met me in the

ng roo.n where places had been laid for two. R
B left early this morning for the city,” - A3
m. “He asked me to have you wait
return this afternoon.” i
ot have set me a more pleasant task,”
ng of coffee {from the hand
‘Did he mention what ur-

T 2
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tonight,” she said. “He was in a great hurry.
Wouldn’t even stop for a bite of breakfast.”

“That is his way,” I replied, “when engrossed in a
particularly interesting investigation. He will prob-
ably neither eat nor drink until the mystery has been
solved.”

“And will that be soon?”
“I believe it will.”

“Just what is your opinion, Mr. Evans, of the things
you saw last night?”

“I'm afraid,” I replied, “that my opinion at this
time is not of much value. Frankly, I have been
mystified. I have theories, of course, but they are,
after all, only theories.”

“Do you believe it was the ghost of Uncle Gordon
that we saw in the living room last night?”

“I don’t believe in ghosts.”

“Then what was it? What could have caused it?
What could have caused doors to lock and unlock,
to open and close without the touch of human hands?
What could have caused the intense cold—the poker
to creep across the floor as if it were alive? What
drove my dog mad with fear?”

“The dog,” I replied, “showed symptoms of hydro-
phobia.” .

“That is what Dr. Dorp thought, although he was
not sure. He took the carcass with him, wrapped in
a sheet, for examination.”

“Then his opinion confirms that of Dr. Graves.”

“I don’t see how poor Sandy could have gotten
it,” she said. “He hasn’t been near any other animal,
and I understand he would have to be scratched or
bitten by one to become infected.”

“The examination will show whether or not he had
hydrophobia, and I hope he hadn’t,” I replied, “for
a very personal reason. Just how he contracted it

of course, may never be known.”

B - “For your sake, I too hope that he didn’t have it.
k You are in grave danger, are you not, from that
bite?”

“Not so bad as all that. A comparatively short
time ago it was the equivalent of a death warrant to
be bitten by a rabid animal. Modern science, how-
ever, has made death from hydrophobia a rarity when
treatment is administered in time.”

E, remainder of the day was spent quite pleasant-
rolling about the grounds and on the white,
beach, or lolling on the large, confort-

was enjoying a cigar
. , when I heard the
riveway and the big car of

at six, and [
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“We're going to make a few
show this evening,” he said,
to come along?”

“Of course.”

“All right. Each man grab a
much time before dark.” g s We llnven’t

I took up one of the khaki wrappe
was far from light, and each otlfe]; :lnfscgiadg?v Whigy ~~i
The doctor led the way around the hoyge keviy,
to the beach. > and oy

Directly behind the house we unwra .
packages. One proved to be a set oif)psiivt: 3 ef, 4
struments which the civil engineer quickly as::,;ﬂ . 8
The other looked very much like a radio g Withl'
loop aerials and dials, although there was ng § o
or head phone with it. The radio set was placed
a small folding table, and Mr. Easton sighteq fr:n
that point, while I acted as roadman and Mr, Brand:,:
as chainman. We measured off a distance of y,
thousand feet in a straight line along the beach, o
doctor following with the other package. At thy
point, the other radio-like machine was assemblej
and placed on a folding table. We left Mr. Brandoy
with this machine, and went back to the first one,

“Now, Evans,” said my friend. “You and M
Easton go back to the house and keep Miss Van Loan
company. As soon as it begins to get dark go into
the living room and occupy the same positions as last
night. Mr. Easton has a false beard with him, and
will be disguised to look like me. Caution Miss Ven
Loan, when she is inside the house, to address Mr.
Easton by my name. Do not, under any circum
stances, tell her this while you are in the house. When
you hear my motor racing outside, come out Mr.
Easton will remain. Rafferty will then go in to take
your place. Is everything clear?” '

“Perfectly.” .

We found Miss Van Loan on the porch, and I whie
pered our plans to her while Easton adjusted _h”
whiskers, He was about the same build and fhie
as the doctor, and thus disguised, bore conSIEEEE
resemblance to him. + into

We chatted on the porch until dusk, then We‘; r
the living room and took our seats. Present!y * =
door opened and closed as on the night befare. 4
the lights went out. Hearing a rustling sollf‘t of 8
the door, I looked, and saw the gleaming P?;ent o
human foot forming on the carpet. I!.l o
other had formed in front of it Whl!e thl:,ued and
sound continued. The first footprint dlsall’ as 8 11
a third formed in front of the second. t ‘
some invisible entity were walking towd” hich 4
of the room, leaving luminous tracks ¥
peared each time a foot was lifted. o, side

The footprints stopped, and drew “’% was ®
side, in the center of the room. % ”wth,gu ot
elight thump, and a wispy form, sinilef [, o

pr eparation
addressing me!

¢|w>

ant




e ed on, and the apparition
the @:sf:;:l: there was something glis-
where the thing had stood, I went
.-‘#.ﬂoor There was a small pool of clear,
WS”C; 4 rapidly soaking into the rug. As
lling I’qua e it 1 heard a cry of warning
pver efl a quick movement behind me. I
i grlu]’: ot move in time to avoid the heavy
, but €0 rushing toward me. It knocked me
shich w5 righted itself, and came back, appa-
ll over n::; destruction. I managed to roll ou
;::l gt to Y feet, but it promptly chased
¢ port, pehind which I took shelter.
1 exclaimed the pseudo Dr. Dorp.
ntly realizing that it was baffled,

ickly returned to its place in the

- mackerel
? ., aPPare
out lnd qu
. mena, thus far, including the materiali-
n spectre, had taken a little more than half
‘#Ihmrd the sound for which I had been
o—the roar of the doctor’s motor.

. arkable chair, doctor,” I said. “The thing
oved me. 1 think I'll step out on the porch
eath of cool air.”

obligingly opened for me when I left the
The front door, however, was already open.

was standing on the porch.
to the car,” he whispered. “The doc-

you.
danbed into the front seat beside the
etective Hogan was in the back seat. We

dor handed me a folded map.
will you, Evans?” he requested. “Hold
ash light. I don’t want to miss the

large triangle had been traced on the
angle resting on a spot marked
itly some eight miles due west of
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b doc. while Rafferty,

. oian. ith the
ward me earlier in the evening.
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inside th i

Ll t;ox;lachm_e. He then continued to slowly
P aerial as we moved along, apparently

Wlth the pUrPOSe Of ke 5 -
; epi R
machine would buzz thg ?Euge;?, a position where the

I noticed i irecti
uly T vy i o e e
o ght deviation from the direction
deviation grew gl;?eatge(;mfr;t'lct;]adtlmuy’ o
il the i
apgles to our course. We were, afotl}iesir(;giles:t rlga}:
sing the entrance to a lane, which led to a farm iufu e
set back about half a mile from the road. As we coz-

tinued past the lane the aeri
i erial gradually strai
out toward our course. < 7 e

About a thousand feet beyond the entrance to the
lang was a brightly lighted filling station. We stop-
ped there, left the car in charge of the service man,
and started across the fields. When we had gone a
short distance, the doctor handed me an automatic
pistol.

@ 5 | !lope we won't have to do any shooting,” he said,
but it’s safer to be prepared.”

It took us all of ten minutes to reach the farm
house. It was in darkness, except for one of the rear
rooms, which was dimly lighted. Admonishing us
to tread carefully, the doctor led the way around the
house. As we rounded the rear porch, I saw that a
four-wire aerial had been stretched between the gable
of the house and the barn. A wire connected to the
aerial, led down into the dimly lighted rear room.

Instructing us to stay where we were, the doctor
crept stealthily up on the porch and peered through
the window. For five minutes at least he stood there,
looking into that room while we waited below. Then
he turned and beckoned to us. Neither Hogan nor I
lost any time in getting up to the window. I'm sure
he was as curious as I to learn what was going on in
that room. ;

Seated on a long bench before an instrument board
which contained a bewildering array of dials, buttons
and levers, was a short, bull-necked man. H‘? wore
a close cropped, bristling pompadour, a thin, fxerce_sly

and an immense pair of thick

turned moustache,
;lel;sed, horn rimmed spectacles. A set of headpl.lones
covered his ears, and his pudgy hands worked inces-

santly with the levers, dials and buttons on the board

s The only light in the room came f_rom a
;:fnzll.eolfu;:'osted glassywhich was just above the instru-
ment board. On the panel, which the operator con:
stantly watched, was a very clear shadow picture of
the living room I haquuitllied only a short time before,
i Miss Van Loan.
mgceinl:oﬁ}elf I stood I could see Miss Van Loan and
the pseudo Dr. Dorp seated just as I had left them,

who was impersonating me, was ;ttahg.
i ite li tling match in the center of the
i q:;: hwmhicg had proven so hostile to-

from Dr. Dorp, we drew our weapons and
&ol: It?asl ed, and the key was
8 opened it quickly and silently

| which he carried for the purpose.

g,mmwhadtheop' s
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erator surrounded and covered. The doctor jerked the
phones from his head, and said:

“Hands up, Mr. Hegel. You are under arrest.”

His look of surprise and alarm was quickly follow-
ed by a sullen frown as he thrust his pudgy hands
aloft.

“Arrest? For what?” he demanded belligerently.

“Nivver mind for what, my old buckaroo,” said
Hogan, snapping the handcuffs on his wrists. “I’ve
a warrant in me pocket that covers ivverything from
interferin’ wid the radio reception on the north shore
down to attempted murder. Come away wid yez now,
and don’t try no shenanigans, or be the lord Harry,

- T'll quiet yez wid this gun butt.”.....

OME two hours later, having left Hegel in the care

of the proper authorities, we were gathered in the
living room of the Van Loan home—the girl, the two
engineers, the two detectives, Dr. Dorp, and I. All
were seated but the doctor, who stood before the fire-
place. He cleared his throat and looked around with
his well known lecture-room air.

“Now that the author of the strange phenomena
which have confronted us in this house has been ap-
prehended,” he said, “explanations, and such further
investigations as are needed to completely clear up
the mystery, are in order. :

“You are all aware that the manifestations we have
witnessed were under the control of an operator es-
tablished in an old farm house eight miles west of
here, and that the mechanism he used was a powerful

- and complicated radio set. In order that you may
thoroughly understand how Ernest Hegel was able to
make inanimate objects react to our movements as
if they were endowed with minds, let me explain that
he could both see and hear what was going on in this
house as well as if he had been here in person. Plant-
ed in this very room in such a clever manner as to
escape notice except by the most careful scrutiny, are
powerful lenses which acted as his eyes, and micro-
phones which served as his distance ears. If Miss
Van Loan does not mind a slight mutilation of her

- walls in the interests of our investigation, I will dis-

close one of each.”

~ “I should like to see them, doctor,” said Miss Van

doctor took out his pocket knife and opened it.

2 walked to the wall opposite us and scrutiniz-

- carefully. Presently he held the point of

mall spot which resembled thousands

tled pattern of the wall pa-
T

y

|
|
3
[
|
|8

1 laid the door on its side and

STORIES

knife and we heard it click
stance. Then he cut a g
ing from around it, discl
a close resemblance to a sm by
lens in front. Taking a smal?l:c:ea}[:l i;a- With
pocket, he removed the front of the }, TIVET frop,
which was covered with row % the bog
cular affairs which he deser Small, o
cells. O0-elogy

“Each cell,” he said, “respon :
strength of light or shade vfhiccl]]s’star';;:dfng o hy
the lens, with a different wave length  thry
wave lengths are combined and trax;
common antenna. At the receiving station, ),
cess is reversed, and this image is bujl; up ' £ oy
glass by various vibrating light beams, For Etou
ough description of this process, which | will‘l 3
into here, I refer you to the book, “Radi fornot '
There are four “eyes” like this one in this T00M algpg
Every other room in this house is as g ”:"‘
equipped. 3

“And now for the ears.” :

He examined the wall until he found another j
into which he thrust the knife blade. Then he g
moved another square of wall paper and plaster,
vealing one of those instruments with which we ye
all familiar—the microphone. '

“As this instrument needs no explanation”
said, “I will now show you how our friend Hea
managed to lock, unlock, open and close doors fro
a distance of eight miles.” '

He walked to the door and opened it.

“This door,” he said, “shows no signs of havi
been tampered with in any way, yet I am convine
that there are at least two electric wires connecl
it with the current which Hegel tapped somevhere
front of the meter—I have not yet discovered whe

With his screw driver, he removed the boll
hinge, while we crowded around him. Then he
ed to remove the top hinge, but found ﬂ““]‘
screw he tried would not turn. Abandoning
inserted the ST¢

removed all the other screws, then i ot
driver beneath the hinge, and pried. The hint® ‘
loose, but revealed the fact that the screW 1,
soldered to the metal back, and to a heavy .'
now protruded from the wall. The w H " I
been insulated with electricians’ tape; 2% =
of wood in which it was fastened had b\‘*"m
surrounded with sealing wax, and rep from e
removed the other side of the hinge I .‘
and found it similarly connected and 07
wire leading to the interior of ﬂlﬁofd;m he
Eavmgcutthemmwxdlapﬂfmwa% ock #

againgt :
q}ml‘e Of pﬂpet 17;,“ o
osing a back hoxa:i‘ Plag,

On row of

ibed a5 ph

II:hese V4 ,‘.-:
Smmed &0111




¢ wood, and removed from the
vy bar of iron.

you will follow me to the base-
1 ou the mechanism which acted on
‘ chadsing the door to open or close.”
jron,

of
E. :nto the basement behind him, and
‘%ﬂg (::o a point directly beneath the

: ceiling was covered with
t:o!gf;ckrr;};ewhich Ee removec;.l Faste?ed
erp0BT¢ :irole was a string of large élec-

; ' ts,” he said, “ were caused to
g fome I;;gi!i::pulses of varying wave lengths
opened their circuits. Naturally they
f of iron although separated by two
. of wood, as there is no insulation which
< tic waves, thus closing or opening the
1o will of the operator. The poker and the
_nifed chair were caused to travel about
e same manner, the latter probably
inserted in the legs, by utilizing
ets fastened beneath the floor and

board.

m may as well clear up the
inous footprints, for 1 see the re-
are of ceiling has already disclosed
ism. You will observe here, a
there are two lead plates.
and is connected with an
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the sources of the icy breath, and also the source of
the ghastly and foul smelling spectre which rose from
the center of the floor on two succeeding evenings.
You will observe that the entire fixture, central hemi-
sphere and surrounding collar, appears to be made
from frosted glass. The central hemisphere from
which the light emanates is glass, but the surrounding
collar is of metal covered with a white substance.
That white substance is common frost.”

So saying, he scraped off a quantity of the frost
and handed it down to us for our inspection.

“Please take special notice of the designs on this
collar,” he said, “for they are particularly well suited
for the purposes for which our friend Hegel intended
them—a series of circles, each about an inch from the
other, reaching entirely around the collar. I will
now do by force what the builder of this device pre-
viously did by mechanical means, controlled by
radio.”

He took the screw driver and, reaching up, inserted
the end and pried at one of the circles. It came open,
revealing the fact that it was a small hinged trap
door. What surprised us the most, however, was the
fact that a small white globe fell out of it and broke
on the rug.

“Switch off the lights for a moment,” he said.

Someone pressed the light switch, and all of us saw
the now familiar vision of a spectre materializing
from the floor.

“Turn them on,” he ordered.

They were turned on once more.

“The ghost,” he said, “is nothing more than a mix-
ture of foul smelling gases, one of which is slightly
phosphorescent. This mixture, as you will observe,
is visible in the dark but invisible in the light. The
gas is imprisoned in small thin globes of ice which
shatter when they strike the rug, and melt in a few
seconds, leaving no trace other than a few drops of
water which quickly evaporate or are absorbed by
the rug fibres. These globes are kept in a small re-
frigeration plant which is just above my head, and
which is probably quite thoroughly insulated against
heat. The intense cold in this plant is produced by
a substance which is not new to science, but the use
of which for this particular purpose is quite new. The
substance is frozen CO2 or carbon dioxide, and when
expanded into a gas it is identical with the substance

'A that gives zest to soda water and bottled beverages.
It has a temperature of 114° below zero, Fahrenheit,

and evaporates to a dry gas without going through the

intermediate liquid state with which we are familiar

‘substances.
cold air and

into the room by smal

gas from this refrigerating

Vil bty '

i catl B e
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I came so near being asphyxiated and frozen to death,
is equipped with a similar refrigeration plant, and it
it probable that we shall find more of them which
have not been used, in other rooms.

“FHE matter of the lights going out and again be-

ing turned on will be settled as soon as we can
find the radio controlled rheostat and switch which
operates them. Is everything clear?”

“You have not explained what it was which drove
my dog mad,” Miss Van Loan reminded him.

“Your dog,” he said, “had hydrophobia. As I found
a bottle of the virus which produces this disease in
the house sccupied by Mr. Hegel, T don't think it at
all remarkable that the dog was infected. No doubt
it was acquainted with and friendly toward your cou-
sin, who found an opportunity to inoculate it when
it was ranging on your estate. The queer behaviour
of the dog, thereafter, is common to all animals that
contract the disease. In my opinion the dog was ino-
culated three or four days ago. It would certainly
have died within a few hours, had you not shot it
when you did.”

“What I cannot understand,” said Mr. Brandon,
the electrical engineer, “is how Mr. Hegel found the
time or opportunity to install this complicated array
of electrical equipment. Mr. Van Loan, I understand,
had only been ‘dead a little more than a month.”

“I made a few investigations today which cleared
up that point,” replied the doctor. “It is a matter
of common knowledge that Gordon Van Loan died
from cancer of the stomach. Mr. Van Loan was not
aware that he had this disease, although both his niece
and nephew had been apprised of the fact nearly a
year before his death by the family physician. They
had also been informed that an operation would be
fruitless and fatal, and were told almost to the day
just how long their uncle would live.

STORIES

“Last winter, in the vain hope tha s
his condition, Gordon Van Loan went ;,.* 4
a three months’ siay, taking his twe “Tn’ M
Some time belore, the nephew had lefy e wid
Mr. Van Loan, in a fit of anger, had dig,
the contents of the will he had made, :
sion both of the knowledge of the will aM the
able length of time his unele w o)

d live " ok
his plans for winning the estate, Just M*:;rlob;d ag
Loan left for Florida, U Y

he: visited higm, t2Ying thas §,

was out of a job and penniless, and asking .
might be given something to do in order “‘ﬁ‘hedm' e
earn some money, The house was badly in
cleaning and decorating, and, as he had mr:’“
in this line, he was permitted to oVerser the o taste
papering, painting, and varnishing while his o
was away, asking in return only a very aall op.
and the privilege of rooming in the house, | P
turned over the keys of the house 1o bim, paid big
his salary in advance, and established credit wigh 4

firm of decorators.

“Hegel’s supposed trip to Europe was, of coue
only a blind to hide his recent operations here. As
there any more questions?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Easton. “Now that Hegel has boes
apprehended, what can the law do with him? Wia
charges can be placed against him?” '

“He will be charged with robbery, resisting m &
ficer, and attempted murder. You see he robbed s
radio and camera shop after stealing 2 small k.
in order to get equipment for this elaborate installs
tion, which his slender means would not permit bis
to buy. A police officer on night duty ﬂhﬂ ,
as he was leaving the shop, but Hegel wounded bim
with a revolver shot, and escaped. As he HH '
prints, and the stolen articles will be easy to &
there is no possible way for him to escape
and certain conviction,”

THE END

s
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'The Electric Duel

By Hugo Gernsback

I NEWS item from Milan, Italy, reports the
strangest duel, probably, that ever was
Y4 fought between two men. It was sup-
¢l posed to be a contest to the death—the
— first electric duel in history. The story
fdl two young Italians employed in one of
o lndmtm.] electric works, became en-
of the Superintendent’s daughter and fought
ttles over the titian haired, comely young
ted to be one of the belles of Milan.
;::" up her mind whether she would

Fabiano or Mrs. Bene-

to settle
i

?edl.ed an agreement where-
issue with a fight to
wmly decided on after

between the two young

es of the University of Padua in
hmﬂuﬁi@&y as a new

are provided with a hood or skull cap, analogous to the connection used in the electric chair.
ya high potential electric line. The same line is grounded. With long poles they attempt to push each other off an insulated platform.
Whoever touches the ground will be killed.

These caps are connected by

secrecy, were also on hand to witness the strange
spectacle that was to take place.

The idea was simple in itself. Each of the two
was equipped with a pole and buffer as shown in our
illustration. The idea was that one combatant was o
push the other off the platform. The one remaining
on the platform would be the winner. The unfortunate
one who first touched the grcund would naturally be
electrocuted the instant his body came in contact with
the earth.

The moment arrived when the two combatarts at
the shot of a pistol started the battle. The two rivals
were wary of each other for the first fifteen minutes,
and not much headway was made in the dangerous
business. First Benedetto, then Alessandro was nearly
pushed over the edge of the board only to recover by
a supreme effort. At one time when Benedetto was
almost on the brink of going over he grabbed hold of
the pole of his antagonist and managed to pull him-
self forward to the other side again. After awhile the
men began to fight hard and furious, till finally a most
extraordinary thing happened, which neither of them
had foreseen. They were rushing at each other, sav-
agely, diagonally across the platform and both caught
each other squarely in the stomach at the same instant.
The impact was so terrific and so violent that both
keeled over the side, one landing on the ground on
one side and the other on the opposite side, practically
at the same instant. There was a bright flash, and the
bodies of the poor unfortunates became enveloped in
a dense cloud of smoke and were burned by the light-

ing-like discharge of the tremendous voltage.

tfulness of the situation was so great that
up and promised myself never again

MR e
o




Ve TIDE. PROJECTILE TRANSPORIATION
By Wil 7. Gray

Author of “The Star of Dead Love”




o spring of the air gun that hurl-
v 5 r and mail projectiles from

cific to the Atlantic had not been
w?‘c ; so tight since its construction
W compP cars before. A combination of the

and a big westerly gale had
of the Year;ntoon many feet above high

4 the !nil_e wark The fifty-six great, steel lev-
qring tide ™ pled bridge spans ground and

Tt e unaccustomed bearing surfaces

. and 00 wonder, for this tide was high-
pto pay the engineers of two hundred years
. -“’;thmg upon, when they constructed the
sharves where in days gone by the ocean
© o slow and tedious age had tied up after
A iourney from the Orient. To-day the
ver these piers long since desert-
B o Washington, where the huge

rs came and went in a never ending proces-

seater machine that looked as simply
a birch bark canoe buzzed slowly down
city, and hovered above the pontoon.

h?hng over

g TIDE PROJECTILE TRANSPORTATION CO.

545

With these new radio earth reflection and

\'1bral.ion releases, you might as well dispense with
the pilot entirely.”

“I think we shall be able

two,” said Fowler thoughtful

that they are trying out at Schenectady are almost un-
affected by heat or cold; that leayes only wind and
atmospheric pressure to be conquered after making
allowances for the tides” He paused to think, and
then continued:

“The human element is holding us up more every
day; the people of the last couple of centuries applied
their science to everything but themselves. Every-
thing was thought except— There’s the whistle
Settle down on the pontoon; I don't like to be buf-
feted about in the air pockets when Number Two
leaves.”

The little, varnished, boat-shaped affair with the
two light masts surmounted by humming, lifting
wheels, settled as gracefully as a piece of thistle-down
on the flat surface of the pontoon. The two men
stepped out, and strolled along eastward. The sky
was full of machines, big and little, clumsy freight-
e e e v era . and - swilt . official

ficient.

to do so in a year or
ly. “The new springs

‘in the tmpossible as it sounds.

g
g

)

machines. Two minutes

H ow W"flg you wze to %Iy f'ﬂ"tne '§M} Fr Gf?ﬁc? after the whistle, a rocket
to New York in about 17 minutes? Impossible! 4 oo\ 1o (lear sky, and
doub ing is mot hal ’
et o< relomd bu%gfﬁwquwsﬁmfb% broke into a large puff of
' Assistant that tranportation means will increase in speed hricht smoke. This was
Tide ©%* ﬂ:: oes on. If y’:m had told your great-grand- tI: g PETE I
‘ather some one would fly from New York to € i
aris in 33 hours, you "t)rabcl,bl‘_;y/t would have been that the Atlantic projectile
called a lunatic, x i :
‘:u; of a,b:;twf{(;iniles_an hour, whereas air- I T
have raced as fast as 266 miles per hour. 'l Was noticea s
in the present story, you will find a really the incoming and outgoing
amount of seience in such superabundance yachines steered to right
o e e ot oil over ¢ach and left of the enormous
) other at such a fast rate that it leaves you, at times, steel cylinder whose piston
e bewildered We have asked %ﬂ“ﬁo:""‘ write @ . as dragged down against
~ sequel to it, which we hopé .o publis B michity

Yet Lindbergh flew only yag ahout to be launched.

spring by

and down the harbor.”
two propellers, and

e e e —— those fifty.six ]atﬁce.girder

levers. The cylinder was at the base of the great
air gun which gave the projectile an initial ve-
locity of sixteen thousand five hundred feet per
second.

VEN in this age of wonders, people still turned
E aside, or came out of their houses to witness the
start of Number Two, just as l:‘wo hundred yfars

people had locked up whenever an airplane
:f;; over ;end, and before that again, the daily

qai:‘l was the occasion for everyone in the small town

congregate at the depot.
JD.‘“ : gw:;;; mom,?mui'mured Max Norman, and

dstill

. With a tremendous ja.rand shriek of parted air,

' » projectile was hurled nearly on the vertical
ngﬁy wl:::e it disappeared almost at once.
- on which the two men were standing
oet. with the relaxing of the enormous
‘had left the cylinder.
fast,” remarked the chief, watching
B

o

B e i
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“Faster than ever I *ve seen,” Max assured his chief.
“I hope the pilot isn’t asleep,” he continued, “_for
there was to be five pounds of radium aboard, going
east, and there ’ll be a fuss if it goes astray.”

“Just call headquarters, will you please?” ex-
claimed Fowler, “and find out who is piloting Num-
ber Two.”

The junior engineer took from his pocket a little,
square case about the size of a match box. He turned
a small dial and pressed several buttons before mak-
ing the inquiry in an ordinary tone of voice. Out of
the instrument came the reply at once.

“So it’s the lady pilot,” mused the chief. “We are
up against the human element again. I’ve had the
thought-recording machine on her twice now,and each
time I got a negative graph. It just means that she
is thought resistant to these old type recorders. Sev-
eral times I "ve asked the directors for one of the new-
est machines. But you know how hard it is to
persuade the heads of these big companies to keep
abreast of the times. In fact they said that any one
who had sufficient intelligence to resist the old ma-
chine, either didu’t need watching, or was too good
for the job, and should be promoted. They forget
that it was a thought-resister who put Number Three
in the bog, out of which it took us seven days to get
it. It was a partial thought resister who lost Number
Four six years ago.”

“Funny it has never been found.”

“Well, I was only a student at the time, but I al-
ways 1ad the idea that they should have looked fur-
ther afield. You see, they just assumed that it fell
somewhere between here and New York, within fifty
miles or so on either side of the direct course.”

“It couldn’t very well happen again,” exclaimed
Max Norman. “With the new recorders, we know to
half a mile where they are at any time.”

“Yes, but it’s a nuisance digging them out of holes,

b and fishing them out of the sea, and there’s always
g a chance that some one may get hurt, ard then of
X course there’s an inquiry and a lot of fool questions
and still more foolish suggestions for the future by
old fogies who have never in their lives travelled fast-
er than five hundred miles an hour.

“] feel sorry for this girl pilot, because she is of
abnormal intelligence. She ranks in the eighty-seven
and when you remember that there are only
dred people on the earth who have reached
you see how she is wasting her talents

&

first

~for emergencies, hurled the two

STORIES

wanting to tie up with such g man?
“too slow to catch cold”—an expres
far-off days.

“It seems a pity that our brainjes
be denied a family if they desire o
such intelligence should be far too |
of such things.”

“Did you hear the whistle announcipe th
ing of Number Two? That whistle bis ::‘;afe .
vival of the times when projectile lrav:]].
considered an extra risk, and we had aCtu&Hln .
sure the passengers specially.” Jloj

“No, I didn’t hear it. Just call the head
again, please, and ask if they arrived safely.” offig

Again Max Norman took out the little ins.
and called the office. Both men stiffeneq 3
looked serious as the spoken words came mthefr',
ingly from the tiny loud speaker, “No, NllmberT
has not landed in New York.”

“What does the recording chart say?” g
Fowler impatiently.

“Well, Sir, the chart—the chart ran out of s
the projectile passed Chicago.”

pression '

t Peop]e .
e, bug o8

uSy to €vep e

THE movements of the chief were incredibly g
His first outburst of language was also incredil
The people in that office responsible for the insts
ment’s running out of ink got the same old blowin
up, only a hundred times more cutting, more sarcasl
as the people who made stupid mistakes two centu
before. From his pocket, Fowler took a larger, mot
complicated instrument and called every large d
over which the projectile had travelled and many
the air liners under its high path through the rarel®
air, where the meteor dust whirls endlessly ar
the earth.

There was just a slight clue, and it carried an @
nous message. When approaching New Y_G
projectile pilot had asked for position, staliné "
finder had been jarred out of order. Here W&~
wretched, double contingency that was always ¥
setting things. Two minutes and forty seconds !
the projectile had sent an S. 0.S. call that W& T
finished. Now where was the projemle?
they were given position they were at .t
height, and they still had velocity t© “ﬂyi -
a thousand miles. The pilot had the meané
ing anywhere—even doubling back on her €%
need be. They also had the means to O™
from the air, from under water, from 7
feet deep in the earth. There was 2 e
the projectile. The reserve spring, kePt %y
York in a shade over seventeen minutes: li::: f
the trip, they had engaged the very best |
1d to help in the search. ‘,.l#'

devoid of letters and IPP
cred the pilot B




ve a little home of her own, in
be 1 en and happy children around
b & P;g That was the sticking point.
l:‘ile herself to the idea of a hus-
not ;;ct of only twenty-three out of a
amml.{s of intelligence. Her beauty
hﬂ’dr?d oy spite of the severity of dress
o su'ﬂungn-]:;mous, mechanical age, and many
Mthe ’ her and regretted the barriers.
10°k°d o that showed that she was
and

1 e button . 3
:l;)m ediately the starter, below in his

o :yoer. A slight jar was the only
QR e blast, o well did the shock
&:d%gravitators do their work. These
rhers dgpended on the wonderful resilient
.. of rubber foam, a substance similar to, but

s lighter than, rubber sponge. The inner
pmjectile rested on many layers of this
orial: each succeeding layer taking up the
ywhen the preceding ones had been pressed
Thus the action really resembled that
ing off a very high building into a suc-
blankets, each absorbing its share of the
e letting him go through into the next.
li there were cushions several
which the occupants sank completely out
gun was fired, and then came slowly

 had not bothered to look at the
entering the projectile: nor was
[ference, as the great shell hurtled
e sky, leaving the world many miles
surface, with no clear detail vis-
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intonation! Human nature was much the same, af-
ter two hundred vyears.

(13 %2 2

Young lady, if you are in such
turn it yourself.”
at the climax of a

D a hurry, come ana
She had disturbed the man just
. good yarn, when no man likes to
be interrupted. Jumping into the saloon, she twisted
the big wheel with might and main.

Glancing out
through the forw

ard port hole of quartz glass, she
was horrified to see water where blue sky should
have been. The projectile was heading earthward
with frightful velocity. The broken vane had done
it. Springing back with lightning agility, she hit two
buttons simultaneously. One operated the forward
air blast to check the speed, the other an S. 0. S call.
A fraction of a second later, they struck the water
with an ear-splitting crash, and dived to the bottom,
where they glanced sideways off a great rust and weea
encrusted object, and continued their journey a hun-
dred feet into the mud of the Atlantic bottom.

HE big, rusty object rolled slowly, first to port

and then to starboard. The writhing coil of an
ancient telegraph cable fell away from its propellor,
where it had held it fast so many years. A few
bubbles rose; and slowly at first, but with increasing
speed, the great object came to the surface.

A ray of sunshine shone through a heavy, glass
porthole that had been kept clean for two hundred
years by the little sea snails industriously licking the
slime off the glass. The light flickered on the gray
face of a man in uniform, who had lain there for
two centuries in a state of suspended animation. His
friends had known him as Roger Wells, back in the
year nineteen seventeen when the Great War was in
full swing.

He opened his eyes, sat up, and jumped to his feet.
As he did so his clothes fell off him in rags. His
features twitched with pain. Damn his old enemy, the
rtheumatism! Twenty-five out of forty years at sea
had put lines of care about those clean cut features.
The Great War culminating in his swift dive to the
bottom to avoid being rammed, had ended his career,
so far as that age of strife was concerned. ‘

How he and his imprisoned crew had worked to
free the submarine from that all-embracing, telegraph
cable wound tightly around the propeller and over
the conning tower! It was only after several days
that he had swallowed the deadly narcotic given to
him by a doctor friend in reserve for such a time.
The doctor had never tried the effect of hydrogen on
this new drug. The escaping fumes from the battery

submarine mingled with the gas in the man’s
‘bm a new substance akin to that isolated in

of tiny rotifers by a scientist of :

b

These little wheel animalcules had

Syl e, whos
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which the gold lace alone remained intact. He was

fully awake and conscious now. Groping his way

to the conning tower, he saw, in the dim light, the

chart protected by a sheet of glass that he nad kept

marked up to the very last, and the final resting place

where he had written “finish” in small letters. He

remembered now how he had looked up at the pic-

ture of one of the world’s powerful rulers, and salut-

ed, uttering the famous words of the gladiators of

ancient Rome when they greeted Caesar in the arena

before fighting it out to the death for his amusement.

“Ave, Caesar! morituri te salutamus,” “Hail, Caesar,

E we who are about to die, salute you.” Then he had

gone to his cabin, and taken the drug. Now he was

alive, and the submarine was heaving up and down
gently on the surface of a calm, late autumn sea.

He could not understand the dreadful corrosion and

i decay. He touched a gauge: it fell to pieces a mass

P of rust and verdigris. He tried to open the manhole

L leading out on deck; it was rusted fast. Getting a

sledge hammer, he knocked off the fastenings, and

= the fresh tang of the sea air greeted him in his dun-
o geon, and put the color back into his gray cheeks.

Coming out he looked around in utter astonish-
ment. “We must have been down there nearly a year,
by the look of things,” he muttered, walking along
the slippery deck among the weeds where strange
sea monsters stuck out their heads at him, and
R wriggled back under cover. :

Towards the stern was a great dent in the hull,
and the metal plates were clean and bright.

“Looks as if we’d been in collision lately,” he re-
marked to himself, “I must see about it.”

. Groping his way inside again, he felt all around
~ the indentation until a spurt of water confirmed his

- fears. 3
- “Well I'm glad I'm on the surface where I have a
run for my money,” he mused. “I never did like
g sealed up like a sardine in a can.” .
thought of the canvass folding boat, but it,
had crumbled to dust, and the life belis were in

same condition.
swim for two hours or more if the sharks

S,
‘getting accustomed to the strong
is gaze became fixed on some-

j"i'-‘h the outside world in case of trouble.”

STORIES

“Did you see anything of Number Tw

from the Pacific?” called out a short sto Projecp,

yachting costume, who appeared tq 5 lh‘;\lt Map !
OWner o

the yacht.

“I'm afraid I didn’t, but can

; you lend :
clothes?” was his reply. e Some

THE people on the yacht were astonisheq
story, accustomed as they were

He learned that it \yvas a c;t:nrit;:nge lm
to suspend animation in criminals whe couldplrmt
reformed, and leave them to be judged and dealt be
by a future and less prejudiced generation, T, hi
his present situation seemed absolutely incredite |
Two hundred years; Impossible! They must sure]
be movie actors on this ship, covered with inventimz .
and innovations of which he, a leader in his Wn‘
age, knew nothing. The things that he now say Were
just a beginning, for in less than an hour, in ansye
to the ship’s broadcast, they were surrounded by air.
ships of every type. No one seemed to hother abogt:
Roger Wells, the old world man, except a medics]
health officer who tested his mentality, and innocs.
lated him against every known disease. A little later,
while he stood leaning over the rail of the yacht
a great projectile hurtled down with a roar like a
thunderbolt not a hundred yards away, and pulld
itself up so that it only went about twenty feet under
water. It bore an eminent engineer direct from
Italy. '

The dent in the rusty submarine had been noticed
by those on the yacht, from a distance, and they had
unerringly come to the right conclusion. The chart®
helped them considerably, for with so many
scattered about the ocean floor, it meant time “;'
to examine each, for their instruments only indicatet:
a mass of metal and not its shape or size ‘
degree of accuracy. 3

“Tell me about this projectile, and how it works?
inquired the ancient young man of his host, 8 B%
stood watching the preparations for what prom=t
to be a stupendous task. =

“I's really very simple. These projectiles
hurled up into the rarefied air by an air gun, the’
of which is compressed by the tide, or other !
to the required tension; then a couple of &
from the rear end will take it almost anywber®
are only partly automatic, so far, and
have a pilot to steer it, and stop it, and "

at hijg

penings.

my old fashioned notions it seems & %2
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THE
;.4 ot pilot the course _of a px:;z:
oy yOU “’:; air like youcan a ship at sea?

» cthrouh only more accurately. 1 believe
S R Jers were beginning in your
rectio” ﬁ? that we should have improved
= aecording charts, one for the ver-
) We use IO rfor the horizontal course. The
.Othe{c,matic, and makes a dot on the
Jation 18 2 the position every half mile. In
it indicates the chart indicates a smooth,
gricolsr 4 mps where the air blasts

: o hu

i ";‘g’.:::h ast‘:t would in the case of an un-
'e’ctjile- At Chicago, as you know, the double
= and that ends the record. Usually
E show,SIight ups and downs, so that even
G5 - ics of the individual pilot can be re-
' as the flight of a certain pilot could
2 day'”
,Y(:rclear enough now that you explain it,
conceive anyone quick enough to turn on
- blast that shoots out of the nose of your pro-
gt the exact instant that will check it as it
and practice, nothing else. If you
intelligence you couldn’t do it; after that
is all that is necessary. Why, man! In your

had jugglers who could do feats of conjuring
the eye to follow. But besides all that,
automatic controls that turn on the front air-
exact time required to counteract the velo-
| that the pilots do not consider it good
¢ the automatic controls except in emer-

P

wrong with this projectile?”
see a woman is still an unknown
mit they are much more brainy, but
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same. In most ways you should be at least fifty
units; I'm forty eight myself. Naturally enough they
can’t quite place you yet, but probably they will re-
grade you when they see how you respond to modern
ways of life. df in your day, for instance, some of
those Egyptologists had discovered a Pharaoh still
alive under a pyramid, where would they have placed
him in your society? He might have wanted to kill
every one he didn’t like, or take somebody’s wife, or do
a hundred things that weren’t done in your day. Many
changes have been effected since your time, so you
musn’t mind being regarded with suspicion until you
are better known.”

Roger Wells was secretly much amused at his host’s
confusion. He thought it a great joke that he should
be regarded as a sort of savage resurrected from the
middle ages.

“I don’t mind it at all, so long as they don’t put
me in the zoo or exhibit me on the stage, or dissect
me in the medical school,” he laughingly replied.

The old world man relapsed into silence and deep
thought as to what he was to do in this strange new
world, where he had no friends or equals and so very
little in common with this new, intellectual race.

“A general broadcast news bulletin,” exclaimed his
host, taking out the little communicator and adjusting
the dial until an orange spot appeared. Presently the
voice of the announcer came clear and sharp from the
miniature instrument:

“Number Two projectile from the Pacific is at last
in communication with the outside world. It appears
that the glancing blow when it struck the sunken sub-
marine caused a sideway shock that was not wholly
taken up by the shock absorbers, consequently several
of the instruments were smashed, including the com-
municator. Miss Morgan, the pilot, being an excep-
tionally clever young woman, at once set to work re-
building the broken equipment. Considering her tools
and lack of spare parts, her skill in repairing the
sending set is considered a very clever piece of work.
The projectile contains oxygen for five days and food
tablets for a month, beside the chemical in the medi-
cine chest for suspending animation in case of neces-
sity. The noted engineers now assembled have cal-
culated that three days will be sufficient to complete
the rescue.” :

ok : MSS Henrietta Morgan had been told all about

the old world man and his survival in the long

f lost submarine. Since she had been the unconscious
~ cause of his deliverance, she expressed a desire to
- speak to him. To his surprise and delight, he was

conducted to a small dark room on the yacht, hung
black velvet curtains. Here he not alone heard
he saw her projected in the air from a series
‘arranged in semicircle. At first, he thought
transferred to the projectile in
way. But when he stood up to

he realized that it was only re-
: rspective. He

-
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ful, and there was a softness about her features that
reminded him of girls he once had known. To him
she seemed a link to the past.

They found they had several things in common.
Like many sailors, his ultimate desire was a home, a
garden in the country, to say nothing of a wife as
well. He gave her a sketch of his career, and she
told him quite frankly of her thwarted ambitions, He
was just a little surprised, until he learned that this
was an age of plain speaking, which left no room for
mock modesty or simpering coyness. He thought it
would be wise, however, to withhold from her his in-
telligence-rating. If she knew, she would be looking
for signs of imbecility, he thought.

Soon an enormous pontoon was constructed of
small, boat-like units that fitted together into the
shape of a huge doughnut nearly a mile in outside
circumference. Tons and tons of pipe were laid down
by freight airships, and men and machinery assembled
the pipe in the enclosed lake in the centre of the pon-
toon. These pipes were in a ring almost touching,
and reached to the bottom of the ocean. More pipes
formed an inner ring. Now a hundred refrigerating
ships lit down on the pontoon, and coupled up with
the pipes.  After several hours, there was a wall of
ice fifty feet thick enclosing a circular space of three
hundred feet and extending right to the bottom. Was
the space in the middle pumped out? No, two beams
of electrical energy were directed into it from the sky,
and the water left the great ice tube in huge columns
of vapour. Machines hovering above fanned away
the steam, so that it would not fall in a drenching,
tropical rain on the operators.

All this time Roger Wells, the ancient man, watched
and observed and grew accustomed to all these strange,
new wonders.

His host in the pleasure yacht was very kind. He
even sent to the New York zoo, and had some animal
flesh sent out for his guest to eat. However Roger de-
cided to turn vegetarian when he noticed the horror of
his host’s children when they saw him eat ‘dead ani-
mal,” as they put it.

He was able to grasp his true position when he tried
to match his wits with these children of eight, ten,
" and twelve. After showing the youngest how to play
ess with an improvised set, he was able to beat him

never again. The doctor had rated him at
ne units of Eﬁelligence; now he wondered if
hig|

fmme from

|
{
|

all over the world to
Two projectile. The
twenty-four hours
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The greatest shock of all came
sent out a message informing
reason, the medicine chest was
fore they were without the chemicals g,
pend animation when the oxygen st at

The last chance had failed, They Coufd
be rescued in the remaining time
was exhausted.

Now, for once, the old-world man say
tion on the faces of these modern marvelconste " |
from accident was mere or less commOnS'hDe
thought of a lingering death from suffoc;t. %
something that seemed to upset them c()mpletel];n

UP to the present he had simply watched, gng i,

to absuyb all _that he saw. In this overwhely:
emergency his brain began to function cq ]
again, for quick thinking is second nature
marine officer.

His tllougl}ls ran along many lines, Why could the
not run a pipe down to supply air? Not with e
a sea running, and even if they could, the boring ay
joining to the chilled steel projectile would be alng
impossible under such pressure. Then he though
the air blast. Surely the blast of air capable
stopping the projectile would be able to blow it back
wards until it reached the water, and floated to il
surface. All in vain. The compressed air had af
been used in a final effort to stop the projectile ¢
its fatal plunge.

All this time the little pleasure yacht had bee
suspended in mid air by a powerful air tug which ha
picked her up at the first signs of bad weather.
seemed a very unnautical proceeding to the old work
man, in fact, as unnautical as steam to hi.s gran
father who had commanded a frigate in sailing 043

“Surely,” he thought, “there must be some Waj ¢
with the marvellous inventions and equipment &%
able. Could it not be blasted out with one "f
rusty old torpedoes?” No, reason told hml_'!’at
would blow the people in the projectile to P
it reached them at all.

He called Miss Morgan from the little 100m
he could see and talk to her as Privately e
were really alone together. She spoke W& =

s S or %
that she would never meet him in the fited|
see his picture, for the projectile was not 5
receptive vision. Then they talked long %%
of the might-have-beens of life, alwa]’u:m ihe
around to the house and garden in the X5 Wbyt
happy children laughed and played- in this

When )y;
[hem’ lhat,ss{ M g 4

not aboard or SOy

s ang &
Woulq
Was gong,
1Ot posgiy)
Yeg

before the g, .

structiyely
to a g

said at last, “we have missed happiness yin it B
by a hair’s breadth, perhaps we shall & &
next world.” '

‘Down on the storm-tossed oceal © . corl
still fought the elements with dogged the 1oV

oil had been poured ® Fpp
. barriers had been 1%



.1 and be merry, for to-morrow
s ity “In the midst of“life': we are
a flower in thz fielg——‘k \‘\’lmt \id‘:
: ;housht that seemed to break in on his
why had he not thought of it
t five pounds of it aboard the
five pounds of radium let
ojectiie: {e enough water into gas to blow the
°, Jisinteg’® arface, or to kingdom come?
sile 10 20 |E Miss Morgan!” he called frantic-
. g‘:’ﬁﬁé transmitter. “Can’t you get some of
. into your air blast compression chamber
rer along with it? There ought soon to be
oo are to blow yourself out backwards?”
- thought of it,” she exclgimed. “T’ll just
’ the Radium Institute, and ask them the best

.1 R;dium!
a0, o there noO
_ ?‘ B?‘cmwould not

'“ﬂn’hour Miss Morgan had let off the first
which shot the projectile fourteen feet back-
4 and that much nearer freedom. Breathlessly
d waited for the result of the next blast.
of rejoicing spread over the earth when the
dicated twenty seven feet nearer liberty.
were fixed on the little patch of compara-
‘water in the centre of the great raft. Those
n its heaving surface could feel the dull
 after blast was fire! in the depths be-
s fortunate, indeed, that . this projectile
ed and rounded at the rear end, other-
t not have kept its direction, and it is
s Morgan could have done any-
ring, as the vanes would al-
torn off by its pressure
e of the sea bottom.
shot to the surface with a
off a final blast that shot
nile Then, to the astonish-
rs, and most of all the old

of
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WHL\ Miss Morgan swung open the balanced

steel door and stepped out, the old world man
was the first to grasp her by the hand. In the flesh,
she was even more beautiful than her projected picture
showed her to be. It was a case of love at first sight.
Later, she explained many puzzling things to him. The
transmission of power—mostly tide and water power
——could be directed through space by means of a sort
of beam wave concentrated on the receptive point and
kept there by a whole series of delicate relays. Of
course, storage of electricity had greatly improved,
liquid electrolyte having long been displaced by a
heavy gas impregnated with radium salts: the grids
were of the finest metal gauze. Every airship had
not one but several sources of reserve power, so that
they could travel for days independently of the central
station. There was still another source of reserve
power in everyday use that astonished the old-world
man by its simplicity—just the ordinary coil spring
that drove the watches and clocks and phonographs,
and pressed up the street car trolley poles when
they slipped off the wire. Even the children of this
new age had little clockwork helicopters that when
wound up at a free winding-station would carry them
a couple of miles. They seemed to be perfectly safe,
for when the spring ran down, they came slowly to
the ground.

It was evening, the storm had died away, and the
yacht was again floating on the slightly heaving sur-
face of the ocean. The owner and his family had re-
tired, and the ship was heading leisurely south for
Bermuda. In the moonlight Miss Morgan and Roger
Wells slowly paced the deck. They were not talking
very much, but they were thinking a great deal. He
was wondering if men proposed and got married in
this age as they had in the beginning of the twentieth
century. She was feeling the old rebellious feeling
against the powers that made the laws. Here was a
man whom she could really like, but she supposed he
was rated at least in the fortieth division or higher.

At last she turned to him and said: “Have you been
rated by the docior yet?”

His face fell, for he felt that his answer would mean
the end of their friendship. The words of his host
came forcefully back to him, “How do you expect a
clever, high spirited girl to marry a man rated below
237" And he was rated only twenty-one units of in-
telligence out of a possible hundred. And she had
eighty-seven!

She saw the look of misery cross his face, and felt
glad. “He must like me,” she thought, “for he is sad

that our combined intelligence stands between us.”

‘At last he replied with a deep sigh: “Twenty-one
-

,w

at him in bewildered astonishment, and

at once,” she replied. \

’ he agreed, “if you can stand a husband
2

that case there is nothing to stop us get-
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made; then they will send another doctor, or appoint
a commission to go into your case thoroughly. If
they give you a much higher rating all our lovely
plans will be destroyed.

“I have an idea,” she exclaimed a few minutes
later. “As you know, we will be in Bermuda in a
couple of days, and there will be a great reception.
I have yet to give my official account of the accident;
then there will be many people to see you, and,” she
laughed, “you will be lucky if they don’t put you in
the museum!”

“I don’t care so long as they mount you on the next
pedestal.” he smilingly replied.

“You must be serious,” she exclaimed, “while I ex-
plain, for we cannot risk our happiness now; I could
not live without you.”

“Nor I without you,” he vowed, holding her closely.

“My plan is to leave at once for the mainland, and
get married quietly at some little place. Once married
they cannot separate us without our consent.”

“How can we leave the yacht?” he questioned; “we
could not row to land.”

552

“Take one of the flying life boats” she explained.

| “We won't be missed until morning.”
i “I hardly like to do it,” he explained, “our host has
E been so kind and considerate, I am even wearing some

' of his clothes at the present moment.”

: “I will leave a note explaining it all to him, and
s < he’ll understand. We might even return to the yacht
B after we are married, and proceed to Bermuda.”
~ “That would be splendid,” he exclaimed.

771TH the greatest caution they undid the fastenings
of the little lifeboat. A glance into the pilot
house where gyrocompass, depth indicators, fog warn-
ings, and many other instruments made it quite un-
necessary to have an officer on constant duty, assured
them that they could slip away unseen and unheard.
* With just a faint humming they shot off into the
‘darkness, and headed due west. She taught him how
» manage the little craft, and then lay down to sleep
» he remained at the controls. Presently the sun
up out of the sea behind them bathing the distant
ahead of them with rosy light. It seemed a
prospect for the crowning event in the lives
‘had been kept apart by centuries

STORIES

tion to the service we perform for

public. We will just inquire how yoilesé;zd”d the
Using her pocket communicator she was goq |

touch with the right department, and yaq is;)on :

that Roger Wells, late lieutenant colmtnande:lD

submarine U5 had been duly registered & aOf the

citizen, and credited with one thousand upjtg worlg

his entry into a suitable vocation. As a furth?re]::}i:ﬁ

of appreciation for his suggestion for recoy
Number Two projectile the Government v
him with any airplane or flying machine
to five thousand horse power.

“Iiow sPlendi(i,” she exclaimed, “just the thing fo;
our oneymoon.

“Will it cost much to run?” he asked anxiously,

“Oh, no! You are allowed a reasonable ﬂmount.o{
power free. I think it will be half a million milegq -
year for a five thousand horse machine.” 4

“It sounds too good to be true,” he rejoiced,

A few minutes later they stood before the Tegistrar,

“So you wish to be married at once?” he inquired,

“Yes, at once,” They both answered him. :

“T'll just call up the chief registry department, and
verify these particulars.”

They waited a little nervously for the result,

“I think it would be better to postpone your mar-
riage,” he said at last. “Your rating, Miss Morgan, is
very high, and the authorities tell me that Roger
Wells will probably be rerated very shortly. His
new rating added to yours might bring your combined
rating above the allowable maximum.” i

“You have the particulars before you, and you have
verified them; we insist on being married at once”

“It is your right, if you insist,” he agreed.

“We do insist,” exclaimed both together. o

In a few minutes the simple ceremony was over, and
they were pronounced man and wife, “for as long &
you both desire it,” following the custom that ma®
riage is an earthly arrangement and useless when It
becomes repugnant to the parties concerned.

Their very first act was to call up the Y’d‘t';j
tell the astonished owner what they had done. €™
only just missed them, and had been wondering ¥
he should do. Their return would make e“'ﬁw‘
right, and they could continue to l“‘“
everything had been planned. Soon they w#’
their return journey, and Roger Wells “P”edw
utmost astonishment when his bride of 8" <
switched on the automatic recording chart whick Py
alone marked their course, but that of ﬂ”ﬁ
that to have missed them would have been A

Great was the rejoicing on board that _ W
they returned. News of their marriage w3s »"

.

ould Present



> STONE CAT
By Miles J. Breuer, M.D.

Author of ‘““The Man with the Strange Head.”

Mh

i)

some .
: Way the doctor had gained an atvnnuge._md was pushing Richard behind the curtain.

Again a cry broke from Richard’'s
a gulp and a shout of “help!”

NVESTIGATION showed that I was the

e consummately delicate touch. 1 walked over to the
person to see young Brian before

other side of the room where the doctor was working

his sudden and mysterious disappear-
ance. I saw him on the day that my
”h friend, Doctor Fleckinger
%o of us the stone cat. We found the

in his laboratory, a big, ai
s ig, airy room
gleaming

brightly on the myriad

with some Petri dishes and a microscope, and ex-
changed greetings with him.

Dr. Fleckinger went on with his work, and such
was his concentration that in a few moments he had
forgotten about me. He was pouring a black liquid
on some lumps of flesh in the Petri dishes and watch-
ing them blacken and

are
but it is t

seen a petrified forest? If you
t have wondered by what process
The processes that make petrifac-
not any too well understood by

crinkle: and then he teased
out pieces to examine under
the microscope. For a while

ht quite probable that he gazed abstractedly at

of scientists to create similar
e all know the biblical story of Lot’s
and was turned into a
Evidently we have to do with petrifac-

You will enjoy this un-
the author of “The

his notebook. Then came
the uncouth thing that
makes me shiver when I
think of it. Suddenly he
jerked up his cuff and bared

h t _ hisarm, and poured some of
= — the greenish-black stuff on
R The effect was hideous. The flesh blacken-
: and shriveled, and his arm shuddered. He re-
o ’nhd it for a while; then, seizing a scalpel, he pass.

p %
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i
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ed it quickly through a flame, and with one sweep
cut off the blackened skin and flesh. He put on a
compress-dressing to stop the bleeding, and went on
unconcernedly with his work, totally oblivious of me
standing there and shuddering.

That was the kind of man he was., I was afraid
of him. The iriendship that I continued with him
was one of those things that we do against the pro-
tests of our better judgment. I envied him his com-
fortable wealth, his astonishing intellect, and his
beautiful daughter; for 1 had to work hard for a
living with just a mediocre equipment of brains, and
all T had to love and worry about was a nephew who
could take better care of himself than I could. I en-
joyed Dr. Fleckinger's society during his amiable
intervals, and delighted in his wonderful private
collection of marble and bronze statuary. But, at
other times I was uncomfortable in his society. Though
I was his oldest and best friend, I had a feeling that
i he would cut me in pieces did the conditions of an ex-
| periment demand it, with the same unfeeling precision
" with which he had whirled guinea-pigs in a centrifuge
during our college days, to determine the effect on the
circulation.

Miss Lila and Brian were so interested in some
mutual matter that they had not noticed the uncanny
performance. In a quarter of an hour the doctor
seemed to have come to a stopping place in his work,
for he put it aside and entertained me so pleasantly
that I forgot and forgave his previous abstraction. It
was when Brian and I were taking our departure that
4 hz showed us the stone cat. It was on a low pillar,
1 in a room with a lot of small sculptured figures. I
did not look at it much, yet it stuck in my memory,
and sticks there yet, haunting me when I try to think
of pleasanter things. It was nateral size, of some
black stone, and was no doubt an admirable piece of
sculptural art, with its arched back, straight tail, and
angry appearance.

- But I didn’t like it. Brian hardly noticed it, but
~ Miss Lila stood on the stairs and shuddered. The
three year old girl of Dr. Fleckinger’s housekeeper was

~ toddling around the room after her mother who was
the statuary; and seeing us looking at the cat,

over to join us in her small, sociable way. Spying
stopped suddenly, looked at it a moment,
wail of lamentation. She continued to
atil she was carried out, crying some-
As I went out, I wondered
'should make me feel so
! and the child

AMAZING STORIES

 he is working on, is as profound a riddle to the restol

That was to come now, for the Tes
vestigating his case would devolve ¢
One thing about him, perhaps held
that ﬂof many f;l]l(‘l's: he was the successf
Dr. Fleckinger’s daughter, Lila, The list of
who had unsuccessfully aspired for this h
large, and my own nephew, Richard
them. It was pretty generally known ¢
doctor himself who stood in the way;
uncomfortable for the young fellow
acquainted with the girl that they desisted, Rich,
who was pretty hard hit, and spent a g%dlc ard,
despondent months after his defeat, tolq me thman
“selfish old devil cared less ahout his dauaht :
future than he did about his own whims,” Sog‘:;“
young Brian, by his persistence and his gracious: waen
continued not only in the favor of the youny lags,
but also in the good graces of her eccentricbfa[he?
there was a good deal of speculation as to Whyhe:
particularly, had heen selected.

My nephew, Richard, who is a sergeant in my de.
partment of the detective bureau, came to me and askeg
me to assign him specially to the investigation of
Brian’s disappearance. I did so gladly, for I had to
admit that he was clever, éven if most of the time it
was difficult for me to believe that the golden-haired
lad was really grown up. .

“I am looking up Brian’s contacts,” he reported:
“His own record is an easy job; his life is an open
book. Miss Fleckinger I know prety well mysll
But, her father seems to be a sort of mystery. You
know him intimately. Tell me about him.” Hi
brows were dark with angry suspicion. -

“Well,” I mused; “he and I went to school together.
We were drawn together and apart from others by s
common streak of intellect, a sort of analytical and it
vestigative faculty that would give us no rest
of me, it made a detective, out of him a ¢
scientist. He inherited enough money to make
possible. He keeps to himself, and does not o
publish the results of very much of his work.

Ponsihjl;
Y of §
L mY dﬁpanm 11':- )

MY altentjo,
]

Slitop of
oun

hOl’lor Wag

+ 3 amopy
hat 1t Was lhe ]
he made lt %

s Who tried ,

the scientific world as the secret of the Sphinx. oF

ever, I can make my surmises, if he does thingsblu .
those he used to do. I remember once that he, el
a steam whistle for ten days close to 2 T’]’bl.” o
and then killed it and made microscopic
see the effects on the nerves of hearing” othig
Richard shut his teeth with a click and wﬂ e
“I saw the doctor this afternoon,” I °°nu?md. '
takes a queer attitude toward this affair. Hl:hoﬂsh be
is all broken up about it, but he acts 8 the effe!
were relieved. He remarked something ' Jaught®
that he was glad that he wouldn’t lose 3 i !
‘Thenhehad&aem"ﬁd,h‘
ome in to seo a new statwe Wit ¥
all enthused about the S5




A ffoction for Miss Lila,
his . with the case. Per-

! her happy, even though
% I;::‘:p to his rival if he ever
£ * Prian; or perhaps some deeper
finding : through those long, discourag-

* f other good men on the force
¢ the problem;

o) fort in going over
¥ &‘l of ef :-:n Brian’s disappearance.
was

yung Frenchman was admitted to

day 3 YO

® | ish that

b o1 eid “What can I do for you?”

0fT) ":;::l" where is the Monsieur Brian?”
™ e slowly, and finding each word
effort. . "

hiz reward out, and it’s yours if you

uncle, old dear,” he said, with an
wee in voice and manner, breaking
's well known grin. With a hat on
expression, it was really Richard.
cal!” I shouted. “You certainly fool-

you speak French,” he said

uncle, I dye the hair and mustache
d practice French all night. But,
; friends. Well, I need it. I am
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still seemed a child to me. He came for me at seven
o’clock, carrying some packages. Unwrapping them,
he slipped a photograph into an inside pocket, and
a couple of live frogs into the pocket of his coat.
I stared in astonishment.

“Take your thirty-two automatic along,” he suggest-
ed. I patted the pocket where it reposed.

We drove to Fleckinger’s house in a car with three
officers from the station, and stopped at some distance
from the house. We walked separately into the yard,
and Richard signalled to the officers to wait out-
side. I was surprised to see him pull out a latchkey
and open the door, until I remembered that he was
a member of the household.

On the stair-landing in the lower hall stood a
statue. Richard pointed to it.

“The one you were invited to see and refused,” he
commented. “Oh, he’s a cool customer!”

He switched on the light in front of it, and asked
me to regard it closely. It was of some dull, black,
rough material, and represented a young man, almost
nude, seated, with his chin leaning against one hand
in deep meditation. The face was suggestive of pro-
found concentration like that of a hypnotized man.
The statue looked a little larger than life-size. It was
set back in a niche so that the light fell on it oblique-
ly, heightening the furrowed effect of the face. There
was something about the appearance of it that I did not
like, as it stood there with the shadows of the balusters
falling on it. It gave me the same sort of creeps that
the stone cat had imparted.

“It is really exactly life-size,” Richard informed
me. “I have measured it.”

I gave him an impatient glare, for I did not see
what that had to do with Brian’s disappearance.

“Then,” he continued, “lock at the features closely!”
And he jerked the photograph out of his pocket and
held it before me. It was a portrait of Brian, done
very dark by the photographer; a duplicate of which
I had at the office.

I looked from the picture to the face of the statue
and back again, and an icy chill shot through me.
But, Richard started suddenly, for the bobbing fig-
ure of r Fleckinger appeared at the head of
the stairs above us. Obviously that was not on the
program. ‘

“Put it away,” he whispered. Then he went on
slowly and loudly: “He is in the laboratoire. I am
certain it will make him much pleasure if you come

5.3 above——ah, there is Monsieur the doctor now.”

Doctor i came down and greeted me pleas-
lv. and shook my hand. My head hummed and
;‘idouldmmelygathermysenses enough to

platitudes addressed to me as we walked

the
at the doctor’s invitation to the laboratory,

y we began a rather lame con-

b




e COLOUR OUT OF
By H B Lovecraft
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watchers saw top height, a thousan 80,
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inds of the huddled men, a sense of doom and 'b”mﬂo'
stream of unplaceable colour left the well, it seemed




THE COLOUR OUT OF SPACE

.8 ykham the hills rise wild, and
L 1 of aAre valleys with deep woods that
M:xe has ever cut. There are dark

357
sometimes with only one
th only a lone chimney or

all the buildings standing,
or two, and sometimes wi
fast-filling cellar.

Weeds and bri i

1o : : . nd briers reigned, and

V2 parzow glens wher}f: the tf'es SLOPE kflan. furtive wild things rustled in the undernmwﬁ?1 Upon
; ere thin br rervthine w i 5 ;

: rastically and w ooklets everything was a haze of restlessness and oppression;

P . i ever having caught the glint of sun-
withot tler slopes there are farms, ancient
, On th.ethg:uat, moss-coated cottages brooding
1 rocky> W o1d New England secrets in the lee of
nal !‘m?rbut these are all vacant now, the wide
; %lins and the shingled sides bulging
ey’ beneath low gambrel roofs.
OUET ¢ Ik have gone away, and foreigners do
T, to live there. French-Canadians have tried
" have tried it, and the Poles have come and
"4 It is not because of anything that can be
“or heard or handled, but because of something
.+ oined. The place is not good for imagina-

a touch of the unreal and the grotesque, as if some
v1ta-l element of perspective or chiaroscuro were awry.
I did not wonder that the foreigners would not stay,
fpr this was no region to sleep in. It was too much
like a landscape of Salvator Rosa; too much like
some forbidden woodcut in a tale of terror.

But even all this was not so bad as the blasted
heath. I knew it the moment I came upon it at the
bottom of a spacious valley; for no other name could
fit such thing, or any other thing fit such a name.
It was as if the poet had coined the phrase from hav-
ing seen this one particular region. It must, I
thought as I viewed it, be the outcome of a fire; but

] not bring restful dreams at night. It
this which keeps the foreigners away, for old
Pierce has never told them of anything he re-
from the strange days. Ammi, whose head has
s little queer for years, is the only one who still
s, or who ever talks of the strange days; and
ares to do this because his house is so near the
s and the travelled roads around Arkham.
s once a road

why had nothing new ever grown over those five
acres of grey desolation that sprawled open to the
sky like a great spot eaten by acid in the woods and
fields? It lay largely to the north of the ancient
road line, but encroached a little on the other side.
I felt an odd reluctance about approaching, and did
so at last only because my business took me through
and past it. There was no vegetation of any kind
on that broad expanse, but

Lees S ==

‘and a new road read,

ERE is a totally different story that we can
highly recommend to you. We could wax rhap-
sodical in our praise, as the story is one of the finest
pieces of literature it has been our good fortune to
'he theme s original, and yet fantastic
enough to make it rise head and shoulders above
many contemporary scientifiction stories. You will
not regret having read this marvellous tale.

only a fine grey dust or
ash which no wind seem-
ed ever to blow about.
The trees near it were sick-
ly and stunted, and many
dead trunks stood or lay
rotting at the rim. As I
walked hurriedly by I saw

the oy
ng wilderness, and some of them will doubtless
' even when half the hollows are flooded for the

oir. Then the dark woods will be cut
blasted heath will slumber far below
whose surface will mirror the sky and
€ in the sun. And the secrets of the strange days
%€ one with the deep’s secrets; one with the hidden
f old ocean, and all the mystery of primal earth.
“ien [ went into the hills and vales to survey for
Teservoir they told me the place was evil.
told me this in Arkham, and because that is a
d town full of witch legends I thought the evil
'en through centuries. The name“blasted heath”
s pme very odd and theatrical, and I wondered
! had come into the folklore of a Puritan people.
' " 5aw that dark westward tangle of glens and

the tumbled bricks and
stones of an old chimney and cellar on my right,
and the yawning black maw of an abandoned w?ll
whose stagnant vapours played strange tricks  with
the hues of the sunlight. Even the long, dark wood-
land climb beyond seemed welcome in contrast, and
I marvelled no more at the frightened whispers of Ark-

le. There had been no house or ruin near;
lea; Il?:otll)ie old days the place must have been lonely

and remote. And at twilight, dreading to repass that ~

ominous spot, I walked circuitously back to the town

by the curving road on the south. I vaguely wished

some clouds would gather, for an odd t.imidity about
the deep skyey voids above had crept into my soul.

In the evening I asked old people in Arkham about
the blasted heath, and what was meant by that phrase
“strange days” which so many evasively muttered.
I could not, however, get any good answers, except
that all the mystery was much more recent than I had
dreamed. It was not a matter of old legendry at

but something within the lifetime of those who
., h‘t: um;:gpmed in the “eighties, and a family
-d or was killed. Speakers would not

L T, g e il it
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« ‘because they all told me to pay no
Ammi Pierce’s crazy tales, 1 sought
) having heard that he lived

ttage the trees
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ancient place, and had begun to exude the faint mias-
mal odour which clings about houses that have stood
too long. Only with persistent knocking could I
rouse the aged man, and when he shuffled timidly
to the door I could tell he was not glad to see me.
He was not so feeble as I had expected; but his eyes
drooped in a curious way, and his unkempt clothing
and white beard made him seem very worn and dis-
mal.

Not knowing just how he could best be launched
on his tales, I feigned a matter of business; told him
of my surveying, and asked vague questions about
the district. He was far brighter and more educated
than I had been led to think, and before T knew it
had grasped quite as much of the subject as any
man [ had talked with in Arkham. He was not like
other rustics I had known in the sections where reser-
voirs were to be. From him there were no protests
at the miles of old wood and farmland to be blotted
out, though perhaps there would have been had not
his home lain outside the bounds of the future lake.
Relief was all that he showed; relief at the doom
of the dark ancient valleys through which he had
roamed all his life. They were better under water
now—better under water since the strange days. And
with this opening his husky voice sank low, while

| his body leaned forward and his right forefinger "

began to point shakily and impressively.
IT was then that I heard the story, and as the ram-
bling voice scraped and whispered on I shivered
again and again despite the summer day. Often I
had to recall the speaker from ramblings, piece out
scientific points which he knew only by a fading par-
rot memory of professors’ talk, or bridge over gaps,
where his sense of logic and continuity broke down.
When he was done I did not wonder that his mind
had snapped a trifle, or that the folk of Arkham
would not speak much of the blasted heath. 1 hur-
ried back before sunset to my hotel, unwilling to have
the stars come out above me in the open; and the
next day returned to Boston to give up my position.
1 could not go into that dim chaos of old forest and
slope again, or face another time that grey blasted
‘ where the black well yawned deep beside the
bricks and stones. The reservoir will soon
and all those elder secrets will lie safe
watery fathoms. But even then I do
ould like to visit that country by night
the sinister stars are out; and
drink the new city water

———
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“the proper reagents, Water did ?oﬂlllﬂ‘a" ¢
chloric acid was the same. Nitric and & i
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Arkham had heard of the

great :
the sky and bedded itself in thzogotha fell out .
well at the Nahum Gardner place und beside o

hous-e which had _stood \:vhere the blaste:]t hwas the
to come—the trim white Nahyp G Cath g
amidst its fertile gardens and orchardsardner houg,

Nahum had come to town to te]] peo.l :
stone, and had dropped in at Ampm; Piie ?boutu,
way. Ammi was forty then, and al] the TE'S on fh,
were fixed very strongly in his ming, [i.llleer ;
wife had gone with the three professorg fr: anq al
tonic University who hastened out the nextm Ml_
lo see the weird visitor from unknown stellaTOm"E
and had wondered why Nahum had calleg it 50 ]
the day before. It had shrunk, Nahum saldl
pointed out the big brownish mound above ther? be
earth and charred grass near the archajc well
in his front yard; but the wise men answareclwtha
stones do not shrink. Its heat lingered persisten]
and Nahum declared it had glowed faintly i ,‘
night. The professors tried it with a geoj‘
hammer and found it was oddly soft. It was,in truth,
so soft as to be almost plastic; and they gouged rather
than chipped a specimen to take back to the college
for testing. They took it in an old pail borrowsl
from Nahum’s kitchen, for even the small piece re
fused to grow cool. On the trip back they stopped
at Ammi’s to rest, and seemed thoughtful when M,
Pierce remarked that the fragment was growing smal-
ler and burning the bottom of the pail. Trly, it
was not large, but perhaps they had taken less than
they thought.

The day after that—all this was in June of 8~
the professors had trooped out again in a great &
citement. As they passed Ammi’s they told him whit
queer things the specimen had done, and how it had.
faded wholly away when they put it in a glass beske®
The beaker had gone, too, and the wise men @&
of the strange stone’s affinity for silicon. It had
acted quite unbelievably in that well-ordered labor®
tory; doing nothing at all and showing no 0t
gases when heated on charcoal, being wholly .
tive in the borax bead, and soon proving itself 820
tely non-volatile at any producible teml?mm o
cluding that of the oxy-hydrogen blowpl?ﬁ-llle at
anvil it appeared highly malleable, and it el
its luminosity was very marked. Stubbornly "'y

o
ing to grow cool, it soon had the college ™| cq
of real excitement; and when upon heatin§ ke
the spectroscope it displayed shining ban
any known colours of the normal spectr!
much breathless talk of new elements, bﬂi‘:w |
properties, and other things which P“:;e koo
science are wont to say when faced by ible vil®

Hot as it was, they tested it in @ cTU¢ " gy

1odl
N
0 .




ight steadily less as time passed,
3, the Wel ceemed to be slightly cooling, there
fragment the solvents to show that they had
i “:ance at all. It was a metal, though,
[t was magnetic, for one thing; and
the acid solvents there seemed
. of the Widmanstatten figures

pe faint ;r;ﬁ jron. When the cooling had
n:-onsiderable, the testing was carried on
o " d it was in a glass beaker that they l‘eft
: chi ps made of the original fr_agment during
% | The next morning both chips and beaker
, wor ' without trace, and only a charred spot
od the place on the wooden shelf where they

: ’n the subs
‘. a doubt 1t
_,~. immerslon mn

j on

the professors told Ammi as they paused
.. door, and once more he went with them to see
iony messenger from the stars, though this time
wife did not accompany him. It had now most
ainly shrunk, and even the sober professors could
Joubt the truth of what they saw. All around
indling brown lump near the well was a
space, except where the earth had caved in;
whereas it had been a good seven feet across the
 before, it was now scarcely five. It was still
and the sages studied its surface curiously as
detached another and larger piece with hammer
They gouged deeply this time, and as
pried away the smaller mass they saw that the
of the thing was not quite homogeneous.

IEY had uncovered what seemed to be the side of
a large coloured globule embedded in the sub-
. The colour, which resembled some of the bands
¢ meteor’s strange was almost impos-
10 describe; and it was only by analogy that they
d it colour at all. Its texture was glossy, and
tapping it appeared to promise both brittleness
; One of the professors gave it a
t blow with a hammer, and it burst with a nervous
Pop. Nothing was emitted, and all trace of the
 Vanished with the puncturing. It left behind a
W spherical space about three inches across, and
ight it probable that others would be dis-
*d as the enclosing substance wasted away.

Jeclure was vain; so after a futile attempt to
Utional globules by drilling, the seekers left
Wit their new specimen—which proved, how-
baffling in the laboratory as its predecessor.

Ollowness

slight luminosity, cooling slightly in power-
ing an unknown i

".""* being almost plastic, having heat, magnet-
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property; for it had “drawn the lightning,” as Nahum
said, with a singular persistence. Six times within an
hour the farmer saw the lightning strike the furrow
in the front yard, and when the storm was over no-
thing remained but a ragged pit by the ancient well-
sweep, half-chocked with caved-in earth. Digging had
borne no fruit, and the scientists verified the fact of
the utter vanishment. The failure was total: so that
nothing was left to do but go back to the laboratory
and test again the disappearing fragment left care-
fully cased in lead. That fragment lasted a week, at
the end of which nothing of value had been learned of
it. When it had gone, no residue was left behind, and
in time the professors felt scarcely sure they had in-
deed seen with waking eyes that cryptic vestige of the
fathomless gulfs outside; that lone, weird message
from other universes and other realms of matter,
force, and entity.

As was natural, the Arkham papers made much of
the incident with its collegiate sponsoring, and sent
reporters to talk with Nahum Gardner and his family.
At least one Boston daily also sent a scribe, and
Nahum quickly became a kind of local celebrity. He
was a lean, genial person of about fifty, living with
his wife and three sons on the pleasant farmstead in
the valley. He and Ammi exchanged visits frequently,
as did their wives; and Ammi had nothing but praise
for him after all these years. He seemed slightly
proud of the notice his place had attracted, and talked
often of the meteorite in the succeeding weeks. That
July and August were hot; and Nahum worked hard
at his haying in the ten-acre pasture across Chapman’s
Brook; his rattling wain wearing deep ruts in the
shadowy lanes between. The labour tired him more
than it had in other years, and he felt that age was
beginning to tell on him.

Then fell the time of fruit and harvest. The pears
and apples slowly ripened, and Nahum vowed that
his orchards were prospering as never before. The
fruit was growing to phenomenal size and unwonted
gloss, and in such abundance that extra barrels were
ordered to handle the future crop. But with the ripen-
ing came sore disappointment, for of all that gorgeous
array of specious lusciousness not one single jot was
fit to eat. Into the fine flavour of the pears and
apples had crept a stealthy bitterness and sickishness,
so that even the smallest of bites induced a lasting
disgust. It was the same with the melons and toma-
toes, and Nahum sadly saw that his entire crop was
lost. Quick to connect events, he declared that the
meteorite had poisoned the soil, and thanked Heaven
that most of the other crops were in the upland lot
along the road.

INTER came early, and was very cold. Ammi
saw Nahum less often than usual, and observed
that he had begun to look worried. The rest of his
family too, seemed to have grown taciturn; and were

far from steady in their churchgoing or their attend-

4

the various social events of the countryside.

b i msas .
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Nahum himself gave the most definite statement of
anyone when he said he was disturbed about certain
footprints in the snow. They were the usual winter
prints of red squirrels, white rabbits, and foxes, but
the brooding farmer professed to see something not
quite right about their nature and arrangement. He
was never specific, but appeared to think that they
were not as characteristic of the anatomy and habits
of squirrels and rabbits and foxes as they ought to be.
Ammi listened without interest to this talk until one
night when he drove past Nahum’s house in his sleigh
on the way back from Clark’s Corners. There had
been a moon, and a rabbit had run across the road;
and the leaps of that rabbit were longer than either
Ammi or his horse liked. The latter, indeed, had
almost run away when brought up by a firm rein.
Thereafter Ammi gave Nahum’s tales more respect,
and wondered why the Gardner dogs seemed so cowed
and quivering every morning. They had, it developed,
nearly lost the spirit to bark.

In February the McGregor boys from Meadow Hill
were out shooting woodchucks, and not far from the
Gardner place bagged a very peculiar specimen. The
proportions of its body seemed slightly altered in a
queer way impossible to describe, while its face had
taken on an expression which no one ever saw in a
woodchuck before. The boys were genuinely fright-
ened, and threw the thing away at once, so that only
their grotesque tales of it ever reached the people of
the countryside. But the shying of horses near
Nahum’s house had now become an acknowledged
thing, and all the basis for a cycle of whispered legend
was fast taking form.

People vowed that the snow melted faster around
Nahum’s than it did anywhere else, and early in
March there was an awed discussion in Potter’s general
store at Clark’s Corners. Stephen Rice had driven

Gardner’s in the morning, and had noticed the
ckunk-cabbages coming up through the mud by the
woods across the road. Never were things of such
 size seen before, and they held strange colours that

could not be put into any words. Their shapes were
monstrous, and the horse had snorted at an odour
struck Stephen as wholly unprecedented. That
1oon several persons drove past to see the ab-
growth, and all agreed that plants of that

it never to sprout in a healthy world. The
the fall before was freely mentioned, and
“to mouth that there was poison
Of course it was the meteorite;

|
Eﬁ

did nothing with the land ar®
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do in cases of wild gossip, § d
will say and believe Ezmytil:ing(_)r f\und Stitioys ol
the strange days the professors sta edso all thy,
tempt. Only one of them, when gi{e away

dust for analysis in a police job ove " o pli

G0

0}
later, recalled that the queer co](;:- 5;3{31' and 3 by
cabbage had been very like one of thelhat

ang

bands of light shown by the meteor frs il
college spectroscope, and like the brittle g} in fy
imbedded in the stone from the abyss, g'l?huleio
in this analysis case gave the same odd bandi Pleg
though later they lost the property. # g
The trees budded prematurely around Ng. .
and at night they swayed ominously in :h:hn{n :
Nahum’s second son Thaddeus, a lad of fifteen g
that they swayed also when there was no Wlx;d
even the gossips would not credit this, (e ””
however, restlessness was in the air. The ‘,‘_:
Gardner family developed the habit of stealthy »
ing, though not for any sound which they could g
sciously name. The listening was, indeed, rather
product of moments when consciousness seemed b
to slip away. Unfortunately such moments increas
week by week, till it became common speech th
“something was wrong with all Nahum’s folks" ¥
the early saxifrage came out it had another sirng
colour; not quite like that of the skunk-cabbag
plainly related and equally unknown to anyone b
saw it. Nahum took some blossoms to Arkhem a
showed them to the editor of the Gazete, but s
dignitary did no more than write a humorous af
about them, in which the dark fears of Tustics Wer
held up to polite ridicule. It was a mistake of Natue!
to tell a stolid city man about the way the g

overgrown mourning-cloak butterflies b
nection with these saxifrages. y
April brought a kind of madness t0 the ¢

folk, and began that. disuse of the road past
which led to its ultimate abandonment.

the vegetation. All the orchard trees bl ol o)
in strange colours, and through the stony 5% .
yard and adjacent pasturage there sprang % * 4y
growth which only a botanist could co

proper flora of the region. No ¢ 'y o
colours were anywhere to be seen Wgo: ocic
grass and leafage; but everywhere Were . iy
prismatic variants of some i '
mary tone without a place among E“"W g B
earth. The “Dutchman’s breeches gs'. A

of sinister menace, and the bloodf?‘;:dw
in their chromatic perversion. Am;“ad " st o

thought that most of the colours
ing familiarity, and decided that

of the brittle globule in the meteo™
‘and sowed the ten-acre

would be of no use,

and b




. ev could not help being fright-
" :g;i:'m';‘l;m{ldeus, an especially sensitive
by : | the most.
] nsects came, and Nahum’s place became
; May re of buzzing and crawling. Most of the
. pightm? med not quite usual in their aspects and
Sﬂ:] their nocturnal habits contradicted all
‘nrience. The Gardners took to watching
" 11__watching in all ?lireciltionslat ram:]om }flor
wett v could not tell what. It was then that
' ::gj that Thaddeus had been right about
< Mrs. Gardner was the next to see it from
.7 as she watched s]t‘he S\';Ellell’; bm}:lghs of a
1 soainst a moonlit sky. e boughs surely
4 and there was no wind. It must be the sap.
seness had come into everything growing now.
it was none of Nahum’s family at all who made
sext discovery. Familiarity had dulled them, and
y they could not see was glimpsed by a timid wind-
| salesman from Bolton who drove by one night
norance of the country legends. What he told in
» was given a short paragraph in the Gazette:
was there that all the farmers, Nahum included,
it first. The night had been dark and the buggy-
faint, but around a farm in the valley which
one knew from the account must be Nahum's, the
ness had been less thick. A dim though distinct
osity seemed to inhere in all the vegetation,
, leaves, and blossoms alike, while at one mo-
1 thnnhed piece of the phosphorescence ap-
e to stir furtively in the yard near the barn.
¢ grass had so far seemed untouched, and the
 were freely pastured in the lot near the house,
ard the end of May the milk began to be bad.
bkich }'ld the cows driven to the uplands,
# this trouble ceased. Not long after this
““1g€ In grass and leaves became apparent to
k. Mlﬁ!e verdure was going grey, and was
“Png a highly singular quality of brittleness.
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T.haddeus nearly fainted at the way she made faces at
him, he decided to keep her locked in the attic. By
July she had ceased to speak and crawled on all fours,
and before that month was over Nahum got the mad
notion that she was slightly luminous in the dark, as
he now clearly saw was the case with the nearby
vegetation.

It was a little before this that the horses had stam-
peded. Something had aroused them in the night,
and their neighing and kicking in their stalls had been
terrible. There seemed virtually nothing to do to calm
them, and when Nahum opened the stable door they
all bolted out like frightened woodland deer. It took
a week to track all four, and when found they were
seen to be quite useless and unmanageable. Some-
thing had snapped in their brains, and each one had
to be shot for its own good. Nahum borrowed a
horse from Ammi for his haying, but found it would
not approach the barn. It shied, balked, and whinnied,
and in the end he could do nothing but drive it into
the yard while the men used their own strength to get
the heavy wagon near enough the hayloft for con-
venient pitching. And all the while the vegetation
was turning grey and brittle. Even the flowers whose
hues had been so strange were graying now, and the
fruit was coming out grey and dwarfed and tasteless.
The asters and goldenrod bloomed grey and distorted,
and the roses and zinneas and hollyhocks in the front
yard were such blasphemous-looking things that
Nahum’s oldest boy Zenas cut them down. The strange-
ly puffed insects died about that time, even the bees
that had left their hives and taken to the woods.

By September all the vegetation was fast crumbling
to a greyish powder, and Nahum feared that the trees
would die before the poison was out of the soil. His
wife now had spells of terrific screaming, and he and
the boys were in a constant state of nervous tension.
They shunned people now, and when school opened
the boys did not go. But it was Ammi, on one of his
rare visits, who first realized that the well water was
no longer good. It had an evil taste that was not
exactly fetid nor exactly salty, and Ammi advised his
friend to dig another well on higher ground to use
till the soil was good again. Nahum, however, ignored
the warning, for he had by that time become calloused
to strange and unpleasant things. He and the boys
continued to use the tainted supply, drinking it as
listlessly and mechanically as they ate their meagre
and ill-cooked meals and did their thankless and
monotonous chores through the aimless days. There
was something of stolid resignation about them all, as
if they walked half in another world between lines of

3 nameless guards to a certain and familiar doom.

~ Thaddeus went mad in September after a visit to
the well. He had gone with a pail and had come back
empty-handed, shrieking and waving his arms,. and
lapsing into an inane titter or a whisper

ving colours down there.” Two in one
but Nahum was very brave
run about for a week until
himself , and then he
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hind their locked doors was very terrible, especially to
little Merwin, who fancied they talked in some terrible
language that was not of earth. Merwin was getting
frightfully imaginative, and his restlessness was worse
after the shutting away of the brother who had been
his greatest playmate.

Almost at the same time the mortality among the
livestock commenced. Poultry turned greyish and
died very quickly, their meat being found dry and
noisome upon cutting. Hogs grew inordinately fat,
then suddenly began to undergdo loathsome changes
which no one could explain. Their meat was of
course useless, and Nahum was at his wit's end. No
rural veterinary would approach his place, and the
city veterinary from Arkham was openly baffled. The
swine began growing grey and brittle and falling to
pieces before they died, and their eyes and muzzles
developed singular alterations, It was very inex-
plicable, for they had never been fed from the tainted
vegetation. Then something struck the cows. Certain
areas or sometimes the whole body would be uncan-
nily shrivelled or compressed, and atrocious collapses
or disintegrations were common. In the last stages—
and death was always the result—there would be a
greying and turning brittle like that which beset the
hogs. There could be no question of poison, for all
the cases occurred in a locked and undisturbed barn.
No bites of prowling things could have brought the
virus, for what live beast of earth can pass through
solid obstacles? It must be only natural disease—
yet what disease could wreak such results was beyond
any mind’s guessing. When the harvest came there
was not an animal surviving on the place, for the
stock and poultry were dead and the dogs had run
away. These dogs, three in number, had all vanished
one night and were never heard of again. The five
cats had left some time before, but their going was

b scarcely noticed since there now seemed to be mno
: mice, and only Mrs. Gardner had made pets of the

graceful felines.

the nineteenth of October Nahum staggered into
Ammi’s house with hideous news. The death had
come to poor Thaddeus in his attic room, and it had
in a way which could not be told. Nahum had
a grave in the railed family plot behind the farm,
¢ therein what he found. There could
o from outside, for the small bar-
locked door were intact; but it was
the barn. Ammi and his
n man as best they could,
so. Stark terror seemed to
touched, and
a breath
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- vines falling in brittle wreckage

that his wife was getting very feeh]
approached, Ammi managed to get awe.
friendship could make him stay i thaat
faint glow of the vegetation began a0 s{)lot W
or may not have swayed without wipq lle tree
lucky for Ammi that he was net mo‘re s g
Even as things were, his mind was bep g Imagj tive
ly; but had he been able to connect and"er 0 slighy,
all the portents around him he myst ine;Fﬂm"
turned a total maniac. In the twilight l:lably baye
home, the screams of the mad woman ap, q tE h
child ringing horrible in his ears, © erygyg
Three days later Nahum burst into Ampp ki
in the early morning, and in the absence °fsh'l
stammered out a desperate tale once more, whill:
Pierce listened in a clutching fright, [t was iy
Merwin this time. He was gone. He hag gone
late at night with a lantern and pail for water
had never come back. He'd been going to pieo;
days, and hardly knew what he was about. Screanel
at everything. There had been a frantic shriek fu
the yard then, but before the father could get to fhe
door the boy was gone. There was no glow from e
lantern he had taken, and of the child himself g
trace. At the time Nahum thought the lantern a
pail were gone too; but when dawn came, and the
man had plodded back from his all-night search of
the woods and fields, he had found some very curio
things near the well. There was a crushed and g
parently somewhat melted mass of iron which had
certainly been the lantern; while a bent pail ad.

3 forno ghy

ey
hen%

_twisted iron hoops beside it, both half-fused, seemed

to hint at the remnants of the pail. That was Il
Nahum was past imagining, Mrs. Pierce was bath
and Ammi, when he had reached home and heard !
tale, could give no guess. Merwin was €07
there would be no use in telling the people ¥
who shunned all Gardners now. No us ui
telling the city people at Arkham who laugh
everything. Thad was gone, and now ¥€0 ©
gone. Something was creeping and cm,pms
waiting to be seen and heard. Nahum W?“l‘iﬁ e
and he wanted Ammi to look after his V“f.e e '
if they survived him. It must all be I for, %*
some sort; though he could not fancy Wha}s wps®
he had always walked uprightly in the Lor "
far as he knew. : ho!
For over two weeks Ammi saW.n"thmg .n"
and then, worried about what might have "8
he overcame his fears and paid the Gt  chin®
visit. There was no smoke from the WM
and for a moment the visitor W& apP™ ghod?
_the worst. The aspect of the whole farm ¥ -

the
. . on
—greyish withered grass and leﬂ‘;:m ,;M




for more wood. Wood, in-
_ 7 m‘;’sinw the cavernous fireplace
P !mety’ with a cloud of soot blowing
: ‘B ndchill G tha.t cgfme down the chimney.
oot 9 5} o asked him if the extra wood had
yeseOll) N more confortable, and then Ammi saw
e him 27 The stoutest cord had broken

had m]:iapt!l::n hapless farmer’s mind was proof

more sol'l.'OW-
. tactfully, Ammi could get no clear

Mj?l:gout the missing Zenas. “In the well—
’ in the well—" was all that the clouded father

y. Then there flashed across the visitor’s

P i thought of the mad wife, and he
o] his line of inquiry. “Nabby? Why, here

. ioI” was the surprised response of poor Nahum,
1 Ammi soon saw that he must search for himself.
.+, the harmless babbler on the couch, he took
: keye from their nail beside the door and climbed
¢ creaking stairs to the attic. It was very close and
sisome up there, and no sound could be heard from
v direction. Of the four doors in sight, only one
s locked, and on this he tried various keys on the
w he had taken. The third key proved the right
¢, and after some fumbling Ammi threw open the
It was quite dark inside, for the window was small
d half-obscured by the crude wooden bars; and
mmi could see nothing at all on the wide-planked

oor. The stench was beyond enduring, and before
oceeding further he had to retreat to another room
9 “:'ﬂ with his lungs filled with breathable air.

his
id enter he saw something dark in the
, and upon seeing it more clearly he screamed
.“ilehemeamedhethoughtamommury
‘dmthewindow,andasecondlaterhcfelt
elf brushed as if by some hateful current of
our.  Strange colours danced before his eyes; and
1ot a present horror numbed him he would have
ought of the globule in the meteor that the geo-

¢ hammer had shattered, and of the morbid
“ation that had sprouted in the spring. As it was
us monstrosity which

left final answer.
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with now; he must be fed and tended, and removed
to some place where he could be cared for.

Commencing his descent of the dark stairs, Ammi
heard a thud below him. He even thought a scream
had been suddenly choked off, and recalled nervously
the cla.mmy vapour which had brushed by him in
that frightful room above. What presence had his
cry and entry started up? Halted by some vague
fear, he heard still further sounds below. Indubitably
there was a sort of heavy dragging, and a most detest-
ably sticky noise as of some fiendish and unclean
species of suction. With an associative sense goaded
to feverish heights, he thought unaccountably of what
he had seen upstairs. Good God! What eldritch
dream-world was this into which he had blundered?
He dared move neither backward nor forward, but
stood there trembling at the black curve of the boxed-
in staircase. Every trifle of the scene burned itself
into his brain. The sounds, the sense of dread ex-
pectancy, the darkness, the steepness of the narrow
steps—and merciful Heaven!—the faint but unmis-
takable luminosity of all the woodwork in sight;
steps, sides, exposed laths, and beams alike.

Then there burst forth a frantic whinny from
Ammi’s horse outside, followed at once by a clatter
which told of a frenzied runaway. In another
moment horse and buggy had gone beyond earshot,
leaving the frightened man on the dark stairs to guess
what had sent them. But that was not all. There
had been another sound out there. A sort of liquid
splash—water—it must have been the well. He had
left Hero untied near it, and a buggy-wheel must have
brushed the coping and knocked in a stone. And still
the pale phosphorescense glowed in that detestably
ancient woodwork. God! how old the house was!
Most of it built before 1700.

A feeble seratching on the floor downstairs now
sounded distinctly, and Ammi’s grip tightened on a
heavy stick he had picked up in the attic for some
purpose. Slowly nerving himself, he finished his
descent and walked boldly toward the kitchen. But
he did not complete the walk, because what he sought
was no longer there. It had come to meet him, and
it was still alive after a fashion. Whether it had
crawled or whether it had been dragged by any ex-
ternal forces, Ammi could not say; but the death
had been at it. Everything had happened in the last
half-hour, but collapse, greying, and disintegration
were already far advanced. There was a horrible
brittleness, and dry fragments were scaling off. Ammi
could not touch it, but looked horrifiedly into the
distorted parody that had been a face. “What was
it, Nahum—what was it?” He whispered, and the
cleft, bulging lips were just able to crackle out a

ooooo
-----

-----

At . p




564

pizened the whole place..... dun’t know what it
wants. .... that round thing them men from the col-
lege dug outen the stone.....they smashed it.....
it was that same colour..... jest the same, like the
flowers an’ plants..... must a’ ben more of ’em.....
seeds..... seeds..... they growed..... I seen it the
fust time this week..... must a’ got strong on Zenas
.....he was a big boy, full olife..... it beats down
your mind an’ then gits ye..... burns ye up..... in
the well water..... you was right about that.....
evil water. . ...Zenas never come back from the well
..... can’t git away.....draws ye.....ye know sum-
m’at’s comin’, but tain’t no use..... I seen it time an’
agin Zenas was took..... whar’s Nabby, Ammi?
..... my head’s no good.....dunt know how long
sence I fed her.....it'll git her ef we ain’t keerful
..... jest a colour. ... .her face is gittin’ to hev that
colour sometimes towards night..... an’ it burns an’
SRR, . . . it come from some place whar things ain’t
as they is here..... one o’ them professors said so
...he was right..... look out, Ammi, it'll do suthin’
EOTES . . . . sucks the life out..... ¥

But that was all. That which spoke could speak
no more because it had completely caved in. Ammi
laid a red checked tablecloth over what was left and
i reeled out the back door into the fields. He climbed
the slope to the ten-acre pasture and stumbled home
by the north road and the woods. He could not pass

i that well from which his horses had run away. He
3 had looked at it through the window, and had seen
?r that no stone was missing from the rim. Then the
| lurching buggy had not dislodged anything after all
k —the splash had been something else—something
"g which went into the well after it had done with poor
E Naham. .... .

: When Ammi reached his house the horses and

buggy had arrived before him and thrown his wife
into fits of anxiety. Reassuring her without explana-
tions, he set out at once for Arkham and notified the
 authorities that the Gardner family was no more. He
~ indulged in no details, but merely told of the deaths
of Nahum and Nabby, that of Thaddeus being already
own. and mentioned that the cause seemed to be

: ailment which had killed the live-
» also stated that Merwin and Zenas had
ed. There was considerable questioning at
and in the end Ammi was compelled
s to the Gardner farm, together
medical examiner, and the veter-
cased animals. He went

38 Merwin and Zeags in the tainted well TEE

AMAZING STORIES

and even the medical examiner admitteq

was very little to examine, Specimens that
analysed, of course, so he busied himsel Coulq

ing them—and here it develops that 5 B In gy .'
aftermath occurred at the college lahoratzrpuzzlmg
the two phials of dust were finally taken, Uyd:h re
spectroscope both samples gave off gy l:lnk;
spectrum, in which many of the baffling bang own
precisely like those which the strange mEteos WhEre !
yielded in the previous year. The Property ofr od
ting this spectrum vanished in a month, ﬂleﬁ
thereafter consisting mainly of alkaline phosphates ad
carbonates.

AMMI would not have told the men about the yg|] -
if he had thought they meant to do anything they
and there. It was getting toward sunset, and he wgg
anxious to be away. But he could not help glancing
nervously at the stony curb by the great sweep, and
when a detective questioned him he admitted that
Nahum had feared something down there—so much
so that he had never even thought of searching it for
Merwin or Zenas. After that nothing would do but
that they empty and explore the well immediately, so
Ammi had to wait trembling while pail after pail of
rank water was hauled up and splashed on the soak-
ing ground outside. The men sniffed in disgust at
the fluid, and toward the last held their noses against
the foetor they were uncovering. It was not so long
a job as they had feared it would be, since the water
was phenomenally low. There is no need to s
too exactly of what they found. Merwin and Zenss
were both there, in part, though the vestiges wert
mainly skeletal. There were also a small deer
a large dog in about the same state, and a number of
bones of smaller animals. The ooze and slime at B
bottom seemed inexplicably porous and bubbling,
a man who descended on hand-holds with a long P**-
found that he could sink the wooden shaft to &%
depth in the mud of the floor without meebmg
solid obstruction. prought
Twilight had now fallen, and lanterns weré e
from the house. Then, when it was seen that 1t
further could be gained from the well, everyore =
indoors and conferred in the ancient sitting” '
while the intermittent light of a spectﬂ”f The
played wanly on the grey desolation ouls!
men were frankly nonplussed by the entir® ca:’ ik
could find no convincing common €l visel
the strange vegetable conditions, the unkno“"’h
of livestock and humans, and the unat:collll.""l',rm)T

}

heard the common country talk, it is tri®: Ibul:'
not believe that anything contrary to the 0
: . No doubt the meteor had Mk‘




: seated near a window over-
L the cﬂl':l‘;?’ﬁrst noticed the glow about the
yY‘;g’d fully set in, and all the abhorrent
Night ed faintly luminous with more than
nds geet™ . but this new glow was some-
il Moo inet, and a
Jefinite and dlstlnf:t, and appeared to shoot
R plack pit like a softened ray from a
y from iving dull reflections in the little ground
prete the water had been emptied. It had a
colour, and as all the men clustered round
'indoW Ammi gave a violent start. For this
¢ beam of ghastly miasma was to him of no un-
" var bue. He had seen that colour before, and
4 to think what it might mean. He had seen
" ihe nasty brittle globule in that aerolite two sum-
s ago, had seen it in the crazy vegetation of the
e and had thought he had seen it for an
ot that very morning against the small barred
 of that terrible attic room where nameless
gs had happened. It had flashed there a second, and
Jammy and hateful current of vapour had brushed
 him—and then poor Nahum had been taken by
sething of that colour. He had said so at the last
wid it was like the globule and the plants. After
had come the runaway in the yard and the splash
s well—and now that well was belching forth to
night a pale insidious beam of the same de-
tint.
‘does credit to the alertness of Ammi’s mind that
puzzled even at that tense moment over a point
h was essentially scientific. He could not but
der at his gleaning of the same impression from
spour glimpsed in the daytime, against a window
ung in the morning sky, and from a nocturnal
tion seen as a phosphorescent mist against the
X and blasted landscape. It wasn’t right—it was
st Nature —and he thought of those terrible last
& of his stricken friend, “It come from some place
4 Ill‘i‘l;:ﬂ’tl\!l’t’ll!!y'nhrcre ..... one o’ them pro-
Il three horses outside, tied to a pair of shrivelled
u - the road, were now neighing and pawing
- The wagon driver started for the door to
ething, but, Ammi laid a shaky hand on his

-&;Dun’tgoontthar,”hewhisp@red. “They’s

o / F:‘m-and dread. All the while the shaft of
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cursed house itself, four monstrous sets of fragments
—two from the house and two from the well—in the
woodf‘,h.ed behind, and that shaft of unknown and un-
holy iridescence from the slimy depths in front. Ammi
ha(.l ‘restrained the driver on impulse, forgetting how
uninjured he himself was after the clammy brushing
of tha-t ?oloured vapour in the attic room, but per-
haps it is just as well that he acted as he did. No
one will ever know what was abroad that night; and
though the blasphemy from beyond had not so far
hurt any human of unweakened mind, there is no
telling what it might not have done at that last
moment, and with its seemingly increased strength
and the special signs of purpose it was soon to display
beneath the half-clouded moonlit sky.

LL at once one of the detectives at the window
gave a short, sharp gasp. The others looked at
him, and then quickly followed his own gaze upward
to the point at which its idle straying had been sud-
denly arrested. There was no need for words. What
had been disputed in country gossip was disputable
no longer, and it is because of the thing which every
man of that party agreed in whispering later on, that
strange days are never talked about in Arkham. It
is necessary to premise that there was no wind at that
hour of the evening. One did arise not long after-
ward, but there was absolutely none then. Even
the dry tips of the lingering hedge-mustard, grey and
blighted, and the fringe on the roof of the standing
democrat-wagon were unstirred. And yet amid that
tense, godless calm the high bare boughs of all the
trees in the yard were moving. They were twitching
morbidly and spasmodically, clawing in convulsive
and epileptic madness at the moonlit clouds; scratch-
ing impotently in the noxious air as if jerked by
some allied and bodiless line of linkage with sub-
terrene horrors writhing and struggling below the
black roots.

Not a man breathed for several seconds. Then a
cloud of darker depth passed over the moon, and the
silhouette of clutching branches faded out momen-
tarily. At this there was a general cry; muffled with
awe, but husky and almost identical from every throat.
For the terror had not faded with the silhouette, and

in a fearsome instant of deeper darkness the watchers °
~ saw wriggling at the treetop height a thousand tiny

points of faint and unhalloed radiance, tipping each
bough like the fire of St. Elmo or the flames that
come down on the apostles’ heads at Pentecost. It
was a monstrous constellation of unnatural light, like
a glutted swarm of corpse-fed fireflies dancing hellish
sarabands over an accursed marsh; and its colour was
that same nameless intrusion which Ammi had come

» from the well was getting brighter
to the minds of the huddled

‘and abnormality which far
conscious minds could form.

was pouring out; and

i oS0 v



566

The veterinary shivered, and walked to the front
door to drop the heavy extra bar across it. Ammi
shook no less, and had to tug and point for lack of a
controllable voice when he wished to draw notice to
the growing luminosity of the trees. The neighing
and stamping of the horses had become utterly fright-
ful, but not a soul of that group in the old house
would have ventured forth for any earthly reward.
With the moments the shining of the trees increased,
while their restless branches seemed to strain more
and more toward verticality. The wood of the well-
sweep was shining now, and presently a policeman
dumbly pointed to some wooden sheds and beehives
near the stone wall on the west. They were com-
mencing to shine, too, though the tethered vehicles of
the visitors seemed so far unaffected. Then there was
a wild commotion and clopping in the road, and as
Ammi quenched the lamp for better seeing they real-
ized that the span of frantic grays had broken their
sapling and run off with the democrat-wagon.

The shock served to loosen several tongues, and
embarrassed whispers were exchanged. “It spreads
on everything organic that’s been around here.” mut-
tered the medical examiner. No one replied, but
the man who had been in the well gave a hint that
his long pole must have stirred up something intan-
gible. “It was awful,” he added. “There was no bot-
tom at all. Just ooze and bubbles and the feeling
of something lurking under there.” Ammi’s horse
still pawed and screamed deafeningly in the road out-
side, and nearly drowned its owner’s faint quaver as

| he mumbled his formless reflections. “It come from
i that stone—it growed down thar—it got everything
livin—it fed itself on "em, mind and body—Thad an’
Merwin, Zenas an’ Nabby—Nahum was the last—
they all drunk the water—it got strong on ’em—it
come from beyond, whar things ain’t like they be
here—now it’s goin’ home—"

At this point, as the column of unknown colour
flared suddenly stronger and began to weave itself
into fantastic suggestions of shape which each specta-
tor later described differently, there came from poor

~ ever heard from a horse. Every person in that low-
- pitched sitting room stopped his ears, and Ammi
~ turned away from the window in horror and nausea.
Vords could not convey it—when Ammi looked out
the hapless beast lay huddled inert on the
sround between the splintered shafts of the
hat was the last of Hero till they buried him
ent was no time to mourn, for
detective silently called at-
in the very room with
lamplight it was clear
g pervade the

AMAZING STORIES

tethered Hero such a sound as no man before or since

Ammi showed them the back
through the fields to the ten
walked and stumbled as in a dr
look back till they were far aw
They were glad of the path, for gro v
gone the front way, by that well_thﬁyw;:)ull:t nothlx:".;e
passing the glowing barn and sheds ansc'l ad Enoygy
ing orchard trees with their gnarléd f; 38 ghi
tours; but thank Heaven the branches ,dide:;? “h cop.
twisting high up. The moon went yy e eir g
black clouds as they crossed the rustic b:i‘:imﬁa very
Chapman’s Brook, and it was blind &8 oy
there to the open meadows.

door ang

€am, and di

ay on the hi;hm}t g

- e
8roping frony

HEN they looked back toward the valle
distant Gardner pl h 7
_ place at the bottom th,
fearsome sight. All the f A
a fears g e farm was shining yiy the
hideous unknown blend of colour; trees, builgy,
and even such grass and herbage as had pot b(::
wholly changed to lethal grey brittleness, The boughs
were all straining skyward, tipped with tongues
foul flame, and lambent tricklings of the same ng
strous fire were creeping about the ridgepoles o i
the house, barn and sheds. It was a scene from ; ¢
vision of Fuseli, and over all the rest reigned that rig
of luminous amorphousness, that alien and undimen.
sioned rainbow of cryptic poison from the well-
seething, feeling, lapping, reaching, scintillating,
straining, and malignly bubbling in its cosmic and
unrecognizable chromaticism. 1
Then without warning the hideous thing shot ver §1
tically up toward the sky like a rocket or meteor,
leaving behind no trail and disappearing through a
round and curiously regular hole in the clouds befor
any man could gasp or cry out. No wacher e
ever forget that sight, and Ammi stared blankly &
the stars of Cyngus, Deneb twinkling above the
others, where the unknown colour had melted info %
Milky Way. But his gaze was the next moment &
swiftly to earth by the crackling in the valley.
was just that. Only a wooden ripping and s
and not an explosion, as so many others of the 7
vowed. Yet the outcome was the same, for It 1
feverish kaleidoscopic instant there burst up , it
doomed and accursed farm a gleamingly
cataclysm of unnatural sparks and substant®
ring the glance of the few who saw it and . )
forth to the zenith a bombarding cloudburst @ g
coloured and fantastic fragments as our UM g
needs disown. Through quickly re"‘lw? nished
they followed the great morbidity that had Yo o
and in another second they had v h::: the ™
and below was only a darkness to ¥ pting ™
dared not return, and all about was 2 “frore &
which seemed to sweep down in
from interstellar space. Itshﬁ*d'.nd‘l:d '
lashed the fields and distorted wo*:#a i
> no use waiting for the moon
SR 9 =
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e his own kitchen, instead of keeping
oo I He did not wish to cross the
3 : woods alone to his home on
; d’“?gf;i had had an added shock that
¢ mAI0 r::re spmd, and was crushed for ever with
! .. fear he dared not even mention for many
As the rest of the watchers on that

oc::fi-“ had stolidly set their faces toward the

ersp® Ammi had looked back an instant at the sha-
03¢ valley of desolation so lately sheltering his ill-
F ”' friend. And from that stricken, far-away spot
' seen something feebly rise, only to sink down
4in upon the place from which the great shapeless
¥ had shot into the sky. It was just a colour—
+ not any colour of our earth or heavens. And be-
. Ammi recognized that colour, and knew that
ihic last faint remnant must still lurk down there in
be well, he has never been quite right since.
Ammi would never go near the place again. It is
ty-four years mow since the horror happened, but
has never been there, and will be glad when the
reservoir blots it out. I shall be glad, too, for I
not like the way the sunlight changed colour
round the mouth of that abandoned well I passed.
hope the water will always be very deep—but even
, I shall never drink it. I do not think I shall visit
¢ Arkham country hereafter. Three of the men who
ﬁ M.Wiﬂl Ammi returned the next morning to
the ruins by daylight, but there were not any real
Only the bricks of the chimney, the stones of
¢ cellar, some mineral and metallic litter here and
ere, and the rim of that nefandous well. Save for
mmi's dead horse, which they towed away and bur-
4, and the buggy which they shortly returned to
; 'uﬂ.dlmofdmtymdeaertmmined,nor
%tms:;n there since. To this day it
" like a great spot eaten by acid
19¢ woods and fields, and the iewpoivho have ever
. limpse it in spite of the rural tales have named

T

“ﬂl.m that no wind seems ever
&Mmmmmﬂbm&
borders of that spot, for they lmgh
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only the foreigners tried to live in the crumbling old
homesteads. They could not stay, though; and one
sometimes wonders what insight beyond ours their
wild, weird stories of whispered magic have given
them. Their dreams at night, they protest, are very
horrible in that grotesque country; and surely the
very look of the dark realm is enough to stir a morbid
fancy. No traveler has ever escaped a sense of strange-
ness in those deep ravines, and artists shiver as they
paint thick woods whose mystery is as much of the
spirits as of the eye. I myself am curious about the sen-
sation I derived from my one lone walk before Ammi
told me his tale. When twilight came I had vaguely
wished some clouds would gather, for odd timidity
about the deep skyey voids above had crept into my soul.

Do not ask me for my opinion. I do not know—
that is all. There was no one but Ammi to question;
for Arkham people will not talk about the strange
days, and all three professors who saw the aerolite
and its coloured globule are dead. There were other
globules—depend upon that. One must have fed
itself and escaped, and probably there was another
which was too late. No doubt it is still down the well
—1 know there was something wrong with the sunlight
I saw above that miasmal brink. The rustics say
the blight creeps an inch a year, so perhaps there is
a kind of growth or nourishment even now. But
whatever demon hatchling is there, it must be teth-
ered to something or else it would quickly spread. Is
it fastened to the roots of those trees that claw the
air? One of the current Arkham tales is about fat oaks
that shine and move as they ought not to do at night.

What it is, only God knows. In terms of matter
I suppose the thing Ammi described would be called
a gas, but this gas obeyed laws that are not of our
cosmos. This was no fruit of such worlds and suns
as shine on the telescopes and photographic plates
of our observatories. This was no breath from the
skies whose motions and dimensions our astronomers
measure or deem too vast to measure. It was just
a colour out of space—a frightful messenger from
unformed realms of infinity beyond all Nature as we
know it; from realms whose mere existence stuns
the brain and numbs us with the black extra-cosmic
gulfs it throws open before our frenzied eyes.

I doubt very much if Ammi consciously lied to
me, and I do not think his tale was all a freak of mad-
ness as the townsfolk had forewarned. Something
terrible came to the hills and valleys on that meteor,
and something terrible—though I know not in what
proportion—still remains. I shall be glad to see the
water come. Meanwhile I hope nothing will happen
to Ammi. He saw so much of the thing—and its in-
fluence was so insiduous. Why has he never been
able to move away? How clearly he recalled those
dying words of Nahum’s—“can’t git away—draws ye
summ’at’s comin’, but ’tain’t no use—"
ch a good old man—when the reservoir
I must write the chief engineer to
on him. I would hate to think of
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the net Mars gets within thirty-
wof miles of the Earth—a very minute
. tance—and_ the inhabitants of the lit-
.'"‘ dis take to invade the earth. The as-
,wl‘ - m" greatly interested in observing some
ors W i occurring on this mearby planct,
e call it; a strange light and peculiar
J seen and presently, as Mars gets nearer
ot 0T oo travels, there is @ huge outbreak of
o meare” gas upon the planet. And presently it
pendeSCL ot Mars is bombarding the earth, and a
furns ""!. Jer lands, burying itself half-way or more
[ e ‘:,a, near London. Naturally, the people come
& 1 the look at the strange visitor and while they are
] ” s it, the top begins to move, as if unscrewing.
off and @ terrible form with oily brown skin

d long tentacles and something unspeakably terrible

o its movements, emerges, almost helpless, from the
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What Went Before

cyh.nder and falls into the pit. Others come out of the
cylinder, all _prot‘ided with destructive mechanisms

The Martians (for that is what these horrible .crew—
tures !‘:urn out to be), stalk over the land, wreaking de-
struction everywhere and the Earth Men start a futile
volley of.cannon fire. A wvery appalling account of the
demf‘?tatzon wrought over the whole area, follows.

With a wonderful death-dealing Heat-Ray and by
generating black smoke, the Martians begin systematic-
ally to ruin all things made by man—houses, villages,
and even London itself, The people flee in panic fear
and desp.azr from the invaded country, but few escape.
Everything that they hold dear in life gone, they still
struggle to prolong their existence and we are left with
the whole world threatened by these strange beings- In
the nmext installment, the riddle is solved in the mosb
dramatic as well as totally uncxpected and unforeseen
manner.

' The War of the Worlds

CHAPTER XVI
The Exodus From London

$]0 you understand the roaring wave of fear
a1 that swept through the greatest city in
the world just as Monday was dawning
—the stream of life rising swiftly to
~_a torrent, lashing in a foaming tu-

round the railway stations, banked up into a
about the shipping in the Thames,
g;ery available channel northward

By H. G. Wells
Part II.

were fired, people stabbed, and the policemen who
had been sent to direct the traffic, exhausted and in-
furiated, were breaking the heads of the people they
were called out to protect. _
And as the day advanced and the engine-drivers
and stokers refused to return to London, the pres-
sure of the fight drove the people in an ever-thick-
ening multitude away from the stations and along
the northward-running roads. By mid-day a Mar-
tian had been seen at Barnes, and a cloud of slowly-
sinking black vapour drove along the Thames and
across the flats of Lambeth, cutting off all escape
over the bridges in its
sluggish advance. Another
bank drove over Ealing,
and surrounded a little is-
land of survivors on Castle

escape.

After a fruitless strug-
gle to get aboard a North-
Western train at Chalk
Farm—the engines of the
trains that had loaded
in the goods yard there
ploughed through shrieking
people, and a dozen stal-
‘wart men fought to keep

" Hill, alive, but unable to :

d  the crowd from crushing
furnace — my brother
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he got was punctured in dragging it through the
window, but he got up and off, notwithstanding,
with no further injury than a cut wrist. The steep
foot of Haverstock Hill was impassable owing to sev-
eral overturned horses, and my brother struck into
Belsize Road.

So he got out in the fury of the panic, and, skirt-
ing the Edgware Road, reached Edgware about sev-
en, fasting and wearied, but well ahead of the crowd.
Along the road people were standing in the road-
way curious, wondering. He was passed by a num-
ber of cyclists, some horsemen, and two motor-cars.
A mile from Edgware the rim of the wheel broke, and
the machine became unrideable. He left it by the
roadside and trudged through the village. There
were shops half opened in the main street of the
place, and people crowded on the pavement and in
the doorways and windows, staring astonished at this
extraordinary procession of fugitives that was be-
ginning. He succeeded in getting some food at an
inn.

For a time he remained in Edgware, not knowing
what next to do. The flying people increased in
number. Many of them, like my brother, seemed in-
clined to stop in the place. There was no fresh news
of the invaders from Mars.

At that time the road was crowded, but as yet far
from congested. Most of the fugitives at that hour
were mounted on cycles, but there were soon motor-
cars, hansom cabs, and carriages hurrying along,
and the dust hung in heavy clouds along the road
to St. Albans.

It was perhaps a vague idea of making his way to
Chelmsford, where some friends of his lived, that
at last induced my brother to strike into a quiet lane
running eastward. Presently he came upon a stile,
and, crossing it, followed a footpath north-eastward.
He passed near several farm-houses and some little
places whose names he did not learn. He saw few
fugitives until, in a grass lane towards High Barnet,
he happened upon the two ladies who became his
fellow-travellers. He came upon them just in time
to save them.

He heard their screams, and, hurrying round the
corner, saw a couple of men struggling to drag them
 of the little pony-chaise in which they had been
g, while a third with difficulty held the fright-
s head. One of the ladies, a short woman
; was simply screaming; the other,
zure, slashed at the man who grip-
a whip she held in her disengaged
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~ to drive on to Edgware, with

across his face, a third antagonigt
tween the eyes, and the man he held + him be.
self free and made off down the lane Tencheq i,
tion from which he had come, ™ the dire,

Partly stunned, he found himself facin
who had held the horse’s head, ang =
of the chaise receding from him down
swaying from side to side and with the Wome lane,
looking back. The man before him, 4 bt N in jt
tried to close, and he stopped him with ailmug?"
the face. Then, realizing that he was desenow in
dodged round and made off down the lane afte he
chaise, with the sturdy man close behing him,r $
the fugitive, who had turned now, folloyip -
motely. ¥

Suddenly he stumbled and fell; his immediag,
pursuer went headlong, and he rose to his feg fo
find himself with a couple of antagonists again, He
would have had little chance against them haq not
the slender lady very pluckily pulled up and retyr.
ed to his help. It seems she had had a revolyer 4]
this time, but it had been under the seat when s
and her companion were attacked. She fired at siy
yards’ distance, narrowly missing mv brother, The
less courageous of the robbers made off, and his
companion followed him, cursing his cowardice.
They both stopped in sight down the lane, where the
third man lay insensible. :

“Take this!” said the slender lady, and gave my
brother her revolver.

“Go back to the chaise,” said my brother, wiping
the blood from his split lip. -
She turned without a word—they were both pant

ing—and they went back to where the lady in whité
struggled to hold back the frightened pony.
The robbers had evidently had enough of it. When
my brother looked again they were retreaﬁng,-
“P’ll sit here,” said my brother, “if I may; ol
he got up on the empty front seat. The lady Looked
over her shoulder. .
“Give me the reins,” she said, and laid the whip
along the pony’s side. In another moment & ™
in the road hid the three men from my brother’s &% ..
So, quite unexpectedly, my brother found biook ]
panting, with a cut mouth, a bruised jaw and [aze
stained knuckles, driving along an unknoW
with these two women. ounget
He learned they were the wife and ‘hehzd o
sister of a surgeon living at Stanmore, who Pinneh
in the small hours from a dangerous casé at of e
and heard at some railway-station on Y e

g lhe mln
all]e aware

his ':usd e
Martian advance. He had hurried home, days
women—their servant had left them WO ur
fore—packed some provisions, put 4 told ! ¢
der the seat—luckily for my brother—a® geltin€

the idea of &% igp
there. He stopped behind to tell at 3

“He would overtake them, he "f‘..-




they told my b(;'othcr in frag-
ey stopped again, nearer
Pﬁ:&% to I;Fay with them at
could determine what to do, or un-
gutil U o arrived, and professed to be an
) the ml"’ng.th the revolver—a weapon strange to
it shot mto give them confidence. :
in ;;‘;ﬁ'a sort of encampment by the wayside,
fhey ™ - | ecame happy in the hedge. He told
 the pony escape out of London, and all that

' thi;:[).:; Martians and their ways. The sun
Mhi;er in the sky, and after a time their talk

and gave place to an uneasy state of anti-
. Several wayfarers came along the lane, and
- my brother gathered such news as he could.
proken answer he had deepened his impres-

o of the great disaster that had come to humanity,
qed his persuasion of the immediate necessity
 prosecuting  this flightt. He urged the matter

them.

“e have money,” said the slender woman, and
eyes met my brother's and her hesitation

“So have 1,” said my brother.
She explained that they had as much as thirty
mds in gold besides a five-pound note, and sug-
ted that with that they might get upon a train
3 Albans or New Barnet. My brother thought
was hopeless, seeing the fury of the Londoners
T flllpon the trains, and broached his own idea
friking across Essex towards Harwich and thence
3ping from the country altogether.
_ﬂpll_instone—-that was the name of the wo-

upon “George”; but her sister-in-law

: y quiet and deliberate, and at last

*d to my brother’s suggestion. So they went on

designing to cross the Great North

; ing the pony to save it as
'O&lerle. leading pony
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villas that guarded it at its confluence with the high-
road, came a little cart drawn by a sweating black
pony and driven by a sallow youth in a bowler hat,
gray with dust. There were three girls like East
End factory girls, and a couple of little children,
crowded in the cart.

“This’ll tike us rahnd Edgware?” asked the driver,
wild-eyed, white-faced; and when my brother told
him it would if he turned to the left, he whipped up
at once without the formality of thanks.

My brother noticed a pale gray smoke or haze
rising among the houses in front of them, and veil-
ing the white facade of a terrace beyond the road
that appeared between the backs of the villas. Mrs.
Elphinstone suddenly cried out at a number of
tongues of smoky red flame leaping up above the
houses in front of them against the hot blue sky.
The tumultuous noise resolved itself now into the
disorderly mingling of many voices, the gride of
many wheels, the creaking of waggons, and the stac-
cato hoofs. The lane came round sharply not fifty
yards from the cross-roads.

“Good-heavens!” cried Mrs. Elphinstone. “What
is this you are driving us into?”

My brother stopped.

For the main road was a boiling stream of people,
a torrent of human beings rushing northward, one
pressing on another. A great bank of dust, white
and luminous in the blaze of the sun, made every-
thing within twenty feet of the ground gray and in-
distinct, and was perpetually renewed by the hurry-
ing feet of a dense crowd of horses and men and wo-.
men on foot, and by the wheels of vehicles of every
description.

“Way!” my brother heard voices crying.
way!”

It was like riding into the smoke of a fire to ap-
proach the meeting-point of the lane and road; the
crowd roared like a fire, and the dust was hot and
pungent. And, indeed, a little way up the road a
villa was burning and sending rolling masses of
black smoke across the road to add to the confusion.

Two men came past them. Then a dirty woman
carrying a heavy bundle and weeping. A lost re-
triever dog with hanging tongue circled dubiously:
round them, scared and wretched, and fled at my
brother’s threat.

So much as they could see of the road London-
ward between the houses to the right, was a tumult-
uous stream of dirty, hurrying people pent in be-
tween the villas on either side; the black heads, the
crowded forms, grew into distinctness as they rushed
towards the corner, hurried past, and merged their
individuality again in a receding multitude that was
swallowed up at last in a cloud of dust.

“Go on! Go on!” cried the voices. “Way!

One man’s hands pressed on the back of another

My brother stood at the pony’s head. Irresistibly at:

“Make

whmm pace by pace, down the
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lation in movement. It is hard to imagine that host.
It had no character of its own. The figures poured
out past the corner, and receded with their backs to
the group in the lane. Along the margin came those
who were on foot, threatened by the wheels, stum-
bling in the ditches, blundering into one another.

The carts and carriages crowded close upon one
another, making little way for those swifter and
more impatient vehicles that darted forward every
now and then when an opportunity showed itself of
doing so, sending the people scattering against the
fences and gates of the villas,

“Push on!” was the cry.
coming!”

In one cart stood a blind man in the uniform of
the Salvation Army, gesticulating with his crooked
fingers and bawling, “Eternity, eternity!” His voice
was hoarse and very loud, so that my brother could
hear him long after he was lost to sight in the south-
ward dust. Some of the people who crowded in the
carts whipped stupidly at their horses and quarrel-
ed with other drivers; some sat motionless, staring
at nothing with miserable eyes; some gnawed their
hands with thirst or lay prostrate in the bottoms of
the conveyances. The horses’ bits were covered with
foam, their eyes bloodshot.

’ There were cabs, carriages, shop-carts, waggons,
beyond counting; a mail-cart, a road-cleaner’s cart
marked “Vestry of St. Pancras,” a huge timber wag-
gon crowded with roughs. A brewer’s dray rumbled
by with its two near wheels splashed with recent
blood.

“Clear the way!” cried the voices.

way!”

“Eter-nity! eter-nity!” came echoing up the road.
There were sad, haggard women tramping by, well
dressed, with children that cried and stumbled, their
dainty clothes smothered in dust, their weary faces
smeared with tears. With many of these came men,
sometimes helpful, sometimes lowering and savage.

Fighting side by side with them pushed some weary

street outcast in faded black rags, wide-eyed, loud-

voiced, and foul-mouthed. There were sturdy work-
 men thrusting their way along, wretched unkempt
‘men clothed like clerks or shopmen, struggling

) dically, a wounded soldier my brother no-
men dressed in the clothes of railway porters,
creature in a night-shirt with a coat

“Push on! they are

“Clear the

?
Ei
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we‘1:c hoarse and weak. T!irough it all rap
Way! way! The Martians are comipoy Teitain
Few stopped and came aside from ih:tg'
lane opened slantingly into the majy, rﬂoorl. e
narrow opening, and had a delusive 5 oad yig
coming from the direction of Londop, PpYea ta
of eddy of people drove into its moyg,. -
elbowed out of the stream, who for the ";'eakling,
rested but a moment before plunging ing, i(t!sl :
A little way down the lane, with two friend bagﬁm.
over him, lay a man with a bare leg, Wrappedeﬂdlnﬁ
with bloody rags. He was a lucky map to?ﬂut
friends. e o
A little old man, with a gray militar
and a filthy black frock-coat, limped out apg @
down beside the trap, removed his boot—hjs s::i
was blood-stained—shook out a pebble, and hobbleg
on again; and then a little girl of eight or nipe ,
alone, threw herself under the hedge close by’ m
brother, weeping.
“I can’t go on! I can’t go on
My brother woke from his torpor of astonishmey
and lifted her up, speaking gently to her, and carried
her to Miss Elphinstone. So soon as my brothe
touched her she became quite still, as if frightened:
“Ellen!” shricked a woman in the crowd, wi
tears in her voice. “Ellen!” And the child sud
denly darted away from my brother, crying
“Mother!” :
“They are coming,” said a man on horsehack, 3§
riding past along the lane. ;
“Out of the way, there!” bawled a coachmanig
towering high; and my brother saw a closed cer i
riage turning into the lane. E
The people crushed back on one another to al
the horse. My brother pushed the pony and chais
back into the hedge, and the man drove by_and stope
ped at the turn of the way. It was a carriage; ¥
a pole for a pair of horses, but only one Wi e
traces.
My brotker saw dimly through the dust that
men lifted out something on a white stre}ch""’ v
put this gently on the grass bencath the priret %5
One of the men came running to my E"m 5
“Where is there any water?” he said. H: '
fast, and very thirsty. It is Lord Gaka'“m hie
“Lord Garrick!” said my brother,
Justice?”
“The water?” he said. oy i el
“There may be a tap,” said my brother; ot 18
of the houses. We have no water. 3%
my people.” s U
The man pushed against the crowd v ;
gate of the corner house. } 'V
“Go on!” said the people, thrusting abe i

e coming! Go on!” i acted B
‘Then my brother’s attention Was

q

Y Moustach,

17
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& the shaft of a cab struck
+ him reeling. He gave a shriek
£ md a cartwheel shaved him nar-

ok

T L
ay-.

f%;ﬁ cried the men all about him. “Make

A" cab had passed, he flung himself.
';‘g:e open, upon the heap of coins, and
i stching handfuls in his pockets. A horse

him, and in another moment he had

Q,:{ had been borne down under the

% o1” screamed my brother, and, pushing a wo-
% of his way, tried to clutch the bit of the

, he could get to it, he heard a scream under
lc and saw through the dust the rim pas-
poor wretch’s back. The driver of the
his whip at my brother, who ran round
multitudinous shouting con-

i
5
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“George.” My brother was horrified and perplexed.
So soon as they had retreated, he realized how urgent
and unavoidable it was to attempt this crossing. He
turned to Miss Elphinstone suddenly, resolute.

“We must go that way,” he said, and led the pony
round again.

For the second time that day this girl proved her
quality. To force their way into the torrent of peo-
ple, my brother plunged into the iraffic and held
back a cab-horse, while she drove the pony across
its head. A waggon locked wheels for a moment,
and ripped a long splinter from the chaise. In an-
other moment they were caught and swept forward |
by the stream. My brother, with the cabman’s whip-
marks red across his face and hands, scrambled into
the chaise, and took the reins from her.

“Point the revolver at the man behind,” he said,
giving it to her, “if he presses us too hard. No!—
point it at his horse.” .

Then he began to look out for a chance of edging
to the right across the road. But once in the stream,
he seemed to lose volition, to become a part of that
dusty rout. They swept through Chipping Barnet
with the torrent; they were nearly a mile beyond the
centre of thz town before they had fought across to
the opposite side of the way. It was din and confu-
sion indescribable; but in and beyond the town the
road forks 1epeatedly, and this to some extent re-
lieved the stress.

They struck eastward through Hadley, and there
on either side of the road, and at another place fur-
ther on, they came upon a great multitude of people

drinking at the stream, some fighting to come at the
water. And further on, from a hill near East Bar-
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of the Thames to Deal and Broadstairs, poured the
same frantic rout. If one could have hung, that June
morning, in a balloon in the blazing blue above Lon-
don, every northward and eastward road running out
of the infinite tangle of streets would have seemed
stippled black with the streaming fugitives, each dot
a human agony of terror and physical distress. I
have set forth at length in the last chapter my broth-
er’s account of the road through Chipping Barmet, in
order that my readers may realize how that swarm-
ing of black dots appeared to one of those concern-
ed. Never before in the history of the world had
such a mass of human beings moved and suffered
together. The legendary hosts of Goths and Huns,
the hugest armies Asia has ever seen, would have
been but a drop in that current. And this was no
disciplined march; it was a stampede—a stampede
gigantic and terrible—without order and without a
goal, six million people, unarmed and unprovisioned,
driving headlong. It was the beginning of the rout of
civilization, of the massacre of mankind.

Directly below him the halloonist would have seen
the network of streets far and wide, houses, churches,
squares, crescents, gardens—already derelict—spread
out like a huge map, and in the southward
blotted. Over Ealing, Richmond, Wimbledon, it
would have seemed as if some monstrous pen had
flung ink upon the chart. Steadily, incessantly, each
black splash grew and spread, shooting out ramifi-
cations this way and that, now banking itself against
rising ground, now pouring swiftly over a crest into
a new-found valley, exactly as a gout of ink would
spread itself upon blotting-paper.

i And beyond, over the blue hills that rise south-
| ward of the river, the glittering Martians went to and
i fro, calmly and methodically spreading their poison-

cloud over this patch of country, and then over that,
laying it again with their steam-jets when it had serv-
ed its purpose and taking possession of the conquer-
ed country. They do not seem to have aimed at ex-
termination so much as at complete demoralization
and the destruction of any opposition. They explod-
ed any stores of powder they came upon, cut every
telegraph, and wrecked the railways here and there.
~ They were hamstringing mankind. They seemed in
~ no hurry to extend the field of their operations, and
~ did not come beyond the central part of London all
. It is possible that a very considerable num-
ble in London stuck to their houses
‘morning. Certain it is that many
by the Black Smoke.
_ the Pool of London was an
s and shipping of all
, g i

AMAZING STORIES

lightermen had to fight savagely against th
e

who szrmﬁd ulponbthe.:m f(rlom th;, river fropg p °Ple
were actually clambering down the pj ¢ Peoplq
from above . . .. P1ers of the bridge

When, an hour later, a Martian
the Clock Tower and waded down t?lzp:izi;id beYond
but wreckage floated above Limehouse, Nothing

Of the falllrfg of the fifth cyh‘nder I have Preseny]
to tell. The sixth star fell at Wimbledon, M tly
er, keeping watch beside the women Sleepin}r?mﬁl-
chaise in a meadow, saw the green flash of if f‘l’l the
yond the hills. On Tuesday the little party st'alrl M
upon getting across the sea, made its way, lh; " g
the swarming country towards Colchester. The ough
that the Martians were now in possession of the “:lhews
of London was confirmed. They had been see g
Highgate, and even, it was said, at Neasdop nBat
they did not come into my brother’s view un‘til tll::
MOTITOW.

That day the scattered multitudes began to realize -
the urgent need of provisions. As they grew hungry
the rights of property ceased to be regarded. Farm.
ers were out to defend their cattle-sheds, granaries,
and ripening root crops with arms in their hands, A
number. of people now, like my brother, had their
faces eastward, and there were some desperate souls
even going back towards London to get food. These
were chiefly people from the northern suburbs, whose
knowledge of the Black Smoke came by hearsay. He
heard that about half the members of the Government
had gathered at Birmingham, and that enormous
quantities of high explosives were being prepared to
be used in automatic mines across the Midland
counties.

He was also told that the Midland Railway Com-
pany had replaced the desertions of the first day’s
panic, had resumed traffic, and were running norif: -
ward trains from St. Albans to relieve the congestion
of the home counties. There was also a placard i0
Chipping Ongar announcing that large stores of ﬂ‘m
were available in the northern towns, and that _
twenty-four hours bread would be distributed amoré -
the starving people in the neighbourhood. But
intelligence did not deter him from the plan of “ﬂfﬁ
he had formed, and the three pressed eas _
day, and saw no more of the bread distribution than
this promise. Nor, as a matter of fact, did any *
else see more of it. That night fell the seve Eﬁ
falling upon Primrose Hill. It fell while Miss ol
instone was watching, for she took that duty alte®
ly with my brother. She saw it.

(O Wednesday the three fugitives—they bsd P*U
the night in a field of unripe Whedl™
Chelmsford, and there a body of the mhtbig}
ling itself the Committee of Public SupP» ", e
ions, and would give MC % e n
\the'gmuii'eo&!*_"'h pp
ours of Martian®
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atching for Martians bere from the of them contrived to eat a meal on one of the seats
e were \y brother, very luckily for him as forward.

Wﬂsre{errﬂd to push on at once to the coast, There were already a couple of score of passengers
ced Pait for food, although all three of them &
W

aboard, some of whom had expended thei last money
: - B o paSSEd  faiey pende eir last money

: in securing a passage, but the captain lay off the
hﬂ:lgufzh strangely enough seemed to be Blackwater until five in the afternoon, picking up

lent and deserted, s;}’e fo}]“ .:inl‘feulfl f:;rtti;: plur(;: pas*lsengers (;mdtil t}};e seated decks were even danger-
= anting for food. Near Tillingha y su ously crowded. e would probably have remained
o5 e sight of the sea, and the most amazing  longer had it not been for the sound of guns that be-
"t shipping of all sorts that it is possible to g}im .aboult (tlhat hou:"1 ifn t}lle south. As if in answer,
v the ironclad seaward fired a small gun and hoisted a
._:‘“ {he sailors could no longer come up .the string of flags. A jet of smoke sprang out of her fun-
" - they came on to the Essex coasts, to Harwich, nels.
alton, and Clacton, and afterwards to Foulness Some of the passengers were of opinion that this
'§oeb1ﬂ: to bring off the people. They lay in firing came from Shoeburyness, until it was noticed
» sickle-shaped curve that vanished into mist at that it was growing louder. At the same time, far
jowards the Naze. Close inshore was a multi- away in the south-east, the masts and upper-works of
, of fiching-smacks, English, Scotch, French, three ironclads rose one after the other out of the sea,
' and Swedish; steam-launches from the Thames, beneath clouds of black smoke. But my brother’s at-
b electric boats; and beyond were ships of tention speedily reverted to the distant firing in the
er burthen, a multitude of filthy colliers, trim south. He fancied he saw a column of smoke rising
chantmen, cattleships, passenger-boats, petroleum- out of the distant gray haze.
s, ocean tramps, an old white transport even, The little steamer was already flapping her way
white and gray liners from Southampton and eastward of the big crescent of shipping, and the low
2; and along the blue coast across the Black- Essex coast was growing blue and hazy, when a Mar-
it my brother could make out dimly a swarm of tian appeared, small and faint in the remote distance,
$ chaffering with the people on the beach, a advancing along the muddy coast from the direction
which also extended up the Blackwater almost of Foulness. At that the captain on the bridge swore
ldor at the top of his voice with fear and anger at his own
a couple of miles out lay an ironclad very delay, and the paddles seemed infected with his ter-
n the water, almost, to my brother’s perception, TOT. Every soul aboard stood at the bulwarks or on
@ water-logged ship. This was the ram Thunder the seats of the steamer, and stared at the distant
, !hms the only warship in sight, but far away shape, higher than the trees or church towers inland,
 right over the smooth surface of the sea—for and advancing with a leisurely parody of a human
G2y there was a dead calm—lay a serpent of stride.
smoke to mark the next ironclads of the Chan- It was the first Martian my brother had seen, and
el, which hovered in an extended line, steam he stood, more amazed than terrified, watching this
U4 ready for action, across the Thames estuary Titan advancing deliberately towards the shipping,
e course of the Martian conquest, vigilant wading farther and farther into the water as the coast
** powerless to prevent it. fclit;:ay. Then, far away beyond the Crouch, came
e sight of the hinstone. in spite another striding over some stunted trees, and then yet
© assurances of ﬁ mﬂ-};m, 8::; w‘yPto an_other still further off, wading deeply through a
ek e e ) 8 ek o il T
Wild i trust herself friendless in 2 all stalking seaward, as if to inter-
“ country, and so forth. She seemed, poor Cept the escape of the multitudinous vessels that were
* 1o imagine that the French and the Martians cﬁrlowired b]:}v)etween F oulneesfax:;;l the Naze. In spite of
-y imi 2 e throbbing exertions of the engines of the little
tigly ‘Iy’ﬂ?ﬁql‘ fearful and depressed, during paddle-boat, and the pouring foam that her wheels
n’)’iﬁg Tt grost slles. :l“ ‘:; mmb?hmgizer, d.lz vr::eded with terrifying slowness
ings had been always well . -
! &%‘l ys
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B Ii;AriCING north-westward, my brother saw the

3 greatest difficulty could crescent of shipping already writhing with
:&ebmmpmxym,hg the approaching terror; one ship passing behind an- 1
! 8itracting the attention of some men on other, another coming round from broadside to end on, |

".:Rmdﬁn'nnn-. sent a steamships whistling and giving off volumes of steam,

.. T, * bargain for thirty-six pounds for sails being let out, launches rushing hither i -

; d, ther. He was so fascinated by this and by the

It
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about him, a trampling of feet, and a cheer that
seemed to be answered faintly. The steamboat lurched,
and rolled him over upon his hands.

He sprang to his feet and saw to starboard, and not
a hundred vards from their heeling, pitching boat, a
vast iron bulk like the blade of a plough tearing
through the water, tossing it on either side in huge
waves of foam that leapt towards the steamer, flinging
her paddles helplessly in the air, and then sucking
her deck down almost to the water-line.

A douche of spray blinded my brother for a moment.
When his eyes were clear again, he saw the monster
hed passed and was rushing landward. Big iron up-
perworks rose out of this headlong structure, and
from that twin funnels projected, and spat a smoking
blast shot with fire into the air. It was the torpedo-
ram, Thunder Child, steaming headlong, coming to
the rescue of the threatened shipping.

Keeping his footing on the heaving deck by clutch-
ing the bulwarks, my brother looked past this
charging leviathan at the Martians again, and he saw
the three of them now close together, and standing so
far out to sea that their tripod supports were almost
entirely submerged. Thus sunken, and seen in re-
mote perspective, they appeared far less formidable
than the huge iron bulk in whose wake the steamer
was pitching so helplessly. It would seem they were
regarding this new antagonist with astonishment. To
their intelligence, it may be, the giant was even such
another as themselves. The Thunder Child fired no
gun, but simply drove full speed towards them. It
was probably her not firing that enabled her to get
go near the enemy as she did. One shell, and they
would have sent her to the bottom forthwith with the
Heat-Ray.

She was steaming at such a pace that in a minute
she seemed halfway between the steamboat and the
Martians—a diminishing black bulk against the re-
ceding horizontal expanse of the Essex coast.

Suddenly the foremost Martian lowered his tube,
and discharged a canister of the black gas at the iron-
clad. It hit her larboard side, and glanced off in an

inky jet, that rolled away to seaward, an unfolding
torrent of black smoke, from which the ironclad drove
To the watchers from the steamer, low in the

d with the sun in their eyes, it seemed as
already among the Martians, :
figures separating and rising
retreated shoreward, and one

like generator of the Heat-

T
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But no one heeded that ver
of the Martian’s collapse, the capta; ® sigh
yelled inarticulately, a}t:d all theat}:)rtz;?di;n the
on the steamer’s stern shouted togethel-g p‘:s&“g '
they yelled again. For, surging oy ‘be nd
white tumult drove something long and ﬁflond the
flames streaming from its middle parts, itsackv the
tors and funnels spouting fire. T

She was alive still; the steering gear. ;
intact and her engines working, gS}gle lrl,e;td:ede:ts’ =
for a second Martian, and was within a hundredm
of him when the Heat-Ray came to bear. Theuyar.d'
a violent thud, a blinding flash, her decks, hervfn h
nels, leapt upward. The Martian staggered with -
violence of her explosion, and in another mon 3
the flaming wreckage, still driving forward with
impetus of its pace, had struck him and crumpled “"
up like a thing of cardboard. My brother shoye
involuntarily. A boiling tumult of steam hid eya
thing again.

“Two!” yelled the captain. ]

Everyone was shouting; the whole steamer fron
end to end rang with frantic cheering that was takey
up first by one and then by all in the crowding m
titude of ships and boats that was driving out to the
sea.

The steam hung upon the water for many minutes
hiding the third Martian and the coast altogethe
And all tkis time the boat was paddling steadily o
to sea and away from the fight; and when at last
confusion cleared, the drifting bank of black vapour
intervened, and nothing of the Thunder Child cou
be made out, nor could the third Martian be seen
But the ironclads to seaward were now quite clos
and standing in towards shore past the steamboat

The little vessel continued to beat its way seawd
and the ironclads receded slowly towards the @
which was hidden still by a marbled bank of v2p®"
part steam, part black gas, eddying and combining
the strangest ways. The fleet of refugees was St
ing to the north-east; several smacks were saili"é®
tween the ironclads and the steamboat. After 3
and before they reached the sinking cloud-bank, ¢
warships turned northwards, and then !hf“Pﬂ
about and passed into the thickening haze o *
southward. The coast grew faint, and at e
tinguishable amidst the low banks of clouds tost 1
gathering about the sinking sun. &

Then suddenly out of the golden haze of the &4
came the vibration of guns, and a form o ™" ¢4
dows moving. Everyone struggled to the 7" 44
steamer and peered into the blinding Iv.
west, but notlun'ngwaatol:ed’i:itirls"i“h‘cl
mass of smoke rose slantingly and b‘"ﬁ
minmmhaﬂemm&_*’
e e sheiiel RN
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smaller, sank slowly, and van-
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CHAPTER I
Under Foot

first book I have wandered so much from
to tell of the experiences of

dventures
:;;rvgh:r,vthat all through the last two chapters

A he curate have been lurking in the empty house
“wlliford, whither we fled to escape the Black
. There 1 will resume. We stopped there all
] night and all the next d'ay—the day of the
. "o a little island of daylight, cut off by the
'+ Smoke from the rest of the world. We could
Cothing but wait, in an aching inactivity, during
iose two weary days.
‘ mind was occupied by anxiety for my wife. 1
o] her at Leatherhead, terrified, in danger,
auming me already as a dead man. I paced the
s and cried aloud when I thought of how I was
{off from her, of all that might happen to her in
. sbsence. My cousin I knew was brave enough for
- emergency, but he was not the sort of man to
lize danger quickly, to rise promptly. What was
d now was not bravery, but circumspection. My
consolation was to believe that the Martians were
ting Londonward and away from her. Such vague
eties keep the mind sensitive and painful. I grew
Y weary and irritable with the curate’s perpetual
culations, I tired of the sight of his selfish despair.
et some ineffectual remonstrance I kept away from
staying in a room containing globes, forms, and
-books, that was evidently a children’s school-
m. When at last he followed me thither, I went
INlﬂtroom at the top of the house and locked my-
\in, in order to be alone with my aching miseries.
We were hopelessly hemmed in by the Black Smoke
2y, and the morning of the next. There were
people in the next house on Sunday evening
' 1 at a window and moving lights, and later
famming of a door. But I do not know who these
"¢ were, nor what became of them. We saw
"0 of them next day. The Black Smoke drifted
7 I'verward all through Monday morning, creep-
byt @2d nearer to us, driving at last along the
L M outside the house that hid us.
the came across the fields about mid-day,
> '€ stuff with a jet of
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4 brol"i and very large, that swept round ished again into the gray mystery of the night. And

as it flew it rained down darkness upon the land.

Book II - The Earth Under the Martians

dream of action returned. But the curate was leth-
argic, unreasonable.

“We are safe here,” he repeated—“safe here.”

I resolved to leave him—would that I had! Wiser
now for the artilleryman’s teaching, I sought out food
and drink. I had found oil and rags for my burns,
and I also took a hat and a flannel shirt that I found
in one of the bedrooms. When it was clear to him
that I meant to go alone, had reconciled myself to
going alone, he suddenly roused himself to come.
And, all being quiet throughout the afternoon, we
started, I should judge, about five, along the black-
ened road to Sunbury.

In Sunbury, and at intervals along the road, were
dead bodies lying in contorted attitudes—horses as
well as men—overturned carts and luggage, all cov-
ered thickly with black dust. That pall of cindery
powder made me think of what I had read of the de-
struction of Pompeii. We got to Hampton Court with-
out misadventure, our minds full of strange and un-
familiar appearances, and at Hampton Court our eyes
were relieved to find a patch of green that had escaped
the suffocating drift. We went through Bushey Park,
with its deer going to and fro under the chestnuts,
and some men and women hurrying in the distance
towards Hampton, and so came to Twickenham. These
were the first people we saw.

Away across the road the woods beyond Ham and
Petersham were still afire. Twickenham was unin-
jured by either Heat-Ray or Black Smoke, and there
were more people about here, though none could give
us news. For the most part, they were like ourselves,
taking advantage of a lull to shift their quarters. I
have an impression that many of the houses here were
still occupied by scared inhabitants, too frightened
even for flight. Here, too, the evidence of a hasty rout
was abundant along the road. I remember most

vividly three smashed bicycles in a heap, pounded into
the road by the wheels of subsequent carts. We cros-

ed Richmond Bridge about half-past eight. We hur-
ried across the exposed bridge, of course, but I no-
ticed ﬂoatingdownthemeemanumberofredmu-
ses, some many feet across. I did not know what these
were—there was no time for scrutiny—and I put a
more horrible interpretation on them, than they de-

cerved. Here, again, on the Surrey side, was black dust

that had once been smoke, and dead bodies—a heap

near the approach to the station—and never a sight of
the Martians until we were some way towards Barnes.

We saw in the blackened distance a group of
it mdhuud. 3 Up_ &e&hﬂl

e, o bt i it s

E P




Birg.
we must immediately have perished. We were so ter-
rified that we dared not go on, but turned aside and

hid in a shed in a garden. There the curate crouched,
weeping silently, and refusing to stir again.

BL?T my fixed idea of reaching Leatherhead would
not let me rest, and in the twilight I ventured out
again. I went through a shrubbery, and along a pas-
sage beside a big house standing in its own grounds,
and so emerged upon the road towards Kew. The cu-
rate I left in the shed, but he came hurrying after me.
That second start was the most foolhardy thing I
ever did For it was manifest the Martians were about
us. Scarcely had he overtaken me than we saw either
the Fighting Machine we had seen before or another,
far away across the meadows in the direction of Kew
Lodge. Four or five little figures hurried before it
across the green-gray of the field, and in a moment it
was evident this Martian pursued them. In three
strides he was among them, and they ran radiating
from his feet in all directions. He used no Heat-Ray
to destroy them, but picked them up one by one. Ap-
parently he tossed them into the great metallic carrier
which projected behind him, much as a workman’s
basket hangs over his shoulder.

It was the first time I realized the Maritans might
have any other purpose than destruction with defeated
humanity. We stood for a moment petrified, then
turned and fled through a gate behind us into a walled
garden, fell into rather than found a fortunate ditch,
and lay there, scarce daring to whisper to one another
until the stars were out.

I suppose it was nearly eleven at night before we
gathered courage to start again, no longer venturing
into the road, but sneaking along hedgerows and
through plantations, and watching keenly through the
darkness, he on the right and 1 on the left, for the
Martians. who seemed to be all about us. In one place
we blundered upon a scorched and blackened area,
now cooling and ashen, and a number of scattered
dead bodies of men, burnt horribly about the heads
and bodies, but with their legs and boots mostly in-
tact; and of dead horses, fifty feet, perhaps, behind
» of four ripped guns and smashed gun-carriages.

it ceemed, had escaped destruction, but the
silent and deserted. Here we happened on
oh the night was dark for us to see into
f the place. In Sheen my companion
.d of faintness and thirst, and we

m‘ a little dxfflculty
5i -detachec Vill‘a

=

-
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‘through the window, which

fortnight. Bottled beer stood unde
were two bags of haricot beans
tuces. This pantry opened into a
chen, and in this was firewood,
which we found nearly a do:;en of burgundy - i
soups and salmon, and two tins of biscuits ¥> tinneg

We sat in the adjacent kitchen in the da'k
dared not strike a light—and ate breaqd anEI ;‘for e
drank beer out of one bhottle. The curats ';ma 1
still timorous and restless, was now oddly f;n‘; 0 wag
pushing on, and I was urging him to kee Ughf'
strength by eating, when the thing that was tOI;muP.h _
us happened. Prisog

“It can’t be midnigh 5 i
blinding glare of vi%ri:iy;:;ei Sli:;f;t an%then el

- Lverythipe ;
the kitchen leapt out, clearly visible in gree,no :
. " ang
black, and then vanished again, And then followeg
such a concussion as I have never heard before 4
since. So close on the heels of this as to seem instapy
neous, came a thud behind me, a clash of glass, a erad)
and rattle of falling masonry all about us, and inconf
nently the plaster of the ceiling came down upon u
smashing into a multitude of fragments upon oy
heads. I was knocked headlong across the flog
against the oven handle and stunned, I was insen
sible for a long time, the curate told me, and when
came to we were in darkness again and he with a fag
wet as I found afterwards with blood from a cut forei
head, was dabbing water over me. '

For some time I could not recollect what had hap
pened. Then things came to me slowly. A bruise ol
my temple asserted itself. ;

“Are you better?” asked the curate, in a whisper ;

At last I answered him. I sat up. P |

“Don’t move,” he said. “The floor is covere:i wit
smashed crockery from the dresser. You cantp®
sibly move without making a noise, and I fancy #¢)
are outside.” ‘

We both sat quite silent, so that we could sc@ X
hear one another breathing. Everything seemed
ly still, though once something near us, S0 e
or broken brickwork, slid down with 8 T
sound. Outside and very near was an interm™=
metallic rattle.

“That!” said the curate, when presently
again.

“Yes,” I said. “But what is it?”

“A Martian!” said the curate.

“It was not like the Heat-Ray,” 1
time I was inclined to think one of th gs 1D
Machines had stumbled against the hous% ppet
seen one stumble against the tower
Church. : :

Our situation was so strange and ’““"":ﬁ calis
that for three or four hours, until the ?ﬁmed iny
scarcely moved. And then the light od Hlack

remalilt

bean
a tri ar aperture betwee? 3
Broken bricks n the wall behid % e
the kitchen we now saw il

T a shelf,

and SOme al?:rl, [le)
kind of wash_up k
and cuphogrg

it happe®

hen="




o lay about our feet. Outside the
“" m! !‘;;;h Igainst the house. At the top
W ow-frame We could see an uprooted drain-
floor Was littered with smashed hardware;
oif { the kitchen towards the house was broken
dosin ce the daylight shone in there it was evi-
ot he greater part of the house had collapsed.
den c'ng vividly with this ruin was the neat dres-
| '-'" in the fashion, pale green, and with a
er of COPPET and tin vessels below it, the wall-
imitating blue and white tiles, and a couple of
.',\ .d supplements fluttering from the walls above
he kitchen range-
A the dawn grew clearer, we saw through the gap
+ the wall the body of a Martian standing sentinel,
over the still glowing cylinder. At the
bt of that we crawled as circumspectly as possible
1t of the twilight of the kitchen into the darkness of
£ ihe scullery.
" Abruptly the right interpretation of the things
dswned upor my mind.
“The fifth cylinder,” I whispered, “the fifth shot
trom Mars, has struck this house and buried us under
R ruins!”
 For a space the curate was silent, and then he whis-

~ “God have mercy upon us!”
I heard him presently whimpering to himself.

. Save for that sound we lay still in the scullery.
I for my pari scarce dared breathe, and sat with my
eyes fixed on the faint light of the kitchen door. I
could just sec the curate’s face, a dim oval shape, and
his collar and cuffs. Outside there began a metallic
mmering, and then a violent hooting, and then, aft-
T a quict interval, a hissing, like the hissing of an en-
gme. These noises, for the most part problematical,
- intermittently, and seemed, if anything, to
increase in number as the time wore on. Presently a
Measured thudding, and a vibration that made every-
Wing about us quiver and the vessels in the pantry
E "“! shift, began and continued. Once the light
Was eclipsed, and the ghostly kitchen doorway be-
tame absolutely dark. For many hours we must have
m silent and shivering, until our tired
A?"_‘Ifoundmysdfawakeandwryhunyy. I
" inclisied 1o believe we must have been the greater
rion cf a day before that awakening. My hunger
‘J‘_Mwmmnwmmm
19ld him T was going to seek food, and felt my way
. He made me no answer, but so
';l besla eating, the faint noise I made stir-
* fim to action, and I heard him crawling after me.

CHAPTER 11 |
!. ‘m‘ TR ol ]
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felt my way to the door of the kitchen. It was still
daylight, and I perceived him across the room, lying
against ‘he triangular hole that looked out upon the
Martians. His shoulders were hunched, so that his
head was hidden from me.

I could hear a number of voices almost like those
of an engine-shed, and the place rocked with that
beating thud. Through the aperture in the wall I
could see the top of a tree touched with gold, and the
warm blue of a tranquil evening sky. For a minute
or so I remained watching the curate, and then I ad-
vanced, crouching and stepping with extreme care
amidst the broken crockery that littered the floor.

I touched the curate’s leg, and he started so violent-
ly that a mass of plaster went sliding down outside
and fell with a loud impact. I gripped his arm, fear-
ing he might cry out, and for a long time we crouched
motionless. Then I turned to see how much of our
rampart remained. The detachment of the plaster
had left a vertical slit open in the debris, and by rais-
ing myself cautiously across a beam I was able to
see out of this gap into what had been overnight a
quiet suburban roadway. Vast indeed was the change
that we beheld.

The fifth cylinder must have fallen right into the
midst of the house we had first visited. The building
had vanished completely smashed, pulverized and dis-
persed by the blow. The cylinder lay now far be-
neath the original foundations, deep in a hole, already
vastly lurger than the pit I had looked into at Wok-
ing. The earth all round it had splashed under that |

tremendous impact—“splashed” is the only word— 4
and lay in heaped piles that hid the masses of the ad- |
jacent houses. It had behaved exactly like mud under '
the violent blow of a hammer. Our house had col- :
lapsed backwards; the front portion, even on the -

ground-floor, had been destroyed completely; by a
chance, *he kitchen and scullery had escaped, and
stood buried now under soil and ruins, closed in by :
tons of carth on every side, save towards the cylinder. b
Over that aspect we hung now on the very verge of
the great circular pit the Martians were engaged in
making. The heavy beating sound was evidently just
behind us, and ever and again a bright green vapour
drove up like a veil across our peephole. ~
The cylinder was already opened in the centre -
the pit. and on the further edge of the pit, amidst t
smashed and gravel-heaped shrubbery, one of
great Fiehting Machines stood, deserted by its ocet
pant, stitf and tall against the evening sky. At f
I scarcely noticed the pit or the cylinder, although
has been convenient to describe them first, on
of the extraordinary glittering mechanism I sav
in the sxcavation, and on account of the st
tures that were crawling slowly and painfully
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number of jointed levers, bars, and reaching and
clutching tentacles about its body. Most of its arms
were retracted, but with three long tentacles it was
fishing cut a number of rods, plates and bars which
lined the covering of, and apparently strengthened the
walls of, the cylinder. These, as it extracted them,
were lifted out and deposited upon a level surface of
earth behind it.

Its motion was so swift, complex and perfect that
at first I did not see it as a machine, in spite of its
metallic glitter. The Fighting Machines were co-or-
dinated and animated to an extraordinary pitch, but
nothing to compare with this. People who have never

STORIES

ouring to raise themselves on these
course, with the increased weight of te
tions, this was impossible. There is re
that on Mars they may have progr
with some facility.

but o

"mﬁ’al
as0n tg e
essed upoy thep,
The internal anatomy, I may rem : :
has since shown, was almost e(}]uall}ili;;;{:, d.lsmw
er part of the structure was the brain, sel;di e
mous nerves to the eyes, ear and tactile tellta:lg C
sides this were the complex lungs, inte whi&s
mouth opened, and the heart and ijis vessels
pulmonary distress caused by the denser atln(;s 5
and greater gravitational attraction was e

ch the

- on

i seen these structures, and have only the ill-imagined evident in the convulsive movements of thely 3
k efforts of artists or the imperfect descriptions of such skin. oy,
:. eye-witnesses as myself to go upon, scarcely realize ~ And this was the sum of the Martiap o

A that living quality. Strange as it may seem to a human being, all
i I recall particularly the illustration of one of the the complex apparatus of digestion, which make

first pamphlets to give a consecutive account of the
war, The artist had evidently made a hasty study of
one of the Fighting Machines, and there his knowl-
edge ended. He presented them as tilted. stiff tripods,
without either flexibility or subtlety, and with an al-
together misleading monotony of effect. The pam-
phlet containing these renderings had a considerable
vogue, and I mention them here simply to warn the
reader against the impression they may have created.
They were no more like the Martians I saw in action
than a Dutch’doll is like a human being. To many,
the pamphlet would have been much better without

them.

At first, I say, the Handling Machine did not im-
press me as a machine, but as a crab-like creature

with a glittering integument, the controlling Martian,

whose delicate tentacles actuated in movements, seem-
- ing to be simply the equivalent of tke crab’s cerebral

But then I perceived the resemblance of its

up the bulk of our bodies, did not exist i the
Martians. They were heads, merely heads, Fn.
trails they had none. They did not eat, much Jeg
digest. Instead, they took the fresh living blood of

other creatures and injected it into their own veins, | |
have myself seen this being done, as I shall mentiop
in its place. But, squeamish as I may seem, I cannot
bring myself to describe what I could not endure
even to continue watching. Let it suffice, blood obtain-

ed from a still living animal, in most cases from a

human being, was run directly by means of a litle
pipette into the recipient canal. ....

The bare idea of this is no doubt horribly repuls
ive to us, but at the same time I think that we should
remember how repulsive our carnivorous habits would
seem to an intelligent rabbit. '

The physiological advantages of the practise of
injection are undeniable, if one thinks of thTe'7

ous waste of human time and energy occasioned Bf

gray-brown, shiny, leathery integument to that of the eating and the digestive process. Qur bodies are %%
‘other sprawling bodies beyond, and the irue nature of made up of glands and tubes and organs, occupied
 this d workman dawned upon me. With that turning heterogeneous food into blood. The digs™
~ realization my interest shifted to those other creatures, processes and their reaction upon the nervous S¥
real Martians. Already I had had a transient im- sap our strength, colour our minds. Men go happy ¢ ks
ssion of these, and the first nausea no longer ob- miserable as they have healthy or unhu'lﬂl)‘ f
ared my observation. Moreover, I was concealed sound gastric glands. But the Martians Were 55
motionless, and under no urgency of action. above all these organic fluctuations of mood
emotion. .
I now saw, the most unearthly creatures  Their undeniable preference for men as theif
o conceive. They were huge round  of nourishment is partly explained by the
eads—about four feet in diameter, the remains of the victims they had brought ¥
it a face. The face had SpmyilimforMars.Theseueqpﬂ-".
hands, were bipeds, with flimsy silice®
- (almost like those of n




5 ho is unacquainted with them

pu' the #:i:;u‘:e of these offensive creatures.

o other points their physiology differed

| ours. Their organisms did not sleep,

gty from the heart of man sleeps. Since they

Ll thm?ve muscular mechanism to recuperate,

o 10 Jdical extinction Was unknown to them. Th(t;y

of fatigue, it would seem. On

i e Muzong:vl:: have m%)uved without effort, yet

| % thtgw Jast they kept in action. In twenty-four

- u:hq did twenty-four }:ﬁutrl: of work, as even on
f s the case with the ants.

Lp;:l;tapplace, wonderful as it seems to a sex-

| world, the Martians were absolutely without sex,

1 therefore without any of the tumultuous emotions

arise from that difference among men. A young

(.iian. there can now be no dispute, was really born

. earth during the war, and it was found attached

its parent, partially budded off, just as young lily

Jbs bud off, or the young animals in the fresh-water

man, in all the higher terrestrial animals, such a
ethod of increase has disappeared; but even on this
th it was certainly the primitive method. Among
lower animals, up even to those first cousins of
e vertebrated animals, the Tunicates, the two pro-
s occur side by side, but finally the sexual method
#sperseded its competitor altogether. On Mars, how-
just the reverse has apparently been the case.
It is worthy of remark that a certain speculative
miter of quasi-scientific repute, writing long before
e Martian invasion, did forecast for a man a final
ecy, 1 remember, appeared in November or
®cember, 1893, in a long defunct publication, the
ll Mall Budget, and 1 recall a caricature of it in a
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creatures differed from ours was in what one might
have thought a very trivial particular. Micro-organ-
isms, which cause so much disease and pain on earth,
havga either never appeared upon Mars, or Martian
sanitary science eliminated them ages ago. A hundred
diseases, all the fevers and contagions of human life,
consumption, cancers, tumours, and such morbidities,
never enter the scheme of their life. And speaking of
the differences between the life of Mars and terrestrial
life, I may allude here to the curious suggestions of

the Red Weed.

APPARENTLY the vegetable kingdom in Mars, in-
stead of having green for a dominant colour, is of
a vivid blood-red tint. At any rate, the seeds which the
Martians (intentionally or accidentally) brought with
them gave rise in all cases to red-coloured growths.
Only that known popularly as the Red Weed, however,
gained any footing in competition with terrestrial
forms. The Red Creeper was quite a transitory growth,
and few people have seen it growing. For a time, how-
ever, the Red Weed grew with astonishing vigour and
luxuriance. It spread up the sides of the pit by the
third or fourth day of our imprisonment, and its
cactus-like branches formed a carmine fringe to the
edges of our triangular window. And afterwards I
found it broadcast throughout the country, and es-
pecially wherever there was a stream of water.

The Martians had what appears to have been an
auditory organ, a single round drum at the back of the
head-body, and eyes with a visual range not very dif-
ferent from ours, except that, according to Philips,
blue and violet were as black to them. It is commonly
supposed that they communicated by sounds and
tentacular gesticulations; this is asserted, for instance,
in the able but hastily compiled pamphlet (written
evidently by someone not an eye-witness of Martian
actions) to which I have already alluded, and which,

of mechanical appliances must ultimately so far, has been the chief source of information con-
limbs, the perfection of chemical devices, cerning them. Now, no surviving human being saw so

hat such organs as hair, external nose, much of the Martians in action as I did. I take no

, chin, were no longer essential parts of the credit to myself for an accident, but the fact is so. And

I assert that I watched them closely time after time,
and that I have seen four, five, and (once) six of
them sluggishly performing the most elaborately com-
plicated operations together, without either sound or

Their peculiar hooting invariably preceded
feeding; it had no modulation, and was, I believe, in

$ 8
il

)W DO sense a s Mm@_q‘olyhexpiratio;ofairp& . X
~ paratory to the suctional operation. I have a certain
-~ claim to at least an elementary knowledge of psycho-
logy an am convinced—as firmly as
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changes of pressure do not seem to have affected their
health at all seriously. But if they wore no clothing
yet it was in the other artificial additions to their
bodily resources, certainly, that their great superiority
over man lay. We men, with our bicycles and road-
skates, our Lilienthal soaring-machines, our guns and
sticks, and so forth, are just in the beginning of the
evolution that the Martians worked out. They have
become practically mere brains, wearing different
bodies according to their needs, just as men wear
suits of clothes, and take a bicycle in a hurry or an
umbrella in the wet. And of their appliances, perhaps
nothing is more wonderful to a man than the curious
fact that what is the dominant feature of almost all
human devices in mechanism is absent—the wheel is
absent;amongst all the things they brought to earth
there is no trace of suggestion of their use of wheels.
One would have at least expected it in locomotion.
And in this connection it is curious to remark that even
on this earth Nature has never hit upon the wheel, or
has preferred other expedients to its development.
And not only did the Martians either not know of
(which is incredible) or abstain from the wheel, but
in their apparatus singularly little use is made of the
fixed pivot, or relatively fixed pivot, with circular
motions thereabout confined to one plane. Almost
all the joints of their machinery present a complicated
system of sliding parts moving over small but beauti-
4 fully curved friction bearings. And while upon this
’ matter of detail, it is remarkable that the long lever-
ages of their machines are in most cases actuated by a
sort of sham musculature of discs in an elastic
sheath; these discs become polarized and drawn
closely and powerfully together when traversed

by a current of electricity. In this way the curious
parallelism to animal motions, which was so striking
and disturbing to the human beholder, was at-
tained. Such quasi-muscles abounded in the crab-
like Handling Machine which I watched unpacking
the cylinder, on my first peeping out of the slit. It
seemed infinitely more alive than the actual Martians
lying beyond it in the sunset light, panting, stirring

- ineffectual tentacles, and moving feebly, after their

- vast journey across space.

7 While I was watching their feeble motions in the
unlight, and noting each strange detail of their form,
- reminded me of his presence by pulling
my arm. I turned to a scowling face, and
ps. He wanted the slit, which per-

peep through at a time; and
z them for a time while he

e
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God nor man, who face not even themsel
Fg%mom. morous, anaemic, hateful souls.
It s disagre

as I could see, the thing was wi
i 3 with '
Martian at all. et diregy;

CHAPTER 111

The Days of Imprisonmeng

HE arrival of a second Fighting Mack;
us from our peep-hole into the Scuner;Efdrov,
s 101 We

feared that from his elevation the Mar:
might see down upon us behind oy barrier artiay
« Aty

later date we k?egan to feel less in danger of their ¢
for to an eye in the dazzle of the sunlight outgjg, » '
refuge must have seemed a blind of blackness l;e =
first the slightest suggestion of approach d;ovuta
into the scullery in heart-throbbing Tetreat eYus
terrible as was the danger we incurred, the att;-acﬁ
of peeping was for both of us irresistible, Andl::
call now with a sort of wonder that, despite the i,
finite danger in which we were between starvation and
a still more terrible death, we could yet struggle
bitterly for that horrible privilege of sight. We woulg
race across the kitchen with a grotesque pace betweey
eagerness and the dread of making a noise, and strike
one another and thrust and kick, within a few inches
of exposure,

The fact is that we had absolutely incompatible
dispositions and habits of thought and action, and our
danger and isolation only accentuated the incompati
bility. At Halliford I had already come to hate his
trick of helpless exclamation, his stupid rigidity of
mind. His endless muttering monologue vitiated
every effort I made to think out a line of action, and
drove me at times, thus pent up and intensified, 8]
most to the verge of craziness. He was as lacking It
restraint as a silly woman. He would weep for hous
together, and I verily believe that to the very end
spoilt child of life thought his weak tears in some ¥/
efficacious. And I would sit in the darkness
to keep my mind off him by reason of his lmpoﬂni
ities. He ate more than I did, and it was in v
pointed out that our only chance of life was 1 .
in the house until the Martians had done with
pit, that in that long patience a time might P sk
come when we should need food. He ate and
impulsively in heavy .meals at long inter"
slept little. of any

As the days wore on, his utter cafelﬁ“;: dang®
consideration so intensified our distress resort 0
that I had, much as I loathed doing it 1 70 v
threats, and at last to blows. That bro :
reason for a time. But he was one of face 96X
creatures full of a shifty cunning—Wwho yoid ®

eable for me to rublﬂ“d“:,
: &mdﬁn&&mf’"ﬂ“ g




o will have a greater understanding.
. we fought out our dark dim
o snatched food and drink and
et O nds and blows, without in the pitiless sun-
ripp! ‘ble June was the strange wonder, the
| "-Mwuﬁﬂe of the Martians in the pit. Let me
*ﬂ those first new experiences of mine. After a
M” red back to the peephole, to find that

. 0e | ventu
Jong i mers had been reinforced by the occupants

> rha“ three of the Fighting Machines. These

»  withl

prought with them certain fresh appliances
in an orderly manner about the cylinder.
. second Handling Machine was now completed,
1 was busied in cerving one of the novel contrivan-
¥ the big machine had brought. This was a body re-
o o a milk-can in its general form, above which
lated a pear-shaped receptacle, and from which a
m of white powder flowed into a circular basin

i

oscillatory motion was imparted to this by one
ntacle of the Handling Machine. With two spatulate
hands the Handling Machine was digging out and

wing masses of clay into the pear-shaped receptacle
bove, while with another arm it periodically opened
, door and removed rusty and blackened clinkers
rom the middle part of the machine. Another steely
ntacle directed the powder from the basin along a

1 channel towards some receiver that was hidden
m me by the mound of bluish dust. From this
receiver a little thread of green smoke rose
: ir. As I looked, the Handl-
a faint and musical clinking, extend-
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a flickering scheme of green gleams and shifting rusty
black she'ndows, strangely trying to the eyes. Over and
lhrougl.l it all went the bats, heeding it not at all. The
sprawling Martians were no longer to be seen, the
mound of blue-green powder had risen to cover them
from sight, and a Fighting Machine, with its legs con-
tracted, crumpled and abbreviated, stood across the
corner of the pit.  And then, amidst the clangour of
the machinery, came a drifting suspicion of human
voices, that I entertained at first only to dismiss.

I crouched, watching this Fighting Machine closely,
satisfying myself now for the first time that the hood
did indeed contain a Martian. As the greer flames
lifted T could see the oily gleam of his integument and
the brightness of his eyes. And suddenly I heard a
vell, and saw a long tentacle reaching over the should-
er of the machine, to the little cage that hunched upon
its back. Then something—something struggling
violently—was lifted high against the sky, a black
enigma against the starlight, and as this black object
came down again, I saw by the green brightness that
it was a man. For an instant he was clearly visible.
He was a stout, ruddy, middle-aged man, well dressed;
three days before he must have been walking the
world, a man of considerable consequence. I could
see his staring eyes and gleams of light on his studs
and watch-chain. He vanished behind the mound,
and for a moment there was silence. And then be-
gan a shrieking and a sustained and cheerful hooting
from the Martians. ....

I slid down the rubbish, struggled to my feet.
clapped my hands over my ears, and bolted into the
scullery. The curate, who had been crouching silent-
ly with his arms over his head, looked up as I passed.
cried out quite loudly at my desertion of him,
came running after me.....

That night, as we lurked in the scullery, balanced
between our horror and the horrible fascination this
peeping had, although 1 felt an urgent need of action,
I tried in vain to conceive any plan of escape; but
afterwards, during the second day, I was able to con-
sider our position with great clearness. The curafe, 1

found, was quite inca

fhii st i L

pable of discussion; strange
de him a creature of violent

P
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right, that I saw the lad killed. It was the only occa-
sion on which I actually saw the Martians feed. After
that experience, I avoided the hole in the wall for the
better part of a day. I went into the scullery, remov-
ed tie door, and spent some hours digging with my
hatchet as silently as possible; but when I had made
a hole about a couple of feet deep, the loose earth
collapsed noisily, and I did not dare continue. I lost
heart, and lay down on the scullery floor for a long
time, having no spirit even to move, And after that 1
abandoned altogether the idea of escaping by excava-
tion.

It says much for the impression the Martians had
made upon me, that at first I entertained little or no
hope of our escape being brought about by their over-
throw through any human effort. But on the fourth
or fifth night I heard a sound like heavy guns.

It was very late in the night and the moon
was shining brightly. The Martians had taken
away the Excavating Machine and save for a F ight-
ing Machine that stood on the remoter bank of
the pit, and a Handling Machine that was busied out
of my sight in a corner of the pit immediately beneath
my peep-hole, the place was deserted by them. Ex-
cept for the pale glow from the Handling Machine,
and the bars and patches of white moonlight, the pit
was in darkness, and except for the clinking of the
Handling Machine, quite still. That night was a
beautifufserenity; save for one planet, the moon seem-
ed to have the sky to herself. I heard a dog howling
and that familiar sound it was made me listen. Then
I heard quite distinctly a booming exactly like the
sound of great guns. Six distinct reports I counted, and
after a long interval six again. And that was all.

CHAPTER IV

The Death of the Cﬁrate

peeped for the last time, and presently found my-
self alone. Instead of keeping close to me and
ing to oust me from the slit, the curate had gone
into the scullery. I was struck by a sudden
I went back quickly and quietly into the
7. In the darkness I heard the curate drink-
snatched in the darkness, and my fingers
of Burgundy. _
nutes there was a tussle. The bottle

IT was on the sixth day of our imprisonment that I
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And so our widened in
open conflict. For two
dertones and wrestling
when I beat and kicke
cajoled and persuaded him, ap
hi].n with the last bottle of Burgu?laze for 10 bripy
rain-water pump from which | could they
neither force nor kindness availed; }, eget Water, By
yond reason. He would neither de;ist frwas Indeeq |,
on the food nor from his noisy babb]iOm his attag,
The rudimentary Precautions to keep "8 to. i
ment endurable he would not observe, S‘;‘:rllmprison.
to realize the complete overthrow of his :1&1{%
to perceive that my sole companion in thj llgencg
sickly darkness was a man insane, Bt

From certain vague memories I
my own mind wandered at times, I had strap
hideous dreams whenever I slept. It sounds sf:
but I am inclined to think that the weaknegs an?«gc'
sanity of the curate warned me, braced me gng k,l;
me a sane man.

On the eighth day he began to talk aloud instegq
of whisper, and nothing I could do would moderate
his speech.

“It is just, O God!” he would say over and over
again. “It is just. On me and mine be the punish.
ment laid. We have sinned, we have fallen short,
There was poverty, sorrow; the poor were trodden in
the dust, and I held my peace. I preached acceptable
folly—my God, what folly!—when I should hav
stood up, though I died for it, and called upon them
to repent—repent! .... Oppressors of the poor and
needy..... The winepress of God!”

Then he would suddenly revert to the matter Df'ﬁ\'
food I withheld from him, praying, begging, “’m :
at last threatening. He began to raise his voice—]
prayed him not to; he perceived a hold on M y
threatened he would shout and bring the M"m_ 4
upon us. For a time that scared me; but any @
cession would have shortened our chance of mfﬁ: vl
yond estimating. I defied him, ahh"‘_’gh IB\IHM'
assurance that he might not do this thm& s YO
day, at any rate, he did not. He talked W’thm ight
rising slowly, through the greater l““'t_"f od vilh ¢ ‘
and ninth days—threats, entreaties, mingl for
torrent of half-sane and always frothy reper made @
his vacant sham of God’s service, snch”.g‘h';b
pity him. Then he slept awhile, and began Son P
renewed strength, so loudly that I must g
him desist. R T

“Be still,” I implored- “They must nmr# 4

He rose to his knees, for he had been S5 -
darkness near the copper. 7 Rt

cornpatibﬂity
vast days ye o
Contests, ‘Th

d }llm madly el'e.

am inclined thigk
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- rd is upon me. His word has come.”
'Wdf d!d:" he waspat the door into the kitchen.
%, three St my witness. 1 go. It has already been
Py

ust bear 77
Wdﬂh}red‘ d felt the meat-cho hang-
100 at my hand and 1€ . e e
II"“‘}:’c . b'a flash I was after him. I was
8D gith fear

_ Before he was half-way across the
fierce I had overtaken him. With one last touch of
oo, I turned the blade back and struck him with
pamsnity He went headlong forward and lay stretched
ie:;“-gmund_ I stumbled over him, and stood pant-
ke still.
Ab::;t};yl heard a noise withoyt, the run and
gpash of slipping plaster, and the triangular aperture
‘ in the wall was darkcned: I lookf.:d up ar?d saw the
Jower mr[a;e 1of n(l}i:ndlfmgts Ma‘-:hu}e cixpnilgg slovlvls
the hole. e of its gripping limbs curle
:;t the debris; another limb appeared, feeling its
way over the fallen beams. I stood petrified, staring.
Then I saw through a sort of glass plate near the edge
. of the body the face, as we may call it, and the large
dark eyes of a Martian peering, and then a long metal-
' lic snake of tentacle came feeling slowly through the
 hole.
~ Iturned by an effort, stumbled over the curate, and
 stopped at the scullery door. The tentacle was now
some way, two yards or more, in the room, and twist-
ing ::l Emg with queer sudden movements, this
way For a while I stood fascinated by that
slow, fitful advance. Then, with a faint, hoarsz cry,
Iforced myself across the scullery. I trembled violent-
Z-Lﬁﬂ;‘ﬁy stand upright. I opened the door
-cellar, and stood there in the
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then the door opened. 1 lay petrified with fright.

In the darkness I could just see the thing—Ilike an
elephant trunk more than anything else—waving to-
wards me and touching and examining the wall, coals,
wood and ceiling. It was like a black worm swaying
its blind head to and fro.

Once, even, it touched the heel of my boot. I was
on the verge of screaming; I bit my hand. For a time
it was silent. I could have fancied it had been with-
drawn. Presently, with an abrupt slick, it gripped
something—I thought it had me!—and seemed to go
out of the cellar again. For a minute I was not sure.
Apparently, it had taken a lump of coal to examine.

I seized the opportunity of slightly shifting my
position, which had become cramped, and listened.
I whispered passionate prayers for safety.

Then I heard the slow, deliberate sound creeping
towards me again. Slowly, slowly it drew near,
scratching against walls and tapping furniture.

While I was still doubtful, it rapped smartly against
the cellar door and closed it. I heard it go into the
pantry, and the biscuit-tins rattled and a bottle
smashed, and then came a heavy bump against the
cellar door. Then silence, that passed into an infinity
of suspense.

Had it gone?

At last I decided that it had.

It came into the scullery no more; but I lay all the
tenth day, in the close darkness, buried among coals
and firewood, not daring even to crawl out for the
drink for which I craved. It was the eleventh day
before I ventured so far from my security.

CHAPTER V
The Stillness

Y

Y first act, before I went to the pantry, was
M to fasten the door between kitchen and
scullery. But the pantry was empty; every
scrap of food had gone. Apparently, the Martian ha
taken it all on the previous day. At that discovery I
despaired for the first time. I took no food and no
drink either on the eleventh or the twelfth day.

At first my mouth and throat were parched, and mya *: ‘
strength ebbed sensibly. I sat about in the darkness

of the scullery, in a state of despondent wretchedness.
My mind ran on eating. I thought I had become dea
for the noises of movement I had been accustomed
hear from the pit ceased absolutely. I did not
strong enough to crawl noiselessly to the peephole,

T would have gone there. 5 2 -
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and dozed and thought disjointedly of eating and of
vague impossible plans of escape. Whenever I dozed
I dreamed of horrible phantasms, of the death of the
curate, or of sumptuous dinners; but, sleeping or
awake, I felt a keen pain that urged me to drink again
and again. The light that came into the scullery was
no longer gray but red. To my disordered imagina-
tion it seemed the colour of blood.

On the fourteenth day I went into the kitchen, and
I was surprised to find that the fronds of the Red
Weed had grown right across the hole in the wall,
turning the half-light of the place into a crimson-
coloured obscurity.

It was early on the fifteenth day that I heard a
curious familiar sequence of sounds in the kitchen,
and, listening, identified it as the snuffing and scratch-
ing of a dog. Going into the kitchen, I saw a dog’s
nose peering in through a break among the ruddy
fronds. This greatly surprised me. At the scent of
me he barked shortly.

I thought if I could induce him to come into the
place quietly I should be able, perhaps, to kill and eat
him, and in any case it would be advisable to kill
him, lest his action attracted the attention of the
Martians. -

I crept forward, saying “Good dog!” very softly;
but he suddenly withdrew his head and disappeared.

I listened—I was not deaf—but certainly the pit
was still. I heard a sound like the flutter of a bird’s
wings, and a hoarse croaking, but that was all.

For a long while I lay close to the peephole, but not
daring to move aside the red plants that obscured it.
Once or twice 1 heard a faint pitter-patter like the
feet of the dog going hither and thither on the sand
far below me, and there were more bird-like sounds,
but that was all. At length, encouraged by the silence,
lflooked out.
~ Except in the corner, where a multitude of crows
spped and fought over the skeletons of the dead the
ans had consumed, there was not a living thing
pit.
_..' about me, scarcely believing my eyes. All
sery had gone. Save for the big mound of

powder in one corner, certain bars of

n another, the black birds and the ske-
e kille place was merely an empty
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white and red houses, inte §

trees. Now I stood on a mrjszfise:f with ahund,“t
work, clay and gravel, over which ssmashed brigk.
tude of red cactus-shaped plants, knes.l;'ad a myly;,
a solitary terrestrial growth to dispute tlllg]:l‘ Wity
The trees near me were dead and browp Ell‘ footiy

a net-work of red threads scaled 1 A fu"hef,
stems. ot liﬁ“ﬁ

The neighbouring houses had all been
none had been burned; their walls stooq P
to the second story, with smashed windos ang“:}?lma
ed doors. The Red Weed grew tumultuously ; attier
roofless rooms. Below me was the great pit wrilth Er
crows struggling for its refuse. A number of oﬂle
birds hopped about among the ruins. Far away | 3
a gaunt cat slink crouchingly along a wall, byt tr::;
of men there were none.

The day seemed, by contrast with my recent cop.
finement, dazzlingly bright, the sky a glowing blue, A
gentle breeze kept the Red Weed, that covered every
scrap of unoccupied ground, gently swaying. And oh!
the sweetness of the air!

Wrecked, but

CHAPTER VI

The Work of Fifteen Days

regardless of my safety. Within that noisome
den from which I had emerged, I had thought
with a narrow intensity only of our immediate securily.
I had not realized what had been happening to the y
world, had not anticipated this startling vision Ofl_““ .
familiar things. I had expected to see Sheen in ruind
I found about me’the landscape, weird and lurid,
of another planet. ) e '
For that moment I touched an emotion beyon <
common range of men, yet one that the poor bruteé ¥ iy
dominate know only too well. I felt as :‘l -
might feel returning to his burrow, and 5“‘!‘! 7e
fronted by the work of a dozen busy n?""“jsnkling )
the foundations of a house. I felt the first I¥CC
a thing that presently grew quite clear in ™Y
that oppressed me for many days, a sense : bt
ment, a persuasion that I was no longer 3 T
an animal among the animals, under the il
With us it would be as with them, to .l £ man ud
to run and hide; the fear and empire ¢
assed away.
S lotigo . AP strangeness had bect
passed, and my dominant motive becameé
long and dismal fast. In the

FOR some time I stood tottering on the mound,

|




o which 1 secured, and, scrambling
|1, went on my way through scarlet
- towards Kew—it was like walking
jgantic blood-drops—possessed
. to get more food, and to limp, as soon
' s.my strength permitted, out of this ac-
g far 28 ly region of the pit.
further, in a grassy place, was a group of
ol which I also devoured, and then I came
wn sheet of flowing shallow water, where
: ced to be. These fragments of nourishment
“lll to whet my hunger. At first I was sur-
¢ :: Ens flood in a hot, dry summer, but after-
B [ discovered that this was caused by the tropic-
®  ance of the Red Weed. Directly this extra-
K growth encountered water, it straightway
e gigantic and of unparalleled fecundity. Its
yere simply poured down into the water of the
« and Thames and its swiftly-growing and Titanic
erfronds speedily choked both these rivers.
Putney, as I afterwards saw, the bridge was almost
< in a tangle of this weed, and at Richmond, too,
Thames water poured in a broad and shallow
am across the meadows of Hampton and Twicken-
. As the waters spread the weed followed them,
1 the ruined villas of the Thames Valley were for
time lost in this red swamp, whose margin I ex-
red, and much of the desolation the Martians had
Lemsed was concealed.
In the end the Red Weed succumbed almost as
fikly as it spread. A cankering disease, due, it is
lieved, to the action of certain bacteria, presently
d upon it. Now, by the action of natural selec-
n, all terrestrial plants have acquired a resisting
against bacterial diseases—they never succumb
it a severe struggle; but the Red Weed rotted
2 thing already dead. The fronds became bleach-
and then shrivelled and brittle. They broke off at
® least touch, and the waters that had stimulated
early growth carried their last vestiges out to

p0InS

My first act on coming to this water was, of course,
e my thirst. I drank a great bulk of water,
;"‘deEnimpul-e,gnawedwmeimndsof
ﬁ:butﬂwywmwﬂery,lndhndlsickly

and so presently I got spate,
my way to the hill going up towards Roe-
and came out on Putney Common.
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for food among the trees, finding nothing, and I aiso
raided a couple of silent houses, but they had already
been broken into and ransacked. I rested for the re-
mainder of the daylight in a shrubbery, being, in my
enfeebled condition, too fatigued to push on.

All this time I saw no human beings, and no signs
of the Martians. I encountered a couple of hungry-
looking dogs, but both hurried circuitously away from
the advances I made them. Near Roehampton I had
seen two human skeletons—not bodies, but skeletons,
picked clean—and in the wood by me I found the
crushed and scattered bones of several cats and
rabbits, and the skull of a sheep. But though I gnaw-
ed parts of these in my mouth, there was nothing to
be got from them.

After sunset, I struggled on along the road
towards Putney, where I think the Heat-Ray must
have been used for some reason. And in a garden
beyond Roehampton I got a quantity of immature
potatoes sufficient to stay my hunger. From this
garden one saw down upon Putney and the river.
The aspect of the place in the dusk was singularly
desolate; blackened trees, blackened, desolate
ruins, and down the hill the sheets of the flooded
river, red-tinged with the weed. And over all—
silence. It filled me with indescribable terror to
think how swiftly that desolating change had come.

For a time I believed that mankind had been swept
out of existence, and that I stood there alone, the last
man left alive. Hard by the top of Putney Hill I
came upon another skeleton, with the arms dislocated
and removed several yards from the rest of the body.
As I proceeded I became more and more convinced
that the extermination of mankind was, save for such
stragglers as myself, already accomplished in this
part of the world. The Martians, I thought, had gone
on, and left the country desolated, seeking food else-
where. Perhaps even now they were destroying
Berlin or Paris, or it might be they had gone north-
ward. ...

CHAPTER VIII

The Man on Putney Hill

SPENT that night in the inn that stands at the top
I of Putney Hill, sleeping in a made bed for the

first time since my flight to Leatherhead. I will
not tell the needless trouble I had breaking into that
house—afterwards 1 found the front-door was on the
latch—nor how I ransacked every room for food, until,
just on the verge of despair, in what seemed to me to
be a servant’s bedroom, I found a rat-gnawed crust
and two tinned pineapples. The place had been al-

ready searched and emptied. In the bar I afterwards
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lay in bed I found myself thinking consecutively—a
thing I do not remember to have done since my last
argument with the curate. During all the intervening
time my mental condition had been a hurrying success-
ion of vague emotional states, or a sort of stupid re-
ceptivity.  But in the night my brain, reinforced, I
suppose, by the food I had eaten, grew clear again,
and I thought.

Three things struggled for possession of my mind:
the killing of the curate, the whereabouts of the
Martians, and the possible fate of my wife. The former
gave me no sensation of horror or remorse to recall;
I saw it simply as a thing done, a memory infinitely
disagreeable, but quite without the quality of remorse.
I saw myself then as I see myself now, driven step by
step towards that hasty blow, the creature of a se-
quence of accidents leading inevitably to that. T felt
no condemnation; yet the memory, static, unprogress-
ive, haunted me. In the silence of the night, with
that sense of the nearness of God that sometimes comes
into the stillness and the darkness, I stood my trial,
my only trial, for that moment of wrath and fear. I re-
traced every step of our conversation from the moment
when I had found him crouching beside me, heedless
of my thirst, and pointing to the fire and smoke that
streamed up from the ruins of Weybridge. We had
been incapable of co-operation—grim chance had taken
| no heed of that. Had I foreseen, I should have left him
at Halliford. But I did not foresee; and crime is to
foresee and do. And I set this down as I have set
all this story down, as it was. There were no witness-
es—all these things I might have concealed. But
I set it down, and the reader must form his judg-
ment as he will.

And when, by an effort, I had set aside that picture
2 of a postrate body, I faced the problem of the Mar-
: tians and the fate of my wife. For the former I had no
data; I could imagine a hundred things, and so, un-
happily, I could for the latter. And suddenly that
night became terrible. I found myself sitting up in bed,
staring at the dark. I found myself praying that
the Heat-Ray may have suddenly and painlessly struck
2 her out of being. Since the night of my retwrn from

" Leatherhead I had not prayed. I had uttered prayers,
~ {fetich prayers, had prayed as heathens mutter charms
when I was in extremity; but now I prayed indeed,
leading steadfastly and sanely, face to face with the
. of God. Strange night! strangest in this,
n as dawn had come, I, who had talked with
of the house like a rat leaving its hid-
ature scarcely larger, an inferior

L Sty i o L i
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name of Thomas Lobp
Malden, with a smashed ’whe(:;&ngr%’
doned tin trunk; there wag F:

pled into the now harden Hizy

s ll;“:

. ed mud hat trm

top of West Hill a lot of blood-staineq 1and g,
overturned water-trough. My movemgas“ g

guid, my plans of the vaguest. | had a:nits W

to Leatherhead, thc{ugl? 1 knew ‘that there |
poorest chance of finding my wife, e
death had overtaken them sudd ertainly, yy
enly, my coys; L
she would have fled thence; but it Seemedllsms and
might find or learn there whither the Sy to me
had fled. I knew I wanted to find my Wirfre People
heart ached for her and the world of © tay y
. % ) . 0 men, bllt 1
no clear idea how the finding might be dope "
also clearly aware now of my intene [01;51‘ Way
From the corner I went, under cover of 4 'hickl;&
trees and bushes, to the edge of Wimbledon (, ¢
stretching wide and far. s
That dark expanse was lit in patches by yelloy &
gorse and broom; there was no Red Weed tq be sem,
and as I prowled, hesitating, on the verge of f,
open, the sun rose, flooding it all with light ang
vitality. I came upon a busy swarm of little frogs
in a swampy place among the trees. I stopped 1o
look at them, drawing a lesson from their stout e
solve to live. And presently, turning suddenly, vith
an odd feeling of being watched, I beheld something
crouching amidst a clump of bushes. I stood re §
garding this. I made a step towards it, and it e §
up, and became a man armed with a cutlass. 1ap
proached him slowly. He stood silent and motion
less, regarding me. =
As I drew nearer, I perceived he was dressed in
clothes as dusty and filthy as my own; he looked,
indeed, as though he had been dragged thlqu&h'
culvert. Nearer, I distinguished the green Bll“:‘
ditches mixing with the pale drab of dried clay ;
shiny coaly patches. His black hair fell over ™
eyes, and his face was dark and dirty and """
so that at first I did not recognise him. m" {
a red cut across the lower part of hiS.iace- " n
“Stop!” he cried, when I was within ten ahe
him, and I stopped. His voice was hoarse. ‘
do you come from?” he said.
I thought, surveying him. i
“I come from Mortlake,” 1 said. wcyﬁ':;
near the pit the Martians made about ﬁ,‘,w
I have worked my way out and esca “This
ol

b g

“There is no food about here,” he "’d'
my country. All this hill down to the n;n
to Chaplam, and up to the Ods““f way O
There is only food for one. Which
going?” .

B

i




s  Lan said he. “The man from Woking.
aqp 38 Y% killed at Weybridge?”

e him at the same moment.
] rec0BT o artilleryman who came into my gar-
“You 81¢

gen” 1” he said.“ We are lucky ones! Fan-
.GOPO-d ]}';:kl;ut out a hand, and I took it. “I crawl-
I ieain,” he said. “But they didn’t kill every-
ed 5P ;md after they went away I got off towards
across the fields. But—It’s not sixteen days
Wahor _and your hair is gray.” He looked over
. choulder suddenly. “Only a rook,” he said. “One
ot to know that birds have shadows these days.
This is a bit open. Let us crawl under those bushes
nl‘h:l:- you seen any Martians?” I said.
mled ot T e .
“They have gone away across London, he s:,aid.
] guess they've got a bigger camp there. Of a mg!n,
gl over there, Hampstead way, the sky is alive with
their lights. It’s like a great city, amfl in the gla’re
you can just see them moving. By daylight you can’t.
it nearer—] haven’t seen them—" He counted
on his fingers. “Five days. Then I saw a couple
‘across Hammersmith way carrying something big.
the night before last”—he stopped, and spoke
impressively—"“it was just a matter of lights, but it
was something up in the air. I believe they've built
2 flying machine, and are learning to fiy.”
- I stopped, on hands and knees, for we had come to
: Hea'”
~ “Yes,” he said, “fly.”
- I went on into a little bower, and sat down.

“Since I

T is all over with humanity,” I said. “If they
“can do that they will simply go round the

this fact—a fact perfectly obvious so soon as
spoke. I had still held a vague hope; rather,
bad kept a lifelong habit of mind. He repeated
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Suddenly I recalled the night in the observatory.

“After the tenth shot they fired no more—at least,
until the first cylinder came.”

“How do you know?” said the artilleryman. T
explained. He thought. “Something wrong with the
gun,” he said. “But what if there is? They'll get
it right again. And even if there’s a delay, how can
it alter the end? Its just men and ants. There’s
the ants builds their cities, live their lives, have wars,
revolutions, until the men want them out of the way,
and then they go out of the way. That’s what we are
now—just ants. Only—"

“Yes,” 1 said.

“We're eatable ants.”

We sat looking at each other.

“And what will they do with us?” 1 said.

“That’s what I've been thinking,” he said—“that’s
what I've been thinking. After Weybridge I went
south—thinking. I saw what was up. Most of .the
people were hard at it squealing and exciting them-
selves. But I'm not so fond of squealing. I've been
in sight of death once or twice; I'm not an ornamental
soldier, and at the best and worst, death—it’s just
death. And it's the man that keeps on thinking comes
through. I saw everyone tracking away south. Says
I, ‘Food won't last this way,’ and I turned right back.
I went for the Martians like a sparrow goes for man.
All round”—he waved a hand to the horizon—“they’re
starving in heaps, bolting, treading on each other....”

He saw my face, and halted awkwardly.

“No doubt lots who had money have gone away
to France,” he said. He seemed to hesitate whether
to apologize, met my eyes, and went on: “There’s
food all about here. Canned things in shops; wines,
spirits, mineral waters; and the water mains and drains
are empty. Well, I was telling you what I was think-
ing ‘Here’s intelligent things,” I said, ‘and it seems

¥

‘ =
ships, machines, guns, cities, all the order and organ-
ization. All that will go. If we were the size of ants
we might pull through. But we’re not. It’s all too
bulky to stop. That’s the first certainty.” Eh?”
1 assented. . A
“It is; I've thought it out. Very well, then, next:
at present we're caught as we're wanted. A Martian
has only to go a few miles to get a crowd on the
And I saw one, one day by Wandsworth, pic
houses to pieces and routing among the wre
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things easy for the rest of their people. Very likely
that’s why the cylinders have stopped for a bit, for fear
of hitting those who are here. And instead of our
rushing about blind, on the howl, or getting dyna-
mite on the chance of busting them up, we've got to
fix ourselves up according to the new state of affairs.
That’s how I figure it out. It isn’t quite according to
what a man wants for his species, but it's about
what the facts point to. And that’s the principle I
acted upon. Cities, nations, civilization, progress—
it’s all over. That game’s up. We're beat.”

“But if that is so, what is there to live for?”

The artilleryman looked at me for a moment.

“There won’t be any more blessed concerts for a
million years or so; there won't be any Royal Acad-
emy of Arts, and no nice little feeds at restaurants.
If it's amusement you're after, I reckon the game is
up. If you've got any drawing-room manners, or a
dislike to eating peas with a knife or dropping
aitches, you'd better chuck ’em away. They ain’t no

: further use.”

“You mean

“I mean, that men like me are going on living—for

the sake of the bread. 1 tell you, I'm grim set on liv-

ing And, if I'm not mistaken, you’ll show what in-

sides you've got, too, before long. We aren’t going

to be exterminated. And I don't mean to be caught,

i either, and tamed and fattened and bred like a thunder-
ing ox. Ugh! Fancy those brown creepers!”

“You don’t mean to say—"

“] do. I'm going on. Under their feet. I've got
it planned; I've thought it out. We men are beat.
We don’t know enough. We've got to learn before
we've got a chance. And we've got to live, and keep
independent while we learn. See? That's what has
to be done.”

I stared, astonished, and stirred profoundly by the
man’s resolution.

“Great God!” cried I. “But you are a man indeed!”
And suddenly I gripped his hand.

“Eh?” he said with his eyes shining. “I've thought
it out, eh?”

“Go on,” I said.

o “WELL, those who mean to escape their catching
A must get ready. I'm getting ready. Mind you,

it isn’t all of us are made for wild beasts; and that’s

it’s got to be. That’s why I watched you. I had my
‘re thin and slender. I didn’t know it
see, or just how you'd been buried. All
people that lived in these houses
le clerks that used to live down
 good. They haven’t any spirit
and n lusts; and a

what is he

590

9

}
i
|
|
ﬁ_
%;

STORIES

streets; and sleeping with the
because they wanted them, by
of money that would make
little miserable skedaddle thy

Wiv% lh . k k3
t becauuey‘hw Ny
fOr Safety i m‘:lh

r

2 s ough
insured and a bit invested for fegr ;?e w.orld. e
on Sundays—fear of here-after accidenty

R 4
for rabbits! Well, the MaﬂiansAs if hel) nq

send to these. Nice roomy cages
ful breeding, no worry. After ; week s Care,
about the fields and lands on empty stoﬁl‘ $0 chasing
come and be caught cheerful, They’ll 'it::chs,_ they)|
after a bit. They’ll wonder what people g?;te

there were Martians to take care of them 1d befoy,

“And the bar-loafers, and mashers, ap:d .

I can imagine them. T can imagine them ”51}11136!5:..
with a sort of sombre gratification. “Ther;’ll ebesald’
amount of sentiment and religion loose amopy b
There’s hundreds of things T saw with my i thﬂ?;
I've only begun to see clearly these last fe:s’ d
There’s lots will take things as they are, fat ang stu al‘:l&
and lots will be worried by a sort of fecling dmp il’;
all wrong, and that they ought to be doing something,
Now, whenever things are so that a lot of people fee|
they ought to be doing something, the weak, and thee
who go weak with a lot of complicated thinking, af.
ways make for a sort of do-nothing religion, very
pious and superior, and submit to persecution and the
will of the Lord. Very likely you've seen the same
thing. It’s energy in a gale of funk, and tumed
clean inside out. These cages will be full of psalms
and hymns and piety. And those of a less simple
sort will work in a bit of—what is it?—eroticism.”

He paused.

“Very likely the Martians will make pets of some
of them; train them to do tricks—who knows’—#
sentimental over the pet boy who grew up lﬂd_h"’ _‘“
to be killed. And some, maybe, they will train ®
hunt us.” '

“No,” T cried, “that’s impossible
being——" . sl

“What’s the good of going on with such ._:
said the artilleryman. “There’s men who'd d,‘,’ 1O
ful. What nonsense to pretend there isn't! :

And I succumbed to his conviction. :

“If they come after me,” he sai “_Lord- ‘
come after me!” and subsided into a grim 1 fnd

I sat contemplating these things. I °°'_‘l o
thing to bring against this man’s .-'- o
days before the invasion no one \'\’01_11d have ofe
ed my inte%lectual .superiority. to hl};;{’ t;nﬂ"
and recognised writer on philosop ready
he, a common soldier—and yet he had Jized
lated a situation that I had scarcely X&', 0

“What are you doing?” I said presenty
plans have you made?” :
it's like this,” he said-

will jugt g, 2l
fatlen'mg fo0, q £od.

! No humtt

if e




rate into a sort of big savage rat....
[ mean to live is underground. T've
o fl:ﬂt the drains. Of course, those who don’t
o *1 " ins think horrible things; but under this
ot o miles and miles—hundreds of miles—and
nd0 days T8I0 and Lor}don empty will leave them
d clean. The main drains are big enough and
‘ wough for any one. Then there’s cellars, vaults,
57 " from which bolting passages may be made to
ore® . . And the railway tunnels and subways.
+ 7 You begin to see? And we form a band—able-
ied, clean-minded men. We're not going to pick
rubbish that drifts in. Weaklings go out
* ., »
“4\s you meant me to go?”
ayell—I parleyed, didn’t 1?7
Ve won't quarrel about that. Go on.”
“Those who stop, obey orders. Able-bodied, clean-
. ded women we want also—mothers and teachers.
{0 lackadaisical ladies—no blasted rolling eyes. We
an't have any weak or silly. Life is real again, and
e useless and cumbersome and mischievous have to
. They ought to die. They ought to be willing to
e. It's a sort of disloyalty, after all, to live l‘:’;nd
iint the race. And they can’t be happy. Moreover,
ing's none so dreadful;—it’s the funking makes it
ed. And in all those places we shall gather. Our
rict will be London. And we may even be able
: keep a watch, and run about in the open when the
rtians keep away. Play cricket, perhaps. That’s
oW we .lh-l“ save the race. Eh? It’s a possible thing?
B saving the race is nothing in itself. As I say,
ta’s only being rats. It's saving our knowledge and
ing to it is the thing. There men like you come
There’s books, there’'s models. We must make
safe places down deep, and get all the books we
; not novels and poetry swipes, but ideas, science
boks. That’s where men like you come in. We must
0 to the Britisl.n Museum and pick all those books
gh. Especially we must keep up our science—
am more. We must watch these Martians. Some of
go as spies. When it’s all working, perhaps
il Get caught, ] mean. And the great thing is,
® must leave the Martians alone. We mustn’t even
L If we get in their way, we clear out. We must
3 ﬂ‘fﬂ“munnohnrm. Yes, I know. But
Yre intelligent things, and they won’t hunt us
lfﬂleyh.lv’l;lllﬂ:eywu:t,mdthinkwe'mjnst
.';hlla'ymnpcmad.andhidahrmhnd
; arm.
lﬂi&myndbesommhwemylnvato
" Defore— Just imagine this: Four or five of

Fighting Machines suddenly starting off—Heat-

: ﬁd_'tf"dmyudmt;min'm Not a
‘ ;‘ﬂohmd&ohﬂw&c
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hurrying—puffing and blowing and hooting to their
other mechanical affairs? Something out of gear in
every case. And swish, bang, rattle, swish! just as
they are fumbling over it, swish comes the Heat-Ray,
and, behold! man has come back to his own.” :

OR a while the imaginative daring of the artillery-

man, and the tone of assurance and courage he
assumed, completely dominated my mind. I believed
unhesitatingly both in his forecast of human destiny
and in the practicability of his astonishing scheme, and
the reader who thinks me susceptible and foolish must
contrast his position, reading steadily, with all his
thoughts about his subject and mine, crouching fear-
fully in the bushes and listening, distracted by appre-
hension. We talked in this manner through the early
morning time and later crept out of the bushes, and,
after scanning the sky for Martians, hurried precip-
itately to the house on Putney Hill where he had made
his lair. It was the coal-cellar of the place, and when
I saw the work he had spent a week upon—it was a
burrow scarcely ten yards long, which he designed to
reach to the main drain on Putney Hill—I had my
first inkling of the gulf between his dreams and his
powers. Such a hole I could have dug in a day. But
I believed in him sufficiently to work with him all
that morning until past mid-day at his digging. We
had a garden barrow, and shot the earth we removed
against the kitchen range. We refreshed ourselves
with a tin of mock-turtle soup and wine from the
neighboring pantry. I found a curious relief from the
aching strangeness of the world in this steady labour.
As we worked, I turned his project over in my mind,
and presently objections and doubts began to arise;

but I worked there all the morning, so glad was I to_

find myself with a purpose again. After working an
hour, I began to speculate on the distance one had to
go before the cloaca was reached—the chances we
had of missing it altogether. My immediate trouble
was why we should dig this long tunnel, when it was
possible to get into the drain at once down one of the
manholes, and work back to the house. It seemed to
me, too, that the house was inconveniently chosen,
and required a needless length of tunnel. And just
as 1 was beginning to face these things, the artillery-
man stopped digging, and looked at me.

“We're working well,” he said. He put down his
spade. “Let us knock off a bit,” he said. “I think
it’s time we reconnoitred from the roof of the house.”

I was for going on, and after a little hesitation he

resumed his spade; and then suddenly I was struck

by a thought. I stopped, and so did he at once.
said, “instead of being here?”

“But the work?”

“Why were you walking about the Common,” 144

“Taking the air,” he said. “I was coming back.
It's safer by night.”
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gether to the roof and stood on a ladder peeping out
of the roof door. No Martians were to be seen, and
we ventured out on the tiles, and slipped down under
shelter of the parapet.

From this position a shrubbery hid the greater
portion of Putney, but we could see the river below,
a bubbly mass of Red Weed, and the low parts of
Lambeth flooded and red. The red creeper swarmed
up the trees about the old palace, and their branches
streiched gaunt and dead, and set with shrivelled
leaves, from amidst its clusters. It was strange how
entirely dependent both these things were upon flow-
ing water for their propagation. About us neither
had gained a footing; laburnums, pink mays, snow-
balls, and trees of arbor vitae, rose out of laurels and
hydrangeas, green and brilliant into the sunlight.
Beyond Kensington dense smoke was rising, and that
and a blue haze hid the northward hills.

The artilleryman began to tell me of the sort of
people who still remained in London.

“One night last week,” he said, “some fools got the
electric light in order, and there was all Regent’s
Street and the Circus ablaze, crowded with painted
and ragged drunkards, men and women, dancing and
shouting till dawn. A man who was there told me.
And as the day came they beheld a Fighting Machine
standing near by the Langham, and looking down at
them. Heaven knows how long he had been there.
He came down the road towards them, and picked up
nearly a hundred too drunk or frightened to run
away.”

Grotesque gleam of a time no history will ever
fully describe!

From that, in answering to my questions, he came
gound to his grandiose plans again. He grew en-
thusiastic. He talked so eloquently of the possibi-
lity of capturing a Fighting Machine, that I more
than half believed in him again. But now that I was
beginning to understand something of his quality,
I could divine the stress he laid on doing nothing
precipitately. And I noted that now there was no
~ question that he personally was to capture and fight
~ After a time we went down to the cellar. Neither
~ of us seemed disposed to resume digging, and when
he suggested a meal, I was nothing loath. He be-
me suddenly very generous, and when we had

ent away, and returned with some excellent
these, and his optimism glowed. He

e cellar,” he said.
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true, and what is mg :

Te Temay
c-:ard game and severa] others whble’ I
Interesting, © Playeg v
. Strange mind of man! that, with
the edge of exterminatiq U Speci

N or apalliy,
g d

with no clear prospect bef b
horrible death,p wepcould s(i]:ef:,lﬁob‘{t thec?;nlth?
this painted pasteboard and pIayi:mg ll‘l‘e ch%:[
vivid delight. Afterwards he a vgh the “jokeyn il
I beat him at three tough chess gc;ntms.me Doker, af
came we were so interested J
the risk and light a lamp, 7 decideg lot:
After an interminable strin
and the artilleryman finisheg tz]fegacrfes, it SUpped,
continued smoking the cigars., He Wa:fﬁgne. 3
energetic regenerator of his species I had mong"" the
in the morning. He was still Optimistic, bu:o'
less kinetic, a more thoughful optimism, ]mlhrau
he wound up with my health, proposed in 4 peceh
small variety and considerable intermittence, [to:
a cikgar, afndhwen; upstairs to look at the lights he byg
spoken of, that blazed so greenly al i
hills. e
At first I stared across the London valley, uniatelli
gently. The northern hills were shrouded in duk
ness; the fires near Kensington glowed redly, af
now and then an orange-red tongue of flame flasel
up and vanished in the deep blue night. All the rst
of London was black. Then, nearer, I perceived a
strange light, a pale violet-purple fluorescent glow,
quivering under the night breeze. For a space I could
not understand it, and then I knew that it mstbe
the Red Weed from which this faint irradiation p.
ceeded. With that realization, my dormant sense &
wonder, my sense of the proportion of things, “"‘
again. I glanced from that to Mars, red ‘md
glowing high in the west, and then gazed long &
earnestly at the darkness of Hampstead ol 58
gate. s
I remained a very long time upon the roof, ¥
ing at the grotesque changes of the day. ! ol
my mental states from the midnight
foolish card-playing. I had a violent TEUE
feeling. I remember I flung away o came 10
certain wasteful symbolism-l My foﬂ: or 0
with glaring exaggeration. I seemed %
wife fnd togmy kind; I was filled with 3
solved to leave this strange un
great things to his drink and glutton): & jle
into London. There, it scemed to 7% ',
chance of learning what the Martiar® roof ¥
; still upon the
men were doing. I was ‘




4 ; by the spreading disease that presently re-
CHv . l %
it”“ﬂﬁ zf the lane that runs to Putney
et lying. He was as black
B O .0 1 found a man lying. ke was as blac
Suuwith the black dust, alive, but helplessly
g8 5 Hlessly drunk. I could get nothing from
0 curses and furious lunges at my head. I
b;ﬂshould have stayed by him but for the brutal
" § his face.
o of h:;s plack dust along the roadway from the
+.o gnwards, and it grew thicker in Fulham. The
b " were horribly quiet. I got food—sour, hard,
'+ mouldy, but quite eatable—in a baker’s shop
_ Some way towards Walham Green the streets
e clear of powder, and I passed a white terrace
houses on fire; the noise of the burning was an
igte relief. Going on towards Brompton, the
arepls WEre quiet again.
'Here 1 came once more upon the black powder
- the streets and upon dead bodies. I saw altogether
bott a dozen in the length of the Fulham Road. They
i been dead many days, so that I hurried quickly
ust them. The black powder covered them over, and
ened their outlines. One or two had been dis-
srbed by dogs.
Where there was not black powder, it was curiously
e a Sunday in the City, with the closed shops, the
uses locked up and the blinds drawn, the desertion,
d the stillness. In some places plunderers had been
' but rarely at other than the provision and
meshops. A jeweller's window had been broken
0 in one place, but apparently the thief had been
urbed, and a number of gold chains and a watch
scattered on the pavement. I did not trouble to
ch them.  Further on was a tattered woman in a

4p on a doorstep; the hand that hung over her knes
% gashed and bled down her rusty brown dress, and
Smashed magnum of champagne formed a pool

the pavement, She seemed asleep, but she was
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sunlit roadway, between the tall buildings on either
side. I turned northward, marvelling, towards the
iron gates of Hyde Park. I had half a mind to break
into the Natural History Museum and find my way up
to the summits of the towers in order to see across
the park. But I decided to keep to the ground, where
quick hiding was possible, and so went on up the
Exhibition Road. All the large mansions on either
side of the road were empty and still, and my foot-
steps echoed against the sides of the houses. At the
top, near the park gate, I came upon a strange sight
—a ’bus overturned, and the skeleton of a horse
picked clean. I puzzled over this for a time, and
then went on to the bridge over the Serpentine. The
Voice grew stronger and stronger, though I could see
nothing above the housetops on the north side of the
park, save a haze of smoke to the northwest.

“Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,” cried the Voice, coming,
as it seemed to me, from the district about Regent’s
Park. The desolate cry worked upon my mind. The
mood that had sustained me passed. The wailing
took possession of me. I found I was intensely weary,
foot-sore, and now again hungry and thirsty.

It was already past noon. Why was I wandering
alone in this city of the dead? Why was I alone when
all London was lying in state, and in its black
shroud? 1 felt intolerably lonely, My mind ran on
old friends that I had forgotten for years. I thought
of the poisons in the chemists’ shops, of the liquors
the wine-merchants stored; I recalled the two sodden
creatures of despair who, so far as I knew, shared
the city with myself....

I came into Oxford Street by the Marble Arch, and
here again was black powder and several bodies, and
an evil, ominous smell from the gratings of the cellars
of some of the houses. I grew very thirsty after the
heat of my long walk. With infinite trouble I
managed to break into a public-house and get food
and drink. I was weary after eating, and went into
the parlour behind the bar, and slept on a black
horsehair sofa I found there.

I awoke to find that dismal howling still in my

ears, “Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla.” It was now dusk, and

after I had routed out some biscuits and a cheese in
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intending to skirt the park, went along under shelter
of the terraces, and got a view of this stationary
howling Martian from the direction of St. John's
Wood. A couple of hundred yards out of Baker
Street I heard a yelping chorus, and saw, first a dog
with a piece of putrescent red meat in his jaws coming
headlong towards me, and then a pack of starving
mongrels in pursuit of him. He made a wide curve
to avoid me, as though he feared I might prove a
fresh competitor. As the yelping died away down
the silent road, the wailing sound of “Ulla, ulla, ulla,
ulla,” reasserted itself,

I CAME upon the wrecked Handling Machine half-

way to St. John’s Wood Station, At first T thought

a house had fallen across the road. It was only as

I clambered among the ruins that I saw, with a start,

this mechanical Samson lying, with its tentacles bent

and smashed and twisted, among the ruins it had made.

The fore-part was shattered. It seemed as if it had

driven blindly straight at the house, and had been

overwhelmed in its overthrow. It seemed to me then

that this might have happened by a Handling Machine

escaping from the guidance of its Martian. I could not

clamber among the ruins to see it, and the twilight

was not so far advanced that the blood with which its

seat was smeared, and the gnawed gristle of the

Martian that the dogs had left, was invisible to me.

| Wondering still more at all that I had seen, I

pushed on towards Primrose Hill. Far away, through

a gap in the trees, [ saw a second Martian, motionless

as the first, standing in the park towards the Zoo-

logical Gardens, and silent. A little beyond the ruins

about the smashed Handling Machine I came upon

¥ the Red Weed again, and found Regent’s Canal a
- spongy mass of dark-red vegetation.

Abruptly as I crossed the bridge, the sound of
“Ulla, ulla, ulla,” ceased. It was, as it were, cut off.
The silence came like a thunder-clap.

The dusky houses about me stood faint, and tall
and dim; the trees towards the park were growing
black. All about me the Red Weed clambered among
the ruins, writhing to get above me in the dim. Night,
~ the Mother of Fear and-Mystery, was coming upon me.

‘But while that voice sounded, the solitude, the desola-

on, had been endurable; by virtue of it London had
1l scemed alive, and the sense of life about me had
‘me. Then suddenly a change, the passing of
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‘not what—and then a stillness that

'~ to no germs do we succumb without 2 8 Jeod ¥
~ to many—those that cause putrefactio®

the stars were still in the
towards Regent’s Park, I ::l?;se{i Tety ones
streets, and presently g Y Way o Moy
. Y saw, down g oy Mong g,
half-light of the early dawn, the 8 aveny, ;
Hill.  On the summit, towerj . Curve of a
was, a third Marti 118 Up to the fad; o
as, artian, erect and mgp ;N8
others. T0tonleys likehﬂ:t

An insane resolve possessed
end it. And I would :)ave myselrfm:\relnwﬁuld die
killing myself. I marched on reckle‘%!‘,]t e troubleof
Titan, and then as I drew nearer and ilc;'f"ﬂrdslll'u
I saw that a multitude of black birds Wase ‘Igh-l Brew,
clustering about the hood. At that my hﬂrclmg
bound, and I began running along the riaar;, 4

I hurried through the Red Weed that ch
Edmunds Terrace (I waded breast-high ¢ ot
rent of water that was rushing down from tf: :tor.
works towards the Albert Road), and emergeq “m :
the grass before the rising of the sun, Great moypgy
had been heaped about the crest of the hill, mak;
a huge redoubt of jt—it was the final and |
place the Martians made—and from behind these
heaps there rose a thin smoke against the sky. Againg’
the skyline an eager dog ran and disappeared, Th
thought that had flashed into my mind grew real
grew credible. T felt no fear, only a wild trembling
exultation, as I ran up the hill towards the motionles
monster. Out of the hood hung lank shreds of brovn
at which the hungry birds pecked and tore.

In another moment I had scrambled up the earthen
rampart and stood upon its crest, and the interior of
the redoubt was below me. A mighty space it ¥
with gigantic machines here and there within it, gt
mounds of material and strange shelter-places.
scattered about it, some in their over-turned e
machines, some in the now rigid Handling Machmﬂ:
and a dozen of them stark and silent and 1‘“‘1 :
row, were the Martians—dead!—slain PY '
factive and disease bacteria against which
tems were unprepared; slain as the R ¢ sieh
being slain; slain after all man’s -de“l‘fe’ h’ ;|
by the humblest things that God, in His
put upon this earth.

paf

OR so it had come about, as, indeed: 10l%
men might have foreseen had 1o of 08
disaster blinded our minds. Thwe % ¢
have taken tolls of humanity since thew .
things—taken toll of our prehuman & ﬂw,l
life began here. But by virtue of this T epo
tion of our kind we have develo " aruegle %,

ter, for

e are %
instance—o urlwmsf““"i,!l"?



his were the Martians ten times as mighty

, aill be For neither do men live nor die in vain,
- e they al‘:d there they were scattered, nearly fifty
Here a_n that great gulf they had made, overtaken
tltog"-hf:l‘l;l that must have seemed to them as incom-

by 2 dciﬂiﬂe as any death could be. To me also at
theni;e this death was incomprehensible. All 1
that twas that these things that had been alive and
kneW ‘ble to men were dead. For a moment I believed
. destruction of Sennacherib had been repeated,

,L;:i %zd had repented, that the Angel £ Daath had
dlain them in the night. |
I stood staring into the pit, and my heart lightened

Joriously, even as the rising sun struck the world to

] !{;ire about me with his rays. The pit was still in

darkness; the mighty engines, so great and wonderful

in their power and complexity, so unearthly in their

tortuous forms, rose weird and vague and strange out

of the shadows towards the light. A multitude of dogs,

" 1 could hear, fought over the bodies that lay darkly

in the depth of the pit, far below me. Across the

pit on its further lip, flat and vast and strange, lay

the great flying-machine with which they had been

rimenting upon our denser atmosphere when

decay and death arrested them. Death had come not

a day too soon. At the sound of a cawing overhead

I looked up at the huge Fighting Machine, that would

fight no more forever, at the tattered red shreds of

flesh that dripped down upon the overturned seats on
the summit of Primrose Hill.

I turned and looked down the slope of the hill
to where, enhaloed now in birds, stood those other
two Martians that I had seen over-night, just as death
had overtaken them. The one had died, even as it
had been crying to its companions; perhaps it was
the last to die, and its voice had gone on perpetually
until the force of its machinery was exhausted. They

glittered now, harmless tripod towers of shining

metal, in the brightness of the rising sun.. ..

All about the pit, and saved as by miracle from
everlasting destruction, stretched the great Mother of
Cities. Those who have only seen London veiled in
her sombre robes of smoke can scarcely imagine the
nsked clearness and beauty of the silent wilderness of

Eastward, over the blackened ruins of the Albert
Terrace and the splintered spire of the church, the
sun blazed dazzling in a clear sky, and here and there
some facet in the great wilderness of roofs caught the
light and glared with a white intensity. It touched
?‘“thﬂ round store place for wines by the Chalk

arm Station, and the vast railway yards, marked
~ 9ace with a graining of black rails, but red-lined now

"d’ﬁfquiekrwjngofaiortnight’sdimse, with
 Something of the mystery of beauty. -
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blue were the Surrey hills, and the towers of the
Crystal Palace glittered like two silver rods. The
dome of St. Paul’s was dark against the sunrise, and
injured, I saw for the first time, by a huge gaping
cavity on its western side.

And as I looked at this wide expanse of houses and
factories and churches, silent and abandoned; as I
thought of the multitudinous hopes and efforts, the
innumerable hosts of lives that had gone to build this
human reef, and of the swift and ruthless destruction
that had hung over it all; when I realized that the
shadow had been rolled back, and that men might
still live in the streets, and this dead vast city of mine
be once more alive and powerful, I felt a wave of
emotion that was near akin to tears.

The torment was over. Even that day the healing
would begin. The survivors of the people scattered
over the country—leaderless, lawless, foodless, like
sheep without a shepherd—the thousands who had
fled by sea, would begin to return; the pulse of life,
growing stronger and stronger, would beat again in
the empty streets, and pour across the vacant squares.
Whatever destruction was done, the hand of the des-
troyer was stayed. The hand of the destroyer was
stayed. All the gaunt wrecks, the blackened skeletons
of houses that stared so dismally at the sunlit grass of
the hill, would presently be echoing with the ham-
mers of the restorers and ringing with the tapping of
the trowels. At the thought I extended my hands to-
ward the sky and began thanking God. In a year,
thought I—in a year....

And then, with overwhelming force, came the
thought of myself, of my wife, and the old life of
hope and tender helpfulness that had ceased for ever.

CHAPTER IX.
Wreckage

AND now comes the strangest thing in my story.
And yet, perhaps, it is not altogether strange.
I remember, clearly and coldly and vividly, all that I
did that day until the time that I stood weeping and
praising God upon the summit of Primrose Hill. And
then I forget....

Of the next three days I know nothing. I have
learnt since that, so far from my being the first dis-
coverer of the Martian overthrow, several such wander-
ers as myself had already discovered this on the pre-
vious night. One man—the first—had gone to St.
Martin’s-le-Grand, and while I sheltered in the cab-
men’s hut, had contrived to telegraph to Paris.
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cycles, lean-faced, unkempt, scorched along every
country lane, shouting of unhoped deliverance, shout-
ing to gaunt, staring figures of despair. And for the
food! Across the Channel, across the Irish Sea, across
the Atlantic, corn, bread and meat were tearing to our
relief. All the shipping in the world seemed going
Londonward in those days. But of all this I have no
memory. I drifted—a demented man. I found my-
self in the house of kindly people who had found me
on the third day; wandering, weeping and raving,
through the streets of St. John’s Wood. They have
told me that I was singing some inane doggerel about
“The Last Man Left Alive, Hurrah! The Last Man
Left Alive.” Troubled as they were with their own
affairs, these people, whose name, much as I would
like to express my gratitude to them, I may not even
»' give here, nevertheless cumbered themselves with me,
sheltered me and protected me from myself. Appar-
’ ently they had learned something of my story from
me during the days of my lapse.
i Very gently, when my mind was assured again,
B did they break to me what they had learnt of the fate
: of Leatherhead. Two days after I was imprisoned it
R had been destroyed, with every soul in it, by a
N Martian. He had swept it out of existence, as it
seemed, without any provocation, as a boy might crush
an ant-hill, in the mere wantonness of power.

I was a lonely man, and they were very kind to me.
I was a lonely man and a sad one, and they bore with
me. I remained with them four days after my re.
covery. All that time I felt a vague, a growing

f_ craving to look once more on whatever remained of
.~ the little life that seemed so happy and bright in my

~ past. It was a mere hopeless desire to feast upon my
35 misery. They dissuaded me. They did all they could
to divert me from this morbidity. But at last I could
resist the impulse no longer, and promising faithfully
to return to them, and parting, as I will confess, from
- these four-day friends with tears, I went out again

 into the streets that had lately been so dark and

- strange and empty. :

Already they were busy with returning people, in
es even there were shops open, and I saw a drink-

| running water.
er how mockingly bright the day seemed
“on my melancholy pilgrimage to the

1g, how busy the streets and vivid
me. So many people were
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until I reached Wellington Stree
the Red Weed clambeoring o\fet’ et .
Waterloo Bridge.

At the corner of the bridge, too, I say
common contrasts of that grotesque time. anzh of
paper flaunting against a thicket of the'Red eet of
transfixed by a stick that kept it in place, [y .W
placard of the first newspaper to resume Puh‘f'as.the
—the Daily Mail. 1 bought a copy for 5 bla:i;t;ou
shilling I found in my pocket. Most of it wag in bl i
but the solitary compositor who did the thing b
amused himself by making a grotesque scherie atfl
advertisement stereo on the back page. The matterhoe
printed was emotion; the news organization hag net
as yet found its way back. I learned nothing fresh
except that already in one week the examination of
the Martian mechanisms had yielded astonishing re.
sults. Among other things, the article assured me
what I did not believe at the time; that the “Secret
of Flying” was discovered. At Waterloo I found the
free trains that were taking people to their homes,

en
r the byy r;sLlaO\;

The first rush was already over. There were fey W@

people in the train, and I was in no mood for casual
conversation. 1 got a compartment to myself, and
sat with folded arms, looking grayly at the sunlit dev-
astation that flowed past the windows. And just out-
side the terminus the train jolted over temporary
rails, and on either side of the railway the houses
were blackened ruins. To Clapham Junction the
face of London was grimy with powder of the Black
Smoke, in spite of two days of thunderstorms and
rain, and at Clapham Junction the line had been wreck:
ed again; there were hundreds of out-of-work clerks
and shopmen working side by side with the customary
navvies, and we were jolted over a hasty relaying.
All down the line from there the aspect of

country was gaunt and unfamiliar; Wimbledon par

ticularly had suffered. Walton, by virtue of its ¥

burnt pine-woods, seemed the least hurt of any P!'“’ _

along the line. The Wandle, the Mole, every
stream, was a heaped mass of Red Weed, in appea”
ance between butcher’s meat and pickled e
The Surrey pine-wcods were too dry, however for
festoons of the red climber. Beyond Wimbledom
within sight of the line, in certain nursery 8-
were the heaped masses of earth about the sixth € i
inder. A number of people were standing ..bonl
and some sappers were busy in the midst of i Ry
it flaunted a Union Jack, flapping ch
morning breeze. The nursery grounds

=

~ where crimson with the weed, a wide expm"i“f,dn :
“colour cut with purple shadows, and :
“ . 1 - -




the horse, scattered and gnawed. For a time

ot of ing these vestiges.. . . -
so0d I returned through the pine-wood, neck-high
.‘ Med Weed here and there, to find the landlord of
§ Y ed Dog had already found burial; and so
e SpO e past the College Arms. A man standing at
% hofomge door greeted me by name as I passed.
nked at my house with a quick flash of hope
! hoded jmmediately. The door had been forced;
unfastened, and was opening slowly as I ap-
. ed again. The curtains of my study
) k t of tie open window from which I and
» uﬂ-yman had watched the dawn. No one had
1ced that window since. The smashed bushes were
¢ as | had left them nearly two weeks ago. I stum-
Jed into the hall, and the house was empty. The
was ruffled and discoloured where I had
rouched soaked to the skin from the thunderstorm,
the night of the catastrophe. Our muddy footsteps I

aw still went up the stairs.
| followed them to my study, and found lying on
oy writing-table still, with the selenite paper-weight
pon it, the sheet of work I had left on the afternoon
f the opening of the cylinder. For a space I stood
ding over the -abandoned a ents. It was a
aper on the probable development of Moral Ideas
vith the development of the civilizing process; and
he last sentence was the opening of a prophecy: “In
out two hundred years,” I had written, “we may ex-
eci—" The sentence ended abruptly. I remembered
y inability to fix my mind that morning, scarcely
imonth gone by, and how I had broken >if to get my
aly Chronicle from the newsboy. I remembered
ow [ went down to the garden gate as he came along,
mhadlistmedtohiaoddstoryofthe“Mm
1 came down and went into the dining-room. There
2 the mutton and the bread, both far gone now in
2y, and a beer bottle overturned, just as I and the
tlleryman had left them. My home was desolate.
Perceived the folly of the faint hope I had cherished
ong. And then a strange thing occurred. “It is
' Use,” said a voice. “The house is deserted. No
® has been here for ten days. Do not stay here to
't yourself. No one escaped but you.

~ ¥as startled. Had I spoken my thought aloud?
¢d, and the French window was open behind me.

P e

4 5 2step to it, and stood looking out.
“1d there, amazed and afraid, even as I stood
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voke criticism. My particular province is specula-
tive philosophy. My knowledge of comparative phys-
iology is confined to a book or two, but it seems to
me that Carver’s suggestions as to the reason of the
rapid death of the Martians is so probable as to be
regarded almost as a proven conclusion. I have as-
sumed that in the body of my narrative.

At any rate, in all the bodies of the Martians that
were examined after the war, no bacteria except those
already known as terrestrial species were found. That
they did not bury any of thei: dead, and the reckless
slaughter they perpetrated, point also to an entire
ignorance of the putrefactive process. But probable
as this seems, it is by no means a proven conclusion.

Neither is the composition of the Black Smoke
known, which the Martians used with that deadly
effect, and the generator of the Heat-Ray remains
a puzzle. The terri le disasters .t the Ealing and
South Kensington laboratories have disinclined ana-
lysts for further investigations upon the latter. Spec-
trum analysis of the black powder points unmistak-
ably to the presence of an unknown element with a
brilliant group of three lines in the green, and it is pos-
sible that it combines with argon to form a compound
which acts at once with deadly effect upo some con-
stituent in the blood. But such uaproven speculations
will scarcely be of interest to the general reader, .o
whom this story is addressed. None of the brown scum
that drifted down the Thames after the destruction of
Shepperton was examined at the time, and now none
is forthcoming.

The results of an anatomical examination of the

Eodeil .

Martians, so far as the prowling dogs had left such _:‘
an examination possible, I have already given. But -
everyone is familiar with the magnificent and almost ‘ﬁ‘;‘

complete specimen in spirits at the Natural History
Museum, and the countless drawings that have been
made from it; and beyond that the interest of the
physiology and structure is purely scientific.

A question of graver and universal interest is the
possibility of another attack ‘rom the Martians. I do

the gun from which the shots are .
keep a sustained watch upon this part



A LINK /o the PAST

By Charles G. Blandford
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AM seldom interested in moving pic-
re shows, but this particular film
had promised to be of interest, for as
Assistant Curator of the State Museum
of Natural History, I had he}ped as-
into substantial replicas, scattered remnants
ust such creatures as were moving lifelike before

a time 1 was completely lost in the picture,
Fo Jing at the manner in which the eye could be
ived %y the camera. It seemed incredible that
eight of the largest of these pseudo-beasts wal-
., in the mud scarcely exceeded five pounds,
‘& .. the smallest of the live Dinosaurs doubtless
k. as many tons.

[ was rudely aroused from my revery by a violent
mdge from the man occupying the seat next to me.
[ remembered that this fellow had addressed a re-
mark to me as 1 entered the theatre and seeing that
he was a stranger 1 had not responded. He had
then followed me down the aisle, passing many emp-
tv seats and had taken the seat next tu me.

“Can you imagine,” he said, leaning over and
hispering in my ear, “that a man could be bitten
w one of those things and live to tell of it?”

“] am sure that 1 can-

]
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“I am Ronald Jarvis,” he said picking up his tel-
escope and following me to the car track, “do you
forget that it was I who went with Professor Schlec-
ting on an exploring expedition for the Museum
twenty years ago?”

And it was indeed Jarvis, the right-hand man of
the former Curator-in-Chief of the museum, who had
gone into northern Quebec twenty years before, in
search of a tribe of white Indians who were said
to exist somewhere in that great country and whose
Manitou or God was the fabled “Feu Perpetuel,” or
everlasting fire, reports of which persisted at that
time. The entire party was supposed to have per-
ished, for till this minute no tidings had been
received of the expedition. My car was standing
before me and the Conductor was impatiently de-
manding that 1 get on or get off, as I had a foot on
the lower step. I grabbed the case from the hand of
Jarvis and jumped to the platform and he, to regain
the case, was forced to follow me. The car started
with a jerk.

“I can’t see why you did that, Prof. Jameson,”
protested Jarvis, indignantly, “I must find a lodging
house for the night.”

“You may lodge with me,” I replied. “Professor
Miinster is still at the Mu-

ot,” 1 answered in a tone

should have discour-

s
EXPLORERS from wvarious parts of 1
have a habit of startling us with their tales of

seum and will want to hear

Nie. e from you at the earliest

ed further conversation,
t the man was persistent.
‘l was bitten by one,”
as his startling assertion,
d stand ready to prove

e been told that the
of liquor one usual-
gets these days might
duce a p oria
would conjure Dino-

¥

almost unbelievable things which they find in their
wanderings over our planet. Is it possible some pre-
historic beasts may still be roaming somewhere on
this planet, where conditions gre just right? Science
hesitates to answer this, because you can never know.
It is not at all impossible—that s, if conditions are
just right. Most of the prehistoric animals probably
roamed on earth when it was very much hptter than
it is today, when there were dense water vapors still
lying in thick. fogs over the earth. If such condi-
tions were duplicated mwiwre, it is possible that
there might be a survi from the past. Our new
author has used this rather interesting plot, and we
know you will find his story of much interest.

possible moment.”

“But I am not due to re-
port till tomorrow. I wrote
him from Cochrane that
I would b= here on the
Twelfth.”

“He knows then that
you are coming? I was
hoping to spring a pleasant
surprise on  him. Here
we are,” I said, as the car

e

urs and any number of
fice of the bite of

one.

== slowed at the Museum
crossing, and still holding the telescope, I hopped
off, followed by Jarvis. Jarvis balked again at the
entrance to the museum. i -

“I am dog-tired, Prof. Jameson,” he said. “I have
been on the move almost continually for three
months. Let us postpone this till tomorrow.”
I would not listen to such a thing. I knew
Chief must have received the letter from Jarvis in
last mail, just after I had left the museum, and
he would be on tenter-hooks till he got at least a

 Prof, Manster sat at bis desk.  Before
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surveyed him keenly through the thick lenses of his
glasses.

“The past twenty years have done well by you,
Jarvis;” he remarked, “when you left, you were thin,
now you are robust. Though you did not mention
the fact in your letter, I assume that Prof. Schlec-
ting was unable to survive the rigors of a winter in
the far north?”

A pained expression stole across the features of
our visitor. “It was not the cold, Prof. Miinster,
it was something more horrible that overtook our
poor friend. Do you insist on a report tonight?”

“A preliminary one, at least, my dear Jarvis,”
replied the Curator, eagerly, “you might tell us how
our dear friend met his fate and why you have per-
mitted twenty years to elapse before communicating
with us.”

Jarvis settled Limself resignedly in the chair. “To
do that,” he said, “It will be necessary for me to
give you an outline of the entire trip.”

“Very good,” said the Chief. He passed a pad
and pencil to me with the admonition that I take
notes and be most accurate. “They will be con-
sidered at the Director’s meeting to be held here
at the museum tomorrow night,” he explained.

“I think,” said Jarvis, “that the last you heard from
us was through a letter sent you from Cochrane by
Prof. Schlecting on the eve of our departure.”

“Correct,” agreed the Chief, “I have the letter
here before me; in it is mentioned that you were
obliged to abandon many scientific instruments at
: Cochrane, that you had hoped to take along. Prof.
¥ Schlecting had foresight enough to address the cases

E to the museum, which were to be returned by the
- Express Office at the end of October, when you were
- expecting to return.”
B “At Cochrane,” said Jarvis, “we were lucky
o enough to get in touch with a very capable guide;
- he was a Norwegian half-breed and it was he who
discouraged the attempt to get the heavy instruments
through to the north country. When we started for
- our first objective, which was a point on the Moose
River, eighty miles from Moose Factory, we had
rely a small transit, a thermometer, a barometer,
cameras, firearms and necessary camp duffle,
iincluded a tent of balloon silk. The first leg
trip was made on horseback. Ninety miles
eback, over rough country, for men unac-
riding horses proved a most harrowing
nade it in five days, arriving at
- engaged Indians to pa
to Moose Facto
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out the cooperation of the nativeg it
death to attempt to winter there, Woulq Tieg,

“Lomen laughed at this statemeng
fear of the freeze, he said, ‘I haye I:
winters and do not need Indi
hole-up.’

“Whe'n the Factor. found }.1e could gy
us to give up the trip, he did all i his Persuady
speed us on our way., We obtained Sozl:lower to
worthy Swampy Cree Indians, who hag lari -
worthy canoes, and started up James Bay bef sea.
not give you the details of the long Voyage .On J will
Bay and later along the coast of Hu‘dson’s Bames
Christie Island, where we left the water foraz o
Minto. Here, inside of Christie Island where thake
was another Indian village, we got a fresh rely cr.;
Indians to paddle us up through the chajy of liko
to Lake Minto. These fellows were very relum::
to go to Minto. Lomen, who spoke their dialegt,
found on questioning. them that they were i fear
of white men, dressed in skins, who ruled that dis.
trict and who killed all interlopers. This was the
first authentic report that we had received of the
existence of this tribe of White Indians W,
arrived at Lake Minto on the Seventy-fifth day of
our journey. The Swampies, as they were termed
up there, wanted to return’ to the coast at once, hut
Lomen would not have it so and told Prof. Schlec.
ting to withhold their pay till we had arrived at our
destination. The guide shot a deer which was
skinned, cut into strips and dried into pemmican
over an oak wood fire. Fish were caught in the
lake and smoked, and by the end of the second day
at the lake we were well providec with food for the
trip into the wilderness. The fact that we had seen
none of the ‘white men dressed in skins’ during
our stay at the lake seemed to reassure the Swampy
Crees, and Lomen, by offering each of them as
reward for their services, a cheap, long-barreled
revolver and some ammunition, which we
brought along for just such an emergency, pe
them to continue the trip with us.

“The morning of the third day, as we Wert
preparing to depart, a man suddenly appeared &
the edge of the grove of trees in which we were z
camped. He was tall and, though sun-browned:
was unmistakably a white man. His ap e
was a signal for the Swampies to take 10 ©
canoes. That they were thoroughly Jong
there was little doubt, for they remained only he |
enough to snatch up their bows, which lay wﬁﬂ'
bank near shore. Lomen called repeatedly % "°
to return, but this only caused them to P‘df: e
quickly. The White Indian, f?f such

3

. ave
e liveq R

ans to shoy p, h[‘)?:ny
to




,;‘ and labial, that i.t seemed as if there were two
ate languages being spoken. Now and again

Lomen would nod and smile. When the man had

ﬁnished’ Lomen answered him in the Norwegian

Longues which, strange to say, he seemed to under-
and answered in monosyllables.

«*That is a funny one’ said Lomen, ‘here’s a man
porn and bred in this north country who can speak
some Norwegian, though he has never before spoken
to a white man, other than to members of his own
tribe; he demands that we turn back and absolutely
forbids us to push further north.

“‘QObjection overruled,’ replied Prof. Schlecting,
promptly, ‘what is the penalty if we disobey the
order?’

“‘He says that no man has ever ventured north of
here and returned.’

“‘Tell him that is not going to deter us; we are
headed north.’

“Just like Schlecting,” remarked Prof. Miinster;
“he was as courageous as the very devil.”

“His decision cost him his life,” said Jarvis, “Lo-
men also was a brave man, yet I could see he was
apologetic as he explained to this dignified aborigine,
mostly with signs, that we were going through. The
Indian did not argue; he merely drew a long arrow
from his skin quiver, fitted it to his immense bow

~ and shot it head deep in a tree that stood thirty feet
- to the eastward of where he was standing. The
shaft of the arrow evidently indicated a line barrier
beyond which we were forbid to go. This arrow
was peculiar in that instead of the usual stabilizing
~ feathers that are fitted to arrows, it had a shield-
shaped piece of skin hanging pendant by a sinew
or lhong from the notched end. Lomen, who was

Was a neat piece of marksmanship and though the
- Indian must have been ignorant of fire-arms, he show-
ed wonderful imperturbability, for he did not even
~ dtart at the loud explosion. He raised his left hand,

ily at what he considered a lot of mummery;
‘i*“sagoodahot,l.omen,andwiﬂmnseourwhiu

‘ to think twice before they attempt to
- Mmolest ys,’
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us with the day before, sticking in a tree directly
over the place where we had been sleeping.

*“That fellow is on our trail,” said Lomen, ‘don’t
you think it would be wise for us to heed the warn-
ing? 1 am convinced that as soon as he comes in
contact with his party, we will be attacked.’

“¢Child’s play,” answered Prof. Schlecting, ‘it
l'night answer as a warning to the Crees, but accord-
Ing to my information, savages are not given to
warnings; if that fellow had been disposed so, he
could have killed all three of us as we slept. I do
not think that is their intention. While they
evidently do not want us to proceed, they mean no
harm to us. For five nights thereafter we found
an arrow, either imbedded in a nearby tree or stick-
ing in the ground where we slept. On the sixth
night, we were awakened by the loud report of a
gun. We found Lomen standing beside us with a
smoking shot gun in his hand.

“‘I couldn’t see him,” he explained, ‘but I fired at
the twang of his bow string.’

“A very senseless thing to do,” reprimanded the
Professor, “the man has done us no harm; if you
happened to reach him with some of those bird shot,
we have made a mortal enemy.’

“Thereafter, we stood guard in three relays dur-
ing the night, but we found no more arrows, nor did
we again see a sign of the man who we knew was
watching our every move.

“Soon we entered a valley, the bottom of which
was a vast muskeg swamp. Here the mosquitoes
attacked us fiercely. To make matters worse, our
supply of repellent was exhausted. We donned our
head-nets and pushed on, but the little pests made
life miserable for wus. Finally, Prof. Schlecting
found an aromatic herb that he knew was obnoxious
to biting insects. This he made into a paste with some
of the smoked fish and it proved an excellent repel-
lent. Each day the going proved more difficult,
the swamp became contiguous with the shore and we
were forced to take to the mountainside in order
to proceed. On the 29th of June, which was the

eighty-fourth day from Cochrane, the swamp sud-

_denly opened into a lake. Lomen suggested that we
build a raft and proceed by water, but this plan was
not considered feasible, owing to the lack of time.
The heat in this valley was terrific. We ¢
through many thunder storms, which should
clarified the air, but each day the sultriness
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“This was evidently so and the valley we were
traversing had been formed when some great seis-
mic disturbance had cleft the mountain in twain,
which was evidenced by the perpendicular cleavage
of the two ranges.

“On the night of the third day of our journey
along the canyon lake, we made camp on a rocky
ledge that jutted abruptly in our path and com-
pletely shut off a view of the lake ahead. Lomen
was preparing our meager supper, while I was
endeavoring to make the little tent stand on the
ledge of rocks. Prof. Schlecting, who was contin-
ually making observations of some sort, had disap-
peared. I heard his voice calling me and was at
first unable to locate the direction of the sound.

“‘Come along by the water’s edge,” he called, ‘I

. am around the cliff.’

| “I did as directed and by walking in the water to
the depth of my knees, was enabled to scramble around
the rtocky projection. I saw the form of Prof.
Schlecting silhouetted against a lurid bank of fire.
Vapor was arising from the lake ahead in a great
streaming cloud, which terminated in a billowy mass
as it came in contact with the cooler, upper reaches
of the air and became more condensed. The most

magnificent sight I have ever witnessed, a veritable
. mushroom of fire.
“ ““It is lighted by the Feu Perpetuel,’ exclaimed
- Prof. Schlecting, enthusiastically, ‘we have reached
our goal!’

E. “Though we heard Lomen call us repeatedly, we
P remained there for a full hour feasting our eyes on
this gorgeous Birth of Clouds. The actual fire that
was causing the illumination, we could not see, but
we estimated that it must be less than five miles dis-
tant. We awakened the following morning at day-
break. The towering mushroom of clouds still float-
ed above the surrounding mountains, but its apex,
touched by the rising sun, while no less gorgeous,
had lost its ruddy tint. The canyon twisted tor-
tuously below and not till we were within a mile of
destination did we behold the great fire. It was
spiring. Imagine, if you can, Niagara Falls,

] to fire and inverted. From a fissure in the
ountain-side at least half a mile long there
cataract of ignited gas, that licked steadily
the perpendicular cliff to a height of a
t. From where we stood we imagined
radiation of this tremendous
h it would have been
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- guide was usually correct in interpreting %

“‘Tamaracks, fiddlesticks,” he sl ot
‘have you ever seen tamaracks with gr:::mrhgly'

Have you ever seen tamaracks with stalks Stalkg?
through that you could do this with?’ two Incheg

“He crooked his forefinger arounq A
trees and brought it crashing to the PR O‘E
are ferns, my bO)’. This 18 anot}]er Carb.
Era, on a small scale. Without our came
they brand our report as a fine tissue of
we return to civilization?’”

“Poor Schlecting,” interjected Prof. Miin
pathetically, “what a shame that he could
lived to make the report.”
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“As we proceeded,” continued Jarvis “the tropical
heat increased and the size of the fern trees P
proportionately. The lake bank had leveled and y,
were traversing a fern forest of considerable mg,.
nitude. Some of these trees had grown to a heigﬁg
of fifty feet, which seemed to be the limit of their .
growth, for they would then collapse by their owq
weight. We witnessed this phenomenon a number
of times, when we happened to brusk violently
against some of the larger ferns. Their growth
must have been very rapid, for underfoot there was
a great clutter of stalks in various stages of decay,
in which we at times sank thigh-deep—an oozy,
black morass. This must have been a zone of per-
petual calm, for the slightest wind would have razed
the entire forest. Strange as it may seem, the mos-
quitoes had entirely disappeared, nor was there any
bird life. Luckily, before we left camp that mor
ning, we filled our water flasks, for, on taking the
temperature of the lake that afternoon we found it
stood at 104°F. We had emerged from the fern for-
est and came to a meadow of considerable extent -
This meadow was covered with a growth of mos¥
grass, luxuriant and heavy. It must have been pe
culiar to that section, for I have never seen ai F
resembling it. While the blades were soft and fire
and grew to a height of at least three feet, the under
body was so rigid that one could lie at f“!l length
upon it, with the sensation of resting on - e
the ferns, it must have had an exceedingly lll:ed! 3
growth. In places we could see where it h‘d E
been cut away, possibly by the Indians, W
instruments and already the new growth had
thickly. !

“Along the shore, deep indentations had bﬂe“;ﬁ 3
in the mud; these, Lomen said, had been b
boats of the Indians, who had come to While o
grass as they needed for their purposes:

lﬂdunm,hewasallwfonsin'm‘hﬁ:dﬂ‘-
in the lake bank to boats shoved ° '}
edge of this clearing, if ! Tp,, P

our first close view of U167 v
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: are not frightened by that beauti-
ﬂame' it is something that you may relate

children and grand-children. A veritable

gour - it is magnificent-‘.’ )
P ’Prof' Schlecting, if I live to get back. I
oo, re believed the old Norwegian folk tales
el bfeft;er of the “finderjordiske,” (subterranean
y B« 1 am willing to believe anything.’
ing to the dense fog which hung like a pall
he lake, we could not see the opposite shore,
ﬂ:e echo of our voices indicated that it was less
» thousand feet distant. Save for the deep roar
: : great flame above, the silence of this valley
oppressive. We would have welcomed a de-
cation by the natives, who, we knew, must be
¥ rere near at hand, yet we had seen no signs of
. In fact, the only evidence of life in the sur-
qandings was a sluggishly creeping reptile about
foot long, which resembled a water-newt, making
" the water along the edge of the fern growth.
mi was discovered by the watchful eye of our
 Laide, who would have killed the beast, had he not
en deterred by the Professor.
1 “Do not kill wantonly, my dear Lomen,’ he said,
e creature is harmless and besides, the sound of
dyour rifle might bring the Indians down upon us.’
“To the north we could see that the lake termi-
ed in a circular bowl, the hollow of which was
tally devoid of vegetation.
““We are in the crater of an extinct volcano,” pro-
nced Prof. Schlecting. ‘The absence of vegetation
the heights to the south would indicate that the
4il is permeated with some active salt that has dis-
raged its growth. Let us investigate.’
“Throughout the journey, Prof. Schlecting had
"peatedly demonstrated that he was possessed of
water stamina than either Lomen or myself. Older
" twenty years than either of us, he had goaded us
¥hen we would otherwise have dropped from fa-
Now he led the way around the meadow and
® steep side of the crater. Our feet sank ankle-
P in the loose, powdery soil and for each yard
“ Baned, we would slip back two feet: but at
1 we came to a well-defined path which led
hgl‘utﬁre,towardsarockyplateautoﬂm
' é"mﬂthisplateau and under the base of the
w1, extensive caverns could be seen. Lomen
“red that he had seen people observing us from
_Ofoneoftheaecaverm,butneither

nor I could distinguish any signs of

| g

‘ . ) but now
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unable to further withstand the radiation turned
about for relief. He uttered an exclamation.

“‘They are waving a warning!’ he cried. = We
looked and saw a dozen or more men running down
the plateau, from the direction of the caverns.
Their arms were waving, rhythmically. ‘They are
friendly,” interpreted Lomen, ‘they say for us to get
under cover and are motioning to the left.’

“To the left of where we stood was a large boul-
der;we ran to it and crouched under its protection.
It was indeed a relief to be out of the direct heat,
though where we stood the thermometer registered
120°F. Here we discovered a dozen shiclds fash-
ioned of skin, drawn taut over light wood frames.
There was a loop attached to each shield, by which
it could be hung from the shoulders.

““These are what the Indians use so that they may
approach the fire more closely,’ said Professor
Schlecting, adjusting a shield to his body.

“‘Why go any closer?’ asked Lomen, ‘are we not
half-cooked already?’

““This path may lead us out of the canyon,” sug-
gested the Professor. ‘I can think of nothing worse
than returning over the route we came.’

“Lomen accepted this possibility at once; we each
adjusted a shield and were once more on our path
towards the great fire. The skin shields proved
wonderful insulators and we proceeded without fur-
ther discomfort. The path led down around the
crater bowl, then up again to a cave that we could
see in the cliff ahead, under a shelf of rock that ex-
tended perhaps two or three hundred feet from the
breast of the mountain. This cave was about fifty
feet long and half as deep and proved unaccountably
cool, considering its proximity to the fire. This was
explained when it was discovered that the entire
cave was lined with asbestos rock and strange as it
may seem, there was a spring of cool water issuing
from » fissure in the wall of the cave. A rude al-
tar had been erected in the center of the floor, which
indicated that some sort of rites were perforiged
here by the tribe. Possibly they were indeedl'?ire
worshippers and here was where they came for their
worship. We examined a cradle-like contrivance that
stood in the north end of the cave and discovered
that a section of the wall had been carved through
and that this chunk could be removed by the aid of
the cradle. This aperture was a yard long and half as
wide and it was through this that the Indians, when

necessary, could replenish their cave fire, though we

did not guess this at the time.

justed his shield and laid aside his rifle, which was
ever in his hand.
© ““Why so anxious to go?’ inquired Prof. Schlec-

“Lomen was the first to prepare to leave; he ad-

Rl beailis L 7 4
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last words the poor fellow uttered. He sprang up
to the slight declivity that led above. We saw him
falter, as if stricken by a rifle bullet, then he slumped
inertly and instantly his clothing was afire. It was
a horrible fate. Professor Schlecting would have
gone to his assistance, but I held his arm. ‘It
would be useless,’ I said, ‘he is beyond help.’ It was
evident that the entire plateau in front of the blazing
cliffs oozed gas, which was burning incandescently.
And Lomen had inhaled flame.

“We had no mind now to remain in the cave over-
night. Silently we donned our shields in reverse
and carrying the guide’s rifle and pack, together
with our own duffle, we struck off on the return
path. We had gone but a dozen steps, when a
muffled fusillade of shots sounded behind us; we
knew that we were hearing the explosions of the am-
munition in Lomen’s revolver, and 1 was reminded
of obsequies I had witnessed that Spring, over the
grave of a Civil War Veteran. It was depressing,
this returning over the path without our guide and
neither of us spoke till we reached the shelter of the
big boulder, where we could lay aside our shields.
From this place we could see the green meadow
beckoning to us from below, and we were weary

' from travel and overcome by the depression caused
E by the heat and Lomen’s awful death. :
B ““Now that we are here,” said Prof. Schlecting, ‘I
have no idea of leaving till we find out more about
; our friends over there on the plateau. However, I
think after a good night’s rest, we will be in better
. ) shape to cope with any difficulties that may arise
E when we attempt to make their acquaintance.’
g
£

“We returned to the lake shore and the stifling

humidity was a decided relief from the direct heat
> we had experienced above. For supper, we ate a
3=y small quantity of our remaining pemmican and
v washed it down with crystal-clear water we had ob-
s tained from the fire-cavern.
R “The balloon tent, spread over the soft grass of
‘the meadow, made a most comfortable refuge and
_owing to the total absence of mosquitoes, we were
~ enabled to remove our woolen shirts. When the sun
- at last sank behind the mountain, the wonderful

owered majestically above us. For a while, we

2 silent in our thoughts. I glanced at Prof.

ng; his chin was on his breast and I thought

asleep. But he wasn’t. :

said, suddenly sitting erect, ‘Lomen
' st find out about his family.
C : for them.
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mushroom of clouds, red-tinted by the great flame,
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seemed to be millions of th squeak; B o
ing about. X g and %i

“‘That accounts for the absence of
I remarked, ‘but I can’t imaoi . M08 qUitgeq »
subsist on.’ . they finlgqt,o

“Professor Schlecting indicated the
lake, which shimmered with the eviden%ﬁdfge of thy
of some small life under the surface, Ho # Myriag
seemed to hover, much the same as kinegr; the by
when in quest of fish; they would dart jpy, ihers do
and emerge with something in their moy h € Watey
prey seemed to be in size out of Proponi:. Thejy
size of the animal. I succeeded in knockinn 10 the
the creatures out of the air with the bamﬁ mfleof
shot gun and it fell at the feet of Prof. Schi0 s
As he picked it up, I noticed it was differentec fh e
any other bat that I had ever seen. The yip . |
Iong and slim and it had an elongated jaw,gs b |

i “If my eyes do_not deceive me,’ said the Profe,
sor, ‘that creature is a pero-pero..." He called jt
pero, something or other,” explained Jarvis.

“A Pterodactyl?” suggested Prof. Miinster,

“That was it,” replied Jarvis, “Pterodactyl”

“Schlecting would know,” mused Prof. Miinster
“ yet the thing seems improbable. Did Prof. Schleo:
ting mention rhizopods or trilobites as the creatures
upon which the pterodactyls were preying?”

“I do not recollect that he mentioned anything
regarding them,” replied Jarvis, “he probably would
not, owing to the fact that he knew my scientific
knowledge was meager. Shortly after that,” con-
tinued Jarvis, “we dropped off to sleep. How long
I slept I do not know. I was awakened suddenly by |
a violent pain in my right leg, accompanied by the
sensation of having the leg pulled from the socket
Prompted more by a sense of self-preservation
by a realization of danger, 1 drew back violenﬂy'lnd'
succeeded in releasing my leg, but with the W’“ﬁ“
of my trouser’s leg, my shoepac and considerab®
epidermis. Now I was entirely awake. I opened mf
eyes to see a great bulky body looming over M -
a distance of several yards. Attached to this %7
was a waving, snaky neck, the head of which ':?
horrible warty-looking object, whose red pi
were balefully observing me. iled fr:ﬁ
menacing monster, my hand came in contact Y= g
high-powered rifle. 1 released the plfetf of ‘
and without taking time to raise it, Q'f“*ly ol
the entire contents of the magazine inf0 B% =,
creatfure.uit hissed loudly and a!II 0“";’;’@ ts
as of musk pervaded the air. I saw B "™ . ]
short legs and waddle seal-like towards the ;# d
must have lost consciousness then. WHE® * o

o
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o . m;;tilation that had been caused by the
o cerrated teeth.
e osaurus? 1 ventured, looking at Prof.

15 m, good, Jameson,” he commended, “but I

' 1d rather say it was an Allosaurus. The Megalos-

o, @ carnivorous Dinosaur, as you likely
ber, had its habitat in Europe, as far as we have
1 gble to ascertain. It was distinctive from the
Noﬂ-h American Allosaurus, in that, like the Stego-
- rus, its big cousin, it had an external fin-like bony
’udge running from head to tail. A fossilized Meg-
flosauﬂls had not as yet been discovered in North
ymerica. Let me ask you a question, Jarvis,” con-
tinued Prof. Miinster, “had Prof. Schlecting disap-

. at the time you were attacked?”

“] am quite certain that he had,” answered Jarvis,
¢ remember having made an outcry, when I felt my
leg being held. If the Professor had heard it, he

1 would have tried to give me assistance.”

‘ ~ “You saw no trace of him when you regained con-
J ﬁmﬁﬂ?”

| “None whatever, the thing had probably disposed
 of the Professor, before he attacked me.”

1§ The reply was so matter-of-fact, that Prof. Miinster

| glanced up quickly and regarded Jarvis keenly through
the thick lenses of his glasses. He was a man who
weighed things well before deciding. I could see
that now he was weighing the story in his mind. The
dtory was so fantastic that any man of science would

1 hesitate to give it credence. True or false, it was in-
teresting and certainly should be heard to the end.

“No, Jarvis,” said Prof. Miinster, deciding negat-

1 Vely on the theory advanced. “As huge as the Al-
losaurus was, owing to its inadequate neck it could
not have bolted so large an object as the body of a
man. I am of the opinion that the mate to the
Creature that attacked you had also ranged up the
‘ake bank in search of prey. This was the one that
(iscovered the sleeping form of our colleague, who
¥as likely killed by one crunch of its powerful jaws.
%t then carried its victim to the lake where it rended
the flesh in sections that were favorable for its gus-
“iory process. Continue, Jarvis, please.”

‘I was weak from the loss of blood, and ill,” con-
‘nued Jarvis. “When I finally regained my feet, I
‘ound that my stiffened leg would scarcely bear my
veight. 1 wondered if I could expect aid from the

o cians. It was better, I decided, to throw myself on

onﬂaehke,somwhu_einﬂm

T mercy than to remain there to be devoured by
-beasts.
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he raised one finger. I knew that he was asking if
one of my companions had lost his life in that man-
ner. I nodded. Then he raised two fingers, pointed
toward the lake and made a sweeping gesture with his
hands to indicate the size of the great beasts of the
water and then, one finger. I nodded again. Again
he described with a motion of his hands, the size of
the beasts and pointed at my injured lez. I again
nodded and tapped my rifle. He said ‘Jorman’ and
addressed a few words to his companions. It was
evident that they were ignorant of the use of fire-arms
for they looked curiously at my rifle, as if wondering
how so tiny an object could repel so mighty a beast.”

“Wait,” commanded Prof. Miinster, who was a
philologist of note, “did you say that the Indians
designated the Allosaurus as a Jorman?”

“Yes,” replied Jarvis, “that was their name for it.
Often later I heard them speak of them as Jormen.”

“That’s most interesting,” remarked our Curator,
“the name would seem to have been derived from
Sjoorman, a mythical serpent of the lore of ancient
Norway. I am convinced that these white Indians
are descendants of survivors of some Norwegian ves-
sel that had been wrecked, many years ago, on the
shores of northern Ungava. They likely fell in with
an Indian tribe, or possibly some Eskimos, with whom
they intermarried, and the white strain, persisting
throughout the ages finally obliterated the aboriginal
strain. They likely became nomads and in their
wanderings, happened on this canyon, and recognizing
its advantages for easy living, remained there, segre-
gated from other tribes. Thus we can account for the
admixture of Norwegian words in their language.
Excuse the interruption, Jarvis, and pray proceed.” =

“There is little more necessary to be told at this
time,” said Jarvis wearily. “I have been traveling
months to get here and have had little rest. I wrote
from Cochrane the day I arrived and the day fol-
lowing 1 left for the States.”

“But tell us my dear Jarvis,” said Prof. Miinster,
persuasively, “how have you passed the time that has
intervened and how does it happen that you have
permitted twenty years to elapse without attempting
to communicate with us?” :

“As you have likely guessed,” replied Jarvis, “the
Indians took me in. 1 had blood poisoning follow-
ing my injury and was gravely ill. An old crone
the tribe applied unguents to my injured leg
fed me soothing potions of herbs she e ed a
brewed. When I had recovered suffici ‘
about I was seized and bound for sa
Feu Perpetuel, “shick, according to a t
tribe, none but a member of the tribe ¢
ind live. Jovo, who had me.




606

“Devotedly, Prof. Miinster,” replied Jarvis,
was possessed of all the attractions of women
ilization and of many more virtues. I could
tempt to describe her womanly devotion. A
such as she was could not hope to be long of this
world. In spite of the supposed paganism of fire-
worship, I am sure that her spirit went on High to
join the other good souls that have preceded hers.”

“Very nice sentiment and I hope you are right,”
replied Prof. Miinster, who boasted of no religious
belief. “Was there any issue from this union of
yours?”

“None,” replied Jarvis. “Jalo passed away with the
scourge, two years afler our marriage. It was a dying
race, Prof. Miinster. Tuberculosis was accounting for
the white Indians by the score. During the twenty
years I remained with them their number was reduced
from three thousand to as many hundreds. They did
not know the nature of the disease, but were aware
that it was contagious. The bodies of those who suc-
cumbed were at once incinerated by being fed to the

fire through the hole in the fire cave, which I have
| already described.”

“On what does the tribe subsist: what is their
principal food.”

“For meat, outside of a few caribou, mountain sheep
and goats brought in by hunters, they subsisted almost
: entirely upon the flesh of anlos; this and a sago-like
2 cereal they obtained from the sap of certain ferns,
comprised their diet.”

: “Anlos?” interrogated Prof. Miinster, “You have
not mentioned anlos that I remember,” he said, scan-
ning his notes.

“The anlos,” explained Jarvis, “were some of the
smaller creatures that.infested the lake. They were
herbiverous and were preyed upon by the Jormen.
They were easily killed by crushing their skulls with
a stout club when they came into the meadow to feed
at night. The anlos furnished both food and clothing
to the tribe and their name seemed to be the root of
the simple language spoken. Everything that was of
benefit was anlo, which was shaded with prefixes or
suffixes to differentiate. The main activities of the
tribe were to repel all Indians who attempted to
penetrate the canyon. Guards were out continually
during the summer and these men became so sensitive
the proximity of interlopers that they literally
onsed them and could locate outside wanderers at

“she
of civ-
not at-
woman

more question, Jarvis. You are tired, I know,
let you go before inquiring as to the
g the freeze that grips northern

a in the winter months. The canyon

reaches within a
At that
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"And‘what br.oughl you back tq civilizag; ]
from this paradise that you pictyre?» A lon, away f
Miinster, gazing quizzically at Jaryie qu'lred Prof
seemed ended. I could trace a note of .. ¥
voice and wondered if it was caused
sentiment Jarvis had interjected, or if
he was being hoaxed by a cleverly hyjl Stc:)ru.ght that

“I was forced to leave, by a violent VD](:ag"
tion that swept away the entire district and ﬁllcl -
canyon with lava,” explained Jarvis, ed the

“And you alone escaped?” This time the s
was not veiled and I saw at once that Prof.
discredited the entire tale. Both the Profess
were aware that Prof. Schlecting had carrieq
in this expedition a considerable sum of money ang y,
had both got to wondering if Jarvis had obtained thie
money, either by disposing of his companion, or i: |
some other way and was now concocting a play 1,
obtain the fortune of the missing former Curator,

“One other escaped with me,” replied Jaryis,
“Owing to the fact that I could not eat the flesh of the
anlos, I often went hunting for sheep or carihou, Iy
company with a young man of the tribe, | happened
to be on one of these expeditions when the catastrophe
occurred.”

“To substantiate this story then, you have but to
produce this white Indian. I confess that I am more
than curious to see this fellow.”

“Okamo returned,” replied Jarvis simply. “He
left me while I slept, the second night of my journey
to Lake Minto. I arrived at the lake, more dead than
alive. Here I luckily came upon a party of young
Canadians, who had come up along the coast in
steam yacht. When I dug up the remains of the
cameras and transit, where they had been cached,
these men believed my story and took me along. The
leader of the party provided me with funds for an
outfit of clothing and for fare here.” , at

“A good story and cleverly mapped out,” TepHee
Prof. Miinster, dryly, “I am afraid though, Jares
if it is your aim to put a claim to the Mu -
authorities for back pay for this period, YO
going to encounter difficulties that you have
figured upon.” }

I saw II)’rof. Miinster reach under the edge of :
desk and press a button that would summon »
night guards to the office. I knew then
meant to place Jarvis in custody, pending
vestigation. S

“But” protested Jarvis, “I had no inteiti™®
making such a claim!” my

“Just what were you expecting 1o ®°
manded Prof. Miinster, sharply. He was ™

for the guards to appear.
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andins ihere. Jarvis, whose bapk was to the

. could not observe them.

proof have you, other than your word, that
tory is true?” asked Prof, Miinster,

Y"%m{!” cried Jarvis, “you do not believe my
7”

'“:.r{ did not say that 1 did not believe it,” replied

e Professor, imperturbably, “I merely asked for

| »

ipr‘])u;:is’ face brightened perceptibly. “I still have

uy suit of anlo skin; that should be proof enough.”
fe opened the telescope and dumped its contents on
he desk, disclosing, among an assortment of cheap
| raiment and toilet articles, a shirt and a two-piece
ait, dirty and torn, fashioned of a soft gray-colored
kin, beautifully tanned.”

- “A nicely tanned skin,” remarked Prof. Miinster,
“put as it might be young caribou or deer skin, it is
not convincing. If it could be proven to have been
made of the skin of a Dinosaur; it would be most in-
teresting. We will give you the benefit of the doubt,
Jarvis, I will give it a microscopic examination and
if your contention can be sustained, the suit alone
would be worth a fortune. However, I do not want
to hold forth any false hopes, for a tanning process
shrinks the cellular tissue of a skin so that it is im-
possible to identify the animal from which it is
~obtained. You have understood, Prof. Jameson, have
ou not?” asked Prof. Miinster, turning to me,” that
Jarvis, while a college man, has had little scientific
training. In his story, by connecting the Later Pa-
leozoic, with the Mesozoic, as evidenced by the fern
growth and the Dinosaurs, he has bridged a gap that
Scientists know is at least ten millions of years. That
statement alone would brand the story as preposterous,
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Sorry, Jarvis,” he continued, “your story does not
even offer proof of the demise of our good Professor
Schlecting, and this—” he tossed the skin suit con-
temptuously across the table towards its owner,
“means absolutely—" he cut the balance of the sen-
tence short and gasped ludicrously, as a small object
dropped from a pouch of the coat and rattled on the
mahogany desk top.

“My Lord! what’s this?” he exclaimed, retrieving
the object in his long, white fingers. With a hand
glass he examined minutely the gelatine like shell of
the thing. “ Gad, Jameson,” he said, “do my eyes
deceive me or is this the unfossilized shell of an
Angelina Sedgwicki, a Trilobite, intact save for the
broken head-spines?”

My eyesight is good and I saw, at a glance, the
ringed pygidium, whose whorls resembled in a way,

the rattles of a rattle-snake. Though I could not at
that distance, recognize it as a Sedgwicki, I knew that I
was gazing upon the only unfossilized specimen of a
Trilobite that had been beheld by civilized man.

As soon as Prof. Miinster could recover from his
elation, he sprang to his feet, grasped the amazed
Jarvis by the hand and poured out congratulations.

“That’s only a ta-anlo shell,” explained Jarvis,
“the children used to play doll with them in the
caves and one must have slipped it in my pouch as
a joke.”

“A most astoundingly lucky joke,” pronounced
Prof. Miinster. “That little shell makes your whole
story good and will be guarantee to you of back pay
for twenty years and a pension for the balance of
your life. Even though future explorations fail to
unearth further remnants from your enchanted canyon,

this alone will be regarded as ‘A Link to the Past.’”

THE END.
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The Stone Cat

By Miles J. Breuer, M. D.
(Concluded)

have known what to do. The electric light was re-
flected in a million spots from the glass and polished
metal; pieces of apparatus assumed strange shapes,
and grotesque shadows stretched dizzily off into cor-
ners and dark places.

At the far end of the room, the black depths of a
recess yawned at us, with a curtain stretched partly
across it. Near it, Richard was busy at a sink in the
corner. He paused and stood in front of a window
to light a cigarette, and the action had all the appear-
ance of being a preconcerted signal to the policemen
below. His face was set, and I knew he was thinking
hard. Apparently his plans had been somewhat inter-
fered with by the doctor’s unexpected presence.

I also thought hard, as I talked with the doctor,
wondering how I could help Richard. Finally, it

4 occurred to me that his inviting me along must have
been an afterthought. Evidently he had planned
things to carry out alone. Therefore, if I left he
would have a clear field. 1 dreaded to do so, for
now I was sure that some danger lurked in wait for
him. But, duty is duty. I suggested that I had
dropped in for a moment, and had to be moving on.
I read approval in Richard’s eyes.

As Doctor Fleckinger turned his back for a moment
to go to the door with me, Richard darted to the
curtain across the black recess and dipped out a ladle-
‘ ful of something from behind it. I could see him
- fish a frog out of his pocket and drop it into the ladle.

Then he set the whole into the sink, at the same time
I that I walked out into the hall. I did not go away,
however; 1 dodged behind the door, and watched
* through the crack.
R The doctor whirled suddenly about and walked with
~ a queer, tense swiftness toward the curtained recess.

He crossed the room and reached it before I realized

what he was about; and with the suddenness of a
wildcat he leaped upon Richard, caught him around
the body, and lifted him off his feet. He began to
shove the body into the darkness of the recess.
What fiendish fate awaited him there, I could only
r from the scream of dismay that broke from
d’s throat. The lad had been taken completely
and was helpless. His face was ghastly

WY

of statuary put us off the track. Then.

there, with Miss Lila’s unconscioys §
doorway, and the two men locked ; X lyiag in ¢

in reelin e
embrace at the end of the room, there & SWaying
trampling on the stairs, and the offjcers wf 2 hurrjeq
waiting below, swarmed into the room "0 hag been

They stopped an instant in Surprise:
of them picked up Miss Lila and carrieq
the others hurried toward the combatants ;

» In fy
the curtained recess. For a moment my heart Tont of
into my mouth, and I thought they would pbe tjummd
In some way the doctor had gained an advant; h %
was pushing Richard behind the curtain, A ai il
broke from Richard’s throat, something be’nricnn -
and a shout of “Help!”  Then Richard mafulp
mighty effort and with a clever twist, haq ;uela
the doctor bodily into the shadow behind the curtl.;.‘ed
As the doctor’s wriggling body suddenly grey linin'
Richard jumped quickly backwards, and as | approacﬂj
ed on the run, I heard a splash, and saw drops of 3
thick, foul-smelling liquid spaiter out from the gloom,
Richard looked hurriedly at us and himself, to see if
aayone had been touched. :

He was trembling as though from the ague, and his
breath came in gasps.

“It was a barbarous thing to do,” he panted. “But
I had to do it, or I would be there myself——where
Brian is now.”

We approached the curtain.

“Stay away from the vat!” Richard commanded
anxiously. “The stuff may do you harm. I donl
know just how to handle it. If you want to know §
what has happened, look here!” &

He stepped to the sink and poured out the ladleful -
of black, heavy liquid. The frog tumbled out into the
sink, and Richard pushed it under a stream of wal’r
from the tap. Washing it thoroughly, he handed i 3
to me. Aok

“You saw me put it in——alive?” he asked sign”
ficantly. .

Now it was hard as stone, and heavy—Pe™™"
It looked for all the world like the litte stone &
in the Pompeiian collection at the Metropolita?
seum. k

Richard explained.

“The first thing that struck my 14 for M0
“was the sorrow of the housekeeper’s c!uld on e
missing cat. The baby recognized the %.‘
pedestal, where our acquired conventional Jually. ¢

hall 1

;

Then, as OIle
hel’ to a SOfa,

A . nhem-.‘

: 1ce of the statue in the 10We!
,h&e mmﬂl

", e



The War of the Worlds
By H. G. Wells

Dim and wonderful is the vision I have conjured up
in my mind of life spreading slowly from this little
seed-bed of the solar system throughout the inanimate
vastness of sidereal space. But that is a remote dream.

It may be, on the other hand, that the destruction of
. Jtaneously a faint dark mark of a similar sinuous

o the Martians is only a reprieve. To them, and not to
character was detected upon a photograph of the us, perhaps, is the future ordained.

Martian disc. One needs to see the drawings of these
pearances in ~rder to appreciate fully their remark-

sble resemblance in character.
At any rate, whether we expect another invasion or
| qot, our views of the human future must be greatly
| nodified by these events. We have learned now that
1 e cannot regard this planet as being fenced in and
a secure abiding-place for - .an; we can never anti.
cipate the unseen good or evil that may come upon us
suddenly out of space. It may be that in the larger
design of the universe this invasion from Mars is not
without its ultimate benefit for men: it has robbed
us of that serene confidence in the future which is the
- most fruitful source of decadence, the gifts to human
science it has brought are enormous, and it has done
. much to promote the conception of the commonweal
of mankind. It may be that across the immensity of
space the Martians have watched the fate of these
pioneers of theirs end learned their lesson, and that
on the planet Venus they have found a securer settle-

(Continued from page 597)
. that is to say, Mars was in opposition from the
) of view of an observer on Venus. Subsequently
P yliar luminous and sinuous marking appeared on
unillﬂmi“ed half of the inner planet, and almost

I must confess the stress and danger of the time
have left an abiding sense of doubt and insecurity in
my mind. 1 sit in my study writing by lamplight,
and suddenly I see again the healing valley below
set with writhing flames, and feel the house behind
and about' me empty and desolate. I go out into the
Byfleet Road, and vehicles pass me, a butcher-boy
in a cart, a cabful of visitors, a workman on a bicy-
cle, children going to school, and suddenly they be-
come vague and unreal, and I hurry again with the
artilleryman through the hot, brooding silence. Of
a night I see the black powder darkening the silent
streets, and the contorted bodies shrouded in that
layer; these rise upon me tattered and dog-bitten.
They gibber and grow fiercer, paler, uglier, mad
distortions of humanity at last, and I wake, cold and
wretched, in the darkness of the night.

I go to London and see the busy multitudes in
Fleet Street and the Strand, and it comes across my
: mind that they are but the ghosts of the past, haunt-

ok Be that as it may,'for ngny .yems yet.there ing the streets that I have seen silent and wretched,
- vill certainly be no relaxation of the eager scrutiny of going to and fro, phantasms in a dead city, the mock-
4 the Martian disc, and those f.lery darts of the sky, the ery of life in a galvanized body. And strange, too, it i
1 MME stxoh, gl br.mg Wik them 4s they fal] an is to stand in Primrose Hill, as I did but a day before .
 inavoidable apprehension g al.l the sons of men. writing this last chapter, to see the great province of #9
The broadening of men’s views that has- resulted houses, dim and blue through the haze of the smoke i

. ¢an scarcely be exaggerated. Before the cylinder fell and mist, vanishing at last into the vague lower sky,

was a general persuasion that through all the

' . : to see the people walking to and fro among the flower-
di“? of 513“::" L’fe m’de beyond thf: pﬂ? s‘;;f the Deds on the hill, to see the sightseers about the Martian
our minute sphere. Now we see further.

d machine that stands there still, to hear the tumult of
' can reach Venus, there is no reason to 'll:p' playing children, and to recall the time when I saw
R R NS T mans o] N ) kL Slesciont, hasd o il sadi
hbita(l:‘;e,c: :tlgla‘:t items:: do, it may be that the dawn of that last great day.... :
of life that has begun M st B Mrohbd And strangest af all it is to hold my wife’s hnnd“ i
‘%t and caught our sister planet within its toils. Should again, and to think that I have counted her, and that
We conquer ? . she has counted me, among the dead.

pr——

THE END.
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nd always has been, plenty of [The above criticisms are \'el‘y_\‘.'ahmble: 3 One
round to wartant it, only here-  pont 1S that they vindicate the picture. The ef-
her fiction maga-  fort was to make the picture about as impossible
detec- as could be, yet you find that our authors did
from it most readable stories.

f the Deelathons on the

because there is a
guch fiction gong & ¢
sofore it has had to appear in ot
sandwiched between love, adventure, e
{ else 1n non- manage to elicit

zines,
would per- As regards the location ©

tive, and other types of stories, or

fiction science publications, where 1t 1 ! gt the""J thous on
hafs feel a little more at home. continent of .\,}uuth' J\IIH“TI:‘J. if ]“lt;\lllrl(‘u'l'htt H!gh;tﬂ

ai 1o not think the mname of the ma- this was the location of Damue. er's mythic:
) he 1o 5 of “Erehwon,” which our readers will

azine could be much improved upon, and there  country w p s Bers il
geems to be a sufficient number of illustrations, notice is “nowhere” written backwards. This dis-

not that I would object to more of course. Also 1 tinguished author was quite content to .l«-(-p_ h_|s
think that once a month is often enough to publish mythical characters confined there. A kf_‘x all jmh
AMAZING STORIES, because then it is more welcome elaborate criticisms as those of this correspon ent,
when it does come. There is plenty in it to read go to prove what a grip the stories 1n this maga-
and digest (what with other worthy magazines to  zine have upon their readers. Such letters are re-
which% also subscribe) nlut to wish it to come of-  ceived by us with very great pleusurc.——Edltnr]
r, and then it would be twice as much expense
:gnchave it twice a month, unless you issued two THE FOURTH DIMENSION. SERIALS

smaller magazines each month, at 15 cents each as Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

Some time ago it was my good fortune to dis-

some oi them do. Then too your stock of good (
stories would be used up the sooner and more likely cover an issue of AMAZING STORIES and curi-
to run out when there was a dearth of good stor- osity led me to purchase a copy of same. Need-

1 am a constant reader of

less to say, that now
this splendid publication, and not only that but I
succeeded in interesting a large circle of
in my vicinity. To a

jes being submitted. . §
I found all the stories very interesting so far,
whatever their other faults may have been, take have

“The Green Splotches,” and “The Time Machine,” readers of the publication, 1
for_instance, which I will comment on some other person who has natural liking for science and new
time. inventions your magazine surely presents a large
I think you are to be congratulated on_ your meal of thought. s g
i “The Visitation” as the winner of first Your recent prize contest ofler was certainly

choice of the i .
Jprize in the story contest. It is indeed a cracker- splendid and the published
The **

of a story and 1 was delighted with it and were simply great. -ctronic Wall” win-
“read it through several times. Mr. Wates so in- ner of the first prize 1 believe, was splendidly writ-
-geniously reconciles and explains away everything ten, the science was as nearly flawless as a story
‘that to me appeared so improbable, and incon- could be and still be fiction. (On reference 1 see
us when 1 first saw the picture, that i I didn’t that it was the winner of the second prize, but if
about the contest, 1 would certainly think you will pardon my opinion I still think it the best
it-was drawn to fit the story, rather than that the story.) 1 would like to know where you found
story was inspired by it. the picture which you made the subject of the
Quly two serious flaws appear in this splendid contest. Stories of the type, incorporating in-
story. First he chooses South America as the con- terplanetary travel always were fascinating to me.
tinent whereon the Deelathon were found. While Another interesting fact concerning these stories
there are doubtless regions in the jungle interior seems to be that most of the writers are of the
America which are yet unexplored and  opinion that the “Sphere” and the “People” in
might harbor strange races not yet known to man- the picture should be a power for good rather than
kind, there could be mo such isolated spots along evil, probably suggested sibconsciously by the
s it is too well known and populated. headgear which needs no great stretch of the imag-
If he had chosen some Pacific isle or the Antarctic  ination to be likened to the appearance of the pop-
i have seemed more probable. ular conception of an angel.
d that with all their scientific Stories incorporating the “Fourth Dimension”

rize-winning stories

-
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» Also it seems absurt
knowledge and attainments the Deelathon should are a kind 1 do not like. A great many of the
be imprisoned in their small country by such ordi- wonld-be scientists try to weave an air of mystery

liffs and the sea for thousands of  about this topic and their reasoning for the most
ere living right part is hazy and absurd. If scientist and writer
alike wish to treat another form of existence let

nary things as c
years, du!‘ini_ which time they w
thu

along and_thinking of this difficulty always an

néver finding a way out of it. They would cer- them use a different and more scientific name for

tainly have driven pegs into the cliffs or blasted the subject, instead of trying to mask their ignor-
. them away, and as for the sea they could have ance on the part they do not comprehend by call-

ilt galleys and set forth upon it even as did the ing it the “Fourth Dimension,” which implies a
when they crossed to America. something or state of whose existence we haven’t
enjoyed reading ‘‘The Fate of the Poseidonia”  the slightest proof.
as much as “The Visitation,” and think it _Stories _on the other hand embracing different
to have been given second place because  kinds of light rays, both visible and invisible, have
is much more probability to 1t as well as 2 sound background and have a ring of truth be-
science, although no such disastrous con- hind them which always makes the scientifiction
es as the author depicted would result, more interesting. Spirit communication through
from theft of ocean water on such a scals these mediums always makes interesting reading,
described. for what subject is of more moment and more vila'l
Electronic Wall” seemed probable enough 10 the human race than the ultimate proving of an
the time when the vessel was out in space and after-existence of life after our brief span of years?
fog cleared and revealed to the occupants the _Another thing which I take the liberty of men-
: The author’s description of it as a small tioning is the subject of having continued stories
m“& microscopic beings seems too in magazines. Many publishers seem to have the
y improbable altogether. impression that they are essential to gain a larger
“A Globe as small as that would not possess circulation in their magazines. It is my idea that
#uﬂ gravity to keep such minute beings on they are absolutely wrong. One loses the trend
"And if they endowed it with an artficial of thought if they must wait until the following
- , such as they did to the ship through their month to gain another final installment. For
forces, and . this gravity were strong myself, as well as a great many others of my
enough to hold them on their globe, it would also acquaintance, I always wait until I have all the
ten out the polar bosses and the equatorial JOPIS 0 hand before I read a continued story.
e, and they would present a rocky appearance, It is my opinion that a magazine having such
to be inhabited would also have to have water splendid qualities as AMAZING STORIES does not
upon it and growing things, which aster- need to have any drawing card other than its merits.
have 1 The globe in the picture does not i a mggazme‘ns not worth reading no amount of
an like a world, but rather continu stories  will make it popular with the
; to be of metallic construction, an artificial reading public. 1Tf a story is to be published and
. more like a space ship. Even the moon, it is very long, and if it really has exceptional mer-
e or than the astercids lost its air its it should be printed if it fills the magazine
s lack of sufficient gravity to hold 1f this cannot be done it should be printed =
e such a world therefore must be book form and sold separately, If the story is
cial one, .ﬁm that it could 1ot worthy of so much space it should be boiled
“have first

it
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3 the down. If it cannot be made to conform
‘“‘i. cial, . "’!"“ ull.“ my opinion it should not be publii.;h:gm;:
been bﬂﬂld' s‘umm all. As you have noticed I presume, a great many
writers can. use a “barrel of words to express. a

mlt-of thought.” A great many “serials” are

Luckily AmaziNG Stories does not
mmx and there maiibe a.dvantageani; h&:iv:g "ﬁfe';z’:
1 cannot see this although I retain an open
mind %_v:uld be .;;Iit‘tdm to revise my opinion
sa som
t i ﬁvor.mm have a con-

- 1 R Yo

se{(vd—.m e
take the stories whieh 2UF ¢
as seriously as ?;h"tchh are, q
A:'. regards the foum? d.‘"’!"‘
readers in favor of
show that a great The
rg:s.pt.mc}lie_n}t,‘1 in their v
sion, highly a :
flight of ianc)-[?prc'?;:geo[. it; |
20"long, it ey Raoih Tt g &
: Y ave E S0 ! w]
;fﬁ::st,h:;r:‘] arX sc; good ﬂ-‘lgt i: v‘:ubllis'}?:d '}:"e:
18§ . s fo i1e. Ou v
sibility we do not rc;’zhl'z)gtdown, S,il;’i‘ Shagy, ¢
?{1‘22'11 15 _mevitably spoiled jp :ia e ;o_a vy
thetmore, 1o great author a4 = "mm,:‘d'
Ed‘: s _would stand for o> IOF ingtgnit . B
itor] H—quite ,i'?:f,ﬂ.
A STRANGE TREE 1y yg "
I:dlxio}r, AMAZING STORIES: w GUIng,
__have always been intensely
entifiction and I think that K,'”’“‘ﬂ -
by far the best magazine yq AZING Gpo |
published. TOur compapy pols
I read “The Experimenter” '
oth;r publllcatslops for a numbera?,? Many
uy on ¢
Sroman. T ey B ya:? put
I enclose a clipping f
quirer in which is lpine:tg\tiorr:)elcrl1 ath:, T “eiphia 1o
described in the story “Through ire similar 1g g
This only goes to show there jx Craters g,
Scientifiction than most readers tlai;rr‘ truth

Robert M Gerfy
Lancagter, p
WONDERFUL TREE DISCOVERE])
The banyan-tree is well known to e
throws out branches, which touchin ﬁmu"
take root, so that after a while ag ¢ groud
may grow from a single tree, whole
_ But there is another wonderful tree yj
ilar power, that has just been diseome:l
Guiana. This_tree also throws out bra '
m?tead of t-:;lkmg root, the branches ti
selves around any object the; it
ob]lect 1Elljlto the air, ot
n this way the long tendrils pi )
bones, bits of wood, and utherl{lrci%e:,p
them until they grow into the tree.

[We thank our reader for the clippi
sends us. The description of lhe]n;gl:)g nHtrees
interesting and very well known, but the
Guiana_tree, which carries out so wonderfully
idea of the story, Through The Crater's K
is not so well known, and is extremely in
esting and certainly implies the suggestion
it is not very safe to say that stories of the
we publish are entirely impossible—Edi ‘

FROM A YOUNG READER AND CRITI
Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I have read AMAZING STORIES ever sice Juf
1926, and, although but thirteen years old I
liked it very much. y |

To my way of thinking, the “Time
was the finest story ever pul in
have just finished the Ilast
the Fourth Dimension.” By all
print that. Help ! ! One story
Invention that ought to make a hit
the Covenant,” by Victor Mac :

eared in S. & I. about a year

r. MacClure is in _the fame ¢ as

Regarding the “Singing Wm
clipping from the departmen o
Air,” in Colliers’ for May seventh 1S

Here is a rather unusual expe

Abe Silvert of Bryn Mawr, fa.
ago,” he says, “'I was listemng
tra broadcasting from WJZ.
and started to play with the
achieved a dubiously high
the radio was dro out
noise. Turning to the
lamp alongside it casting
covered the filament had
still short enough to let 2
flow. I tapped the bulb
immediately stopped as the

““The bulb was a new one
more than a coincidence
it did. As I figure it, ‘g‘ e
forced with that of the radi
fundamental vibration of "o you !
bulb, and it broke. at

Yours for a semi-montiv: m, jon

e

By

lippi Josed by ME.
T o R e
the itors as a very i
not published in S & L o
itor]
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earthing one of chemistry’s
anticipations, Since I have been studying wigy |
helping me wonderfully, and the {

your imagination and make you want to sail the uncharted | Ens.

would regret that such things were no longer done. But that | mendation to the General Elsetris on 1o

desert islands, but in the chemical laboratories throughout | lines, but the fact that I had s recommen

His work is difficult, but more adventurous than the blood- | ict.—H. VAN BENTHUYSEN.

early and violent death on some forgotten shore, he gathers | to be your honor graduste this m—vl. i

till be found |
kY

and you can make yourself [What Some of ou

I have not written since T received

L ]
yet undiscovered secrets. |l
Do you remember how the tales of pirate gold used to fire | way in which they are written makes me
seas in search of treasure and adventure? And then you I wish to express my appreclation of your
is a mistake. They are done—today and everyday—not on | !end to start the student engineering coume at:
tion from a reliable school no doubt had -

So far I've been more than pleased

wealth and honor through his invaluable contributions to hu- o ooy i T

’. f_\’l\ : / j
o f » g' |
4 if b Students S is |
independent for life by un- ay of This
set. I can still say that f¢ far exceeded
ash by proximate analysls. 'The lessong
patiently for each lesson.—MORLAJS CoUZ
prompt reply to my letter and to the
the works. This Is somewhat along -
your own country. Quietly, systematically, the chemist works. | sigerable infuence in helping me 10 s
curdling deeds of the Spanish Main. Instead of méeting an | your course and ser still o abae® 1o
I find your course excellent and your instru

SLOANE,

LL.D..Ph.D. 4 manity. Alfred Nobel, the Swedish chemist who invented Hoo feuthielly, Eci
Instructor, Lecturer en dynamite, made so many millions that the income alone from | o 1ve stadiot 5 anies 3 BBLLY T
Treasurer Ameri- ¥ s 34 e I %
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AMAZING STORIES

the last few decades has been marvelous. Fifty
years ago, who would have thought of seeing a
person who is miles away and speaking to him
at the same time! Who would have thought that
one can travel from one continent across more
than 3,000 miles to another in less than a day
and a half? oimilarly who can tell what fifty
years hence will be?

The passing of time and its efiects upon us, the
all-important consequences of that one word
“change” means most in our lives., It brings us
into the world—it takes us from it. What do we
care for sudden business troubles? Why should
we worry about wrangling polit It is the
change 1m our lives, the rushing into the fu-
ture that means most. Science has grown rapidly,
and now is displacing all else. We are in the
center of the struggle between the big business
problems that engross us and the ever-growing
science. We are benumbed by the struggle. We
are weakened by the stubborn fight that the prod-
ucts of the almighty dollar js staging. And
“AMAZING STORIES” comes as a relief to our

strained minds—it is the psychological moment for
the millions of people to think more of their physi-
cal life, to find out where they came from, what
they are, and where they are going to. These
questions have been the incentive for all the sci-
entific achievements of today. It is about time for
the idle mass of the people to wake up to its phys-
ical consciousness and see itself as a tiny human
being as compared to the endless universe.

“AMAZING STORIES”—to my mind—is the pioneer
to a flock of such similar works that are to come ;
and being such, it deserves more credit than the
human hand or mouth can express. If there are
any particular stories that fall short of expec-
tations here and there, they are not to be criti-
cized. I am sure that thousands of readers have
felt sorry when they couldn’t get more than a
vague idea of some scientific invention that the
author suggested. How can he when there is so
much for science to achieve? The world knows
very little as yet. The great encouragement that
AMAZING STORIES gives to science is like a pleas-
ant boomerang. In a few years, through its help,
scientifiction will be newer and more intricate—
and I dare say more frequent and popular.

Having bad my say, my only wish is that
AMAZING SToRIES does become the “pioneer;”
and like all pioneers, the best in its field.

Samuel Shackman,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

[We are very glad to get, what you term, your
“little bag of opinions;"” such letters as yours are
a great encouragement and we can assure you that
to the hard-working editor, such commendation
as you give is most inspiring, and even such gen-
tle criticism as you indulge 1n is of distinct '\'alu_e,
because we must know what our readers think in
order to intelligently give them what they want.—
Editor.]

COMMENTS FROM ENGLAND
Editor, AMAZING STORIES : p )
note with interest in this {(June) issue of
“AMAZING STORIES” that you publish a letter from
a reader residing in India and as I have been a
reader of the magazine since the first number I
thought you might welcome a few comments from
this part of the world. ¢ 3
As regards the make-:r of the magazine, I think
this is very good indeed. It is quite a relief to
open a magazme without having to place a_weight
on each :frhe leaves to keep it open! .I think
the magazine contains more value in reading mat-
ter than 1 have yet come across in other magazines,
even though the price I have to pay for it is_50
er cent above the price of the magazine in New
g’ork. I am very gll;d you have not succumbed to
the practice objectionable to me, \.vl_uch seems
prevalent in American magazines, of giving a small
portion of the story in the front part of the book
and then making the reader hunt up the greater
part of the story in a mass of advertisements in
the rear., Personally I cannot think of anything
irritating than this. 4
mo\vit;nmregsr to the stories themselves, I think
your choice is excellent, and one thing that strikes
me particularly is the international character of the
magazine. éngland, France, and America are

%) Name in O1d English type. Price b
50c, pame only. Send stamps, coin or

at the way in whiﬁh thell Ext-lglsi::ﬁ el;l’la:;
into such excellen it
AT s',':oid“gfﬁagg (Serviss) and the “Land
i Fi " urroughs, .V .

Tl?l.tczrllﬁlyogroee with “M. J. Wriggins, tgh;la_-
delphia, Pa.,” as regards the reprinting of o sc:fi
entifiction sfories of Jules Verne, etc. I have read
most of Mr. H. G. Wells’ fine stories, but a
the same I was very pleased to see you reprinting
them in “AMAZING STORIES,” as I can imagine the
pleasure they will give to people who have yet
to read them. s
ith interest have arra for Mr.
Ic';’.“ﬁr:ﬁgm “T{:“Wnr of the Worlds” to

in the August issue. All the towns, vil-

eguallg represented in the stories, and I was very
P
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was immensely excited by the openi .

of communication, \\Im:hy 15 )Il\‘dfrflﬂ‘:ﬁ Ucfl':}rlfi ];fp
twecn the South-Eastern and South-Western ‘~t-;-'
KW e etc.” but owing to the amalgama-
tion of the S.E. and f‘,'u.\\’,gl{uil\myk d::::(‘rll“uzn:‘(:
the Southern Railway, and also to the entire re-
!J.u_]ld.i'ﬂg in recent years of Waterloo Station, the
line of communication” in question was taken u
and no longer exists. ¥
I regret the length of this letter, but I have
not sent in any “Readers Vote of Preference”
coupons, having regard to the length of time they
would take to reach you, and, besides I find it
very difficult indeed to decide which story I do like
best. I will however give you the four I pare
ticularly enjoyed, viz:— ¥

“The Land that Time Forgot” (Burroughs).

:"Ih_e First Men in the Moon” (Wells).

‘Off on a Comet” (Verne).

“The Second Deluge” (Serviss).

In closing this letter may I wish a very long life
to “AMAZING STORIES” and trust it will continue
at its present high standard.

M. D. Pender

Tolworth, Surbiton,
Surrey (England)

. [We_can _understand that our correspondent en-
joyed Mr. Wells' local knowledge. There is not
the least doubt that Mr. Wells knows his Lon-
don, for if you know London, you must know its
wonderful environs and to those of us who have
been in any of these places, a most pleasing at-
mosphere is given to the story by the familiar
names. We can imagine how a reader living
wu,hm ten miles of the localities of THE WAR
OF THE WORLDS would be pleased at hav-
ing these names before him. Even to those who
do not know London, the quaint English names
have a great charm, and this author has made
very good use of his topographical knowledge.—
Editor]

REJUVENATION BY THE ELIXIR OF
YOUTH

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

Somewhere I_have read a story similar to Mr.
Verrill's “The Ultra-Elixir of Youth” (which ap-
pears in your August issue, p. 477). In that ac-
count, also, an elixir produces upon its victims
“youth reduced to the mth degree”—the adults
pass once again through all the stages of youth
and childhood, finally reverting to the orginal
egg cell; but after they recommence to grow, in
due time becoming adults ence again. Their growth
however, differs ?rorn their reversion in that it is
perfectly mormal. I confess that the most im-

ortant point of both stories I do not understand.
Why should such an elixir reduce an adult to
childhood? If age is merely an exhaustion of cells,
what else should a youth-giving potion do but re-
habilitate a person gy rejuvenating the cells? Is
there any foundation for believing that such an
elixir would actually reduce the number of cells
in proportion as it revives them? It is clear that
only by decreasing their number could it reduce the
stature of a person. A

Not, let me hastily add, that I really wish to
criticize or curtail the freedom of a scientifiction
writer by compelling him to adhere only to the
possible thmuggout. I merely conclude that since
two writers similarly work out a theme, it may
be that they jollow a well known scientific fact.

You have no more faithful reader than myself,
I am certain. Thus far I have missed no copy of
AMAZING STORIES except the June, 1926 issue;
cannot yet account for its eluding me. 1 notice
that in the *Discussions” for August, 1927, sev-
eral readers plead for a semi-monthly appearance
of the magazine. With them I heartily concur,
as I remarked in a previous letter. At any rate,
I wish you all goog luck—and, by the way,

certainly wish you those thirty odd pagcs of ad-

veg-t-sinf about which you speak in the August

editorial. Y
Edgar Luia.

New York City.

why should the situation as shown by
in {is story mot be feasible or possible?
If you can take a decrepit old man, as science has
done a number of different times, and by glandular
operation or otherwise make this man thirty years
younger, why should it not be posnble to continue
the process? Of course the shrinkage of the bones
would seem an insurmountable obstacle at first,
but is it really? Take a_man in the prime of his
life and measure him. You will find that fort;
years hence, when he is old he will have shrun
aps several inches. On the other hand, there
is no reason why certain chemicals should not
stunt the growth, so that it could even be made to

[Ind
Mr, Verni

go wards. It may be said that any live
matter, if suitably treated, can take on the most
isi Any one who has seen the

apes.
crippled feet of Chinese wom which are only
about half the size of a normal foot, will probably
realize this.—Editor.]
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COMPARISONS OF AUTHORS—
COMMENTS ON “THE MOON POOL"—

A GOOD WORD FOR THE GERMANS
Editor, AMAZING STORIES :

L cannot very well tell you how much I
appreciated your stories. Especially 1 want
know who this A. Merritt is? To my mind
I have often told my friends, E. R. Burr
is endowed with the most marvelous and remark-
able imagination I have ever encountered But
this Mr. Merritt—appropriate name, eh!—has al-
most got my favorite beaten. He has created a
masterpiece and told it in such a convincing style,
I am speaking of “The Moon Pool.” His descrip-
lion of the Shining One and of the mecha
of the Corial's motor leaves a very vivid pic
in fact, a very plausible one on the mind. -
most wrote you for the rest of the book—after fin-
ishing the first instaliment. ' I must point out tho

that i the journey to the place of the Silent One
Goodwin

have
to

and Larry go throngh a whole lot of
unnecessary dangers. To this part of the story
holds the interest of the reader throughout, I thin!
he feels rather that all this has been useless becau
of the point where Larry's struck down, the patl
to the Crimson Sea is quite unprotected from the
outer roadway. Why couldn’t the adventurers

have chosen to take this short cut and avoid the

dangers. The moss-spore plot has occurred before,
I think, in one of Dr. Fu Manchu’s stories by Sax
Rohmer. The description of the Silent One’s is un-
paralleled and quite conceivable. The use of
ancient Irish superstitions lends an interesting

touch to the realism of the story.

“The People of the Pit" was rather too grie-
some—fatalistic, as I remember it. Wells. in his
“The Plattner Story” gives one another view of
what comes after death—I discount the Fourth Di-
mension idea and will soon forget the reversing of
Plattner’s anatomy but I will not soon forget the
picture of the souls watching the results of their
endeavors upon earth.

I have just read Burrough's “The Moon Maid”
—fatalistic—and hope for better results from your
Annual. I have read all of his “Mars Stories,” his
“Tarzan Stories” and a few others. Especially
the “Land that Time Forgot” carries out a very
remarkable plot with plenty of action and very
good science.

To return back to Merritt,
hind it all? For instance they both have to bring
in a German as the villain. It's the one thing 1
can't tolerate in Burroughs—his aversion to Ger-
mans. It must be a germ. I have lived in Ger-
many a good many years and I know the people
and their side of the recent war and it's all been
hashed up so many times. Why can’t it be some
other nationality? Or, is it because the Ger-
mans are really such an intelligent race that only
they could conceivably be on the alert enough to
take first place among our author’s villains?

I would like to commend you on the outcome
of your prize contest. The stories were all most
remarkable both for ingenuity and versatility.

William C. Dreher, Jr.
Anderson, Ind.

[We agree with our correspondent that the war
should be forgotten with all its hatreds, yet one
of the great lights of the French Army, General
Foch, is credited with predicting another war in
twenty years. Travelers tell us that Americans

isn't Burroughs be-

are -now very unpopular in Europe, in spite
of th.e money they spend there. As “The Moon

Pool” is a reprint and was published in book
form many months ago, a little of the spirit of the
world war must be anticipated in its pages. The
author wanted a villain and the poor German had
to take the onus. Our correspondent, however,
does consider Moon Pool” a masterpiece.
It is surprising as well as gratifying how much
commendation g«u been lavished on this beautiful
flight of fancy.—Editor]

What 28 A
COOKOO-NUT?

COOKOO-NUT is a new wrinkle to pass
away your time.

Far more inter.

%

WHY carry TWO

when ONE will do?

The
BARRETT Pen-Pencil
Has 2 in 1

ELIEVE your

pockets of their
usual pen and pencil
burden—the Barrett
Pen-Pencil is the
ideal writing equip-
ment—a big, easy-
writing fountain pen
and the perfect
mechanical  pencil
in a single compact
unit.

Read the distinct-
ive features of the
Barrett Pen-Pencil
described below and
study the full-size
illustration. We are
proud of the Bar-
rett Pen-Pencil, for
it is a product of
superior quality, as
well as a most use-
ful novelty. Tell
your friends about
it—now!

Remember — we
stand squarely be-
hind the value of
every Barrett Pen-
Pencil sold — your
money back if you
are willing to part
with it after five
days trial.

5 inches
long

Your mname
engraved on
barrel in red,
w, white
or gold, 25
cents extra.

Fill in the coupon—and mail it TODAY!'_-'-;-

DEALERS AND AGENTS '

*

Write for Special Propositiont

iR

s

Barrett Pen - Pencil has—

Combination fountain pen and

%

mechanical rencil in unit form. |
Barrel looks like polished am 4
and has 14-£c: gold-f )
Sk e aolt int, with |
- S0, Yt
Syt el ces proh S
Pencil action that propels, repels |
gy = R X
extra leads in -
Cap fits either end. . N

COMBINATION PEN-PENCIL
- Graybar Building, S te 14
420 Lexington Avenue, Ne
oot .
N

N o

-

)
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- OPPORTUNITIES

Absolutely different.
8-piece guit. Good for dress or work, Wel
tailored. Fine, all-wool, extra heavy, warm
showerproof material. Will hold its shape
87 extra features. Guaranteed to
one year. Price $19.95, worth §3
Your commission $300 and $£400. Sh
our handsome selling portfolio — ever)
man wil buy. Protected territory to

roducers, No matter what Yyou Aar

ol now write for free selling outfit
Harrison Bros., Inc., Dept. 556, 133 West
21st St., New York, N. Y When
please mention this magazine.

$75.00 a week GUARANTEED to pro-
@Aucers! Every man buys Fashion Wear Shirts
on sight. Write for FREE
Wear Shirts, B-1, Cincinnati, Ohlo.

Agents—90c an Hour Earned Advertising
and distributing samples to customers. ‘Write

ufek for territory and particulars. American

oducts Co., 9463 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O. |8

SELLING
Full or spare time
Weekly payment

ARN $87-5110 WEEKLY
CHRISTMAS CARDS.
€10 sample book FREE.
Experience unnecessary.
sures success. John Hertel Co., 320 Washing-
ton, Chicago, T1L.

FREE! To honest men over 18: new
patented cigarette lighter. Show your friends
and make 800 weekly. Send 25c to cover
malling costs and mentlon name
magazine, E. Z. Lite, Dept. 2-G,
minster Road, Brooklyn, N. Y.

$20 daily easy selling amazing rain-proof
caps. Made-to-measure. Finest fabrics and
styles. Blg advance profits. Free outfit
and free cap offer. Taylor Cap Manufac-
turers, Dept. R-7. Cincinnati, Ohio.

HIGH-SALARIED PO ONS
ing ¥ in automobile, tractor and
airplane work. I'll train Yyou in eight
hort weeks so you can earn $45.00 to

75.00 8 week — unlimited future for good
men. Qualify as an expert and own your
own xarase or service station. Write me
TODAY for blf FREE AUTO BOOK.
Your Rallroad fare included in tlis big
:Pecla.l offer. 'The opportunity of a life

me — don't miss

it by delay. _J.

McSweeny, ‘The Auto Man, Address,
Z300—654 E. McMillan, Cincinnati,
Z300— 1815 E. 24th Bt
Ohio. Please mention this magazine.

Ladies, Here's Easy Extra Money.

ery Woman loves to make daint trocks
and necessities for her home. Show her how
and sell her the materials. Eteady income,
big repeat business. Sample outfit_and in-
structions free. _Wwrite today. Natlonal
Dress Co.; Dept. 711, 8 Beach Street,
New York City. Mention this magazine.

15 West-

New york Aoy,
$12 DAILY PAID IN ADVANCE BY BIG

firm. KEasy, dignified work; part or

full time: experience unnecessary. Franklyn

Products Corporation, 1038 Van Buren, Chicago.

BIG PAY EVERYDAY! Complete guare

fine direct to wearer. Dress irts,

Work Shirts, Flannels, Overalls, Pants, Leather

Coats, Sweaters, Playsults. laily? ]

perience unnecessary. Bliomnu FREEI! Nim-

rod Co., Dept. 58, 4922-28 inecoln Ave., Chicago.

ents $240 month. Bonus besides,

line silk hoslery you ever gaw. Auto

ed. redit given. Write for sam les.

1lknit Hosiery Co., Dept. 235, Greenficld, O.

AGENTS MAKE $3.00 HOUR TAKING‘
tl'df‘l for 40 nating ‘‘Handy Things

for Kitchen. Sell on sight! Write General

Dept. BMI1, Newark, N. J.

Prod. Co.,
Women $30 to $100 weekly, Amazing
milad:

new makes v beautiful. _No experi=
. 111
H

Free plan.
BP

ly. Bonafide propo=
No canvass=
Products Co.;

5.00 weekly.
O’ Nell popu=
lity at l:)o;

[
q‘:l;u without
experience

“MOTORTEX''S

writing §

outfit. Fashion 88

Our co-operation in- §8

of this§

wait-

H. B

$10-825 daily! Ex=-§

Write Healthform ¥

1dea
‘ C ;-M 5 Broadway, New York. {
el EMBROIDER, ETC., AT
: ! {mmediate!
free. V

e

Cleveland, B ;

Make More Money!

Here are opportunis
tiestomake moremoney
immediately —to earn
and save enough for the

etter things of life.

Here res
tionally known, square
deal firms seek the ser«

B vices of ambitious
peopie. They offer dig-
nified positions (full or
spare time) which pay
handsome incomes and
lead to wonderful fu-
tures.

No experience re*
quired. Ambition is the
only necessary qualifi-
cation.Readtheseoffers
carefully. Then write
for complete informa-
tionabout the ones that
attract youmost. Please
do not write unless you
mean business,

To the Public: These firms
offer you merchandise values,
a convenient service that you
cannot duplicate elsewhere.

To Manufacturers: For adver-
tisingrates,address Publishers
Classified Service, g East 46th
St., New York.

SALESMAN SELLING TO MEN:
We have side line for you that will
gell along with apy line you may now
be handling and make more money for
you, provided you are now selling  to
men. Get facts at once. Address, Sales-
manager, 850 West Adams, Dept. 143,
Chicago.

Earn $80 weekly taking orders for
charming Fashion Frocks for women and
children. Factory prices. Advance com-
missions. No experience necessary. Fashion
¥rocks, Inc., Dept. G-100, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Sell direct from maker to wearer, guar=
anteed boys' suits, OVercoats; latest styles,
popular  prices. Experience unnecessary.
\Write for Free sample outft. Craige-Wilson
10 Waverly Place, Dept. 4, New York.

Sell custom _ tailored shirts, Earn
£20.00 & day. Men buy quick at factory
prices.  Beautiful fabrics free. Novo-Tex,
ard & Sedgley Ave., Phila., Pa.

FREE: SEND F
x (V)
lV:;nt'r;utndayl Learn hrﬁf‘ ‘[v AUTQ p,
u‘als A%"Pwn home, for L]tmn Yo
ol O EXPERT'S Jﬂftnn:al-.\z
in Auto BAi bobigs Béb‘ gy
Y ug ness, | Commgp é’hponunng
Time :\foné;mo{-or Paise in 'l')r;’;?ling s
Experience  not Tecsy., OF f*u.?lpnm
Service — Consultation Seryig EuDlormen
and esting Outfits, Fres or"
iet_my book, “Auto Faets o
3, W. Cooke,'D. E., Dept. goa’ 1.
side Ave., Chicago, ' S
Will you we
tailor-made shocsm'm:l Irf:m o
You show them to yi Y ppxbense?
their orders? I will AL8O
our big selling Outfit showing &
?1_\ es and 60 actual leather % o
DAY My agents $8.00  dajl ”m‘?"l
quick.” ‘Tallor-Made ~Shoa ‘Mo Wit
Wrightwood, Dept. A, Chicago, iﬁbem. s
, 111,

et
4 Repuip
Teel * ypyte
1518 Sn&b;:

Xtra

“Make Big Money representing the
ONLY firm which GUARANTEES shipment
of genuine Tallored-To-Measure Clothing
within 10 days after receipt of order.
plete four-price line. Liberal commissions.
Opportunity of becoming District Manager in
vour territory. Write Max Schwab, P. O.
Box 588, The Style-Center Talloring Co.,
Pept. 400, Cincinnatl, Ohio.

Windows washed in 10 seconds without
pall, sponge or brush. A fast £1.95 seller.
95¢  profit. Demonstration sample $1.20.
Satisfaction or money back. Wonder Washer,
Dept. SM1, 33 East 10th St., New York.

MAKE BIG MONEY_HANDING OUT
MYSTIC “ZIPPO" Red Hot 50c Household
Seller] New Amazing Discoveryl Quick
Demonstration Brings Immediate, Huge, Cash
Profits for Agents! write Quick. “ZIP PO
Company, Fort Wayne, Ind.

The greatest book on money making
stunts that has ever been published will be
mailed to you if you will send us 15¢ in cash
or stamps. ‘There are over 50 up-to-date
workable lans. Address SPARETIME
MONEY MAKING, 230 Flith Avenue, New
York City.

POLMET POLISHING CLOTH.—Cleans

1 ] all metals, gets enthuslastic attention, sells fast

at 25¢; sample free. F. C. Gale Co., 99 Edin-
..J boro £t., Boston, Mass.
B8 U. S. Goy't wants men, $1,900—82,700
jet start. Rallway Postal Clerk examination
i coming. Let our expert (former Government
examiner) prepare you for this and other
 branches. Free booklet, Dept. 269, Patterson
School, Rochester, N. Y.
Linenwhite Laundry Bluing Paddles Big
1‘ Sellers, housewlives, bazaars, fairs, carnivals.

Send dime for sample and money making prog—
osition. A.Ada Products, Buffalo, New York.

Girls—Women—Physical Charm is a
A Beautiful Bust lends attrac-
C. 8. Carr, “How To

{real agset today.
®|tion. Booklet by Dr.

s Develop The Bust,™ sent tree, sealed postage.

S8l necessary,
S| Hirshey Xnittin

Olive Co., Dept. 9, Clarinda, Towa.

% WANT $500 SOON? SELL BEAUTIFUL
Dresses, Coats, Scarfs, Sweaters. Amazing
low prices. e dellver. No experience

Get complete outfit freel Write

Mills, 2003 South Call-
fornia Avenue, Chicago.

| TDISTRICT _ SALESMAN — All wool,
Unlon Made suits, overcoats, $23.50. Liberal
advance commission, bonus. _Write for large
FREE outfit. K.J. Harvey, Box 00, Chicago.

Salesmen: Tremendous Money-Makin

Sensation. Combination fountain pen an
check gmtector. Wo competition.  Pro-
y

tected patents. Wholesale sample gen
and selling outfit, $3.75. Write Security Pen
Corp., 906 Jackson, Chicago.

GO INTO THE CRISPETTE BUSI-
NE Everybody llkes them. You can
make @ lot of money. Gordon, New Jersey,
reports $4,000 profits in two months. We

Jg]start_you. Write for facts. Long-Eakins,
_éi 787 High St.; springfield, Ohio.
500 Meno Wanted to earn §90 Weekly.
fwonderful new line men’s suits. Amazing
lvalues $0.05 up. Rizaldl averages 84 hourly.
fwe_train you. No experlence Or capital
needed. rite. Comer Mig. Co. Dept.
| TS-2, Dayton, Ohio.
i} New lines just out, Ever{thin n
{hosiery; underwear and Rayon lingerie for

g
fmen, women, eautiful, irre-
ﬁmﬂ:pe?ﬂﬁ(ﬁ money plans.
ad SCTVICE 1171,01'1}!.5t Tapid pl;n;tmouéx;h . No

territories  going.
Star Knitting Co.;

capital
ca

]gush
781

famous Royce

1 ed. oice
ly to World's
ﬁg gt., Bay City, Mich. =
WOMEN: §2.15 A HOUR FOR FULL
ngs L

lind,diibuing
ru-mnﬂwgw.

Com- | ¥

Great neckwear 11 W free! Fear
finest _ quality neckwear ay ’?:3{5 LT
(_nn}w[-gc tllyeig ﬁommlrﬁdons dafly, !

FREE ofter and F 1 :
Neckwear, Desk 9-ZA, Clr{)\f':igg(%%m]i’v X

Send 25 Cents for 8 $1.00 Pocket O
Lighter and learn how ‘m“'ﬁé’%“ao‘:’ 4
%a% 1}(-iae,€.;,nr;‘fl(;ilslon sight. Particulars FRER

g 1 ac o | 4
pand e uring Co,, ..990 Broadway,

TAILORING SALESMEN
money gelling Davis virgin wogt'lx?m;'pﬂ
measure sults, Low-priced, perfect-ftting,
guaranteed. Beautiful fabrles. New mer.
chandising _plan doubles gales,  Libenal
bonuses, cagh prizes. Write now, P. H. Davi
Talloring Co., Station 30, Cincinnatf, Oblo

—

$100 WEEKLY REPRESENTING L
SHIRT company=—direct to wcam—-w‘:nkd(g
ful opportunity for fAnanclal independencs,
Blg commisslons—easy to take orders—e
Ek:u;% yc{uowlth g sales-cosmnmugg outnt fres,
rite at once. Supreme S 0., Desk ML,
276 Fifth Ave., New York. b

New Selling plan makes $375.00 to
$850.00 a month for sproduclnx tailoring sales-
men. Two prices—§23.75 and $34.50—wo-
derful workmanship and 150 beautiful &mm
interest every man. Commissions $400 t
$7.00 with liberal bonus. Compiete detalls
and selling etiulpment FREE. Etate age
experience, exclusive territory desired and all
other necessary information. We do the Ie
Wright&Company, 2228W abansia, Chicago,Ill.
Agents: Amazing new 3-1n-lunl‘;"{1:l
;clzmmgaggg ({3{1 women g:;:m ng Ee 1
t. $15. y easy.
Free Outft. French Fashion Company, .
9 North Franklin, Chicago, I iy
better:
and vercoatss

Make $100 weekly sellin
all-wool made—to—mcasurfz ;l
@ swatch samples free.
TR LA ‘Harrison, c‘m:-so« -
Agents: Brand new tented Idea m
575'00%“”’i'\~n’§3“3'u’;“c§°’" L rapl il
FIT OPTICAL Com"ﬁf”én‘m‘fm- .
Jackson Blvd., Depmm;;t‘ hIG CoLTDS
< ONEY WE.
AOLIER Y, SPLENDID side l%Bg“w
tor full time. Everyone aﬂ;ﬂ“ ‘Hosiery Co«
own at factory prices. Solle Y
317 4th Ave., New ankc.tl\h-";‘,/r M‘z
istri -
Become Our Dizsi& o tv,rﬂ‘f"’%.,’:n

Real Money Organ
wonderful “Health

ducers.
Gibson, Inc., 157 W.

All Men, Wom
lity for ¥orest Raneew
3‘6@0& Agent, and other Govt B2

g h g or elsew.
55 om! X
%‘z"gorﬁm%t. 137, St. Louls. l;‘;a. :
; IN_ADVAD 0o, O
Tyeed, SultE cusrsnies

oN ug_'f“;x -
A PAYING, PROFOS 'rlntg o

representative of ch;ﬂrgf‘w ﬁ Coo.

ery, direct to W
51"2}:3;. Write DoW- Tanoers

99 C St., Bostol.

Nothing 1ike the
free. MNanager, 4

Fifteen Dollars
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ALIFORNIAN BOOSTER -
it AMAZING STORIES since the
is very unusual, for I never

‘ i tside of Science and
wenaed | OPPORTUNITY AD-LETS
n as the Electrical Experimenter.

say I have spent over two hun-
experiments of ideas I_ha\ie‘ gleaned - : s
n CX| of some stories 1n this maga- . r : :
"’-32‘%0 send in a story at the time of s column will appear monthly
."’ﬁtest. after spending some ten dol-

in AMAZING STORIES

out a theory 1 re&elfvc_rll fmr? t(;u- pic-
| %:’ pheri at, and failing, id not . 5 3

a‘.bﬂn to rs‘::é filr?a'story hasedgon 111‘}{]1111;:‘ RalE—-SlX cents a WOl‘d. 10?’( (1]5[?011!1[ fOl' O 1ssues ;.m(l

1 hased the August issue, and for a0 7. 9 lom # g e A 7

! B ke tho Discouichs oo 2070 for 12 issues. Cash should accompany all ad

.,,,'{'ilrst» 3"d{ it is ";"t;‘ alarm ‘(E“‘t'h[[ see so vertisements unless placed by an accredited adv ertising

i avor o semi-monthly issue,

r‘ders m

#if enough, but I hope you do mot pub- agency. Advertisements for less than 10 words not
i B agazine but once a month, this maga-
{ihis ‘:‘,ﬂ“a thing for that, it is like watch- aC(‘ep[ed,
is 100 of ventriloquism or “Mind Reading,”

o minutes is enjoyable; more, no.

W E X - . -
v here are many people who buy this
b'ghﬂ;n'u 2 mc;;nh, and if it wfée printed xperlmen er u Is lng 0.
P ather than lose an issue, would stop en- H H
A kel R T S IO 230 Fifth Avenue, New York City
ing the stor_iﬁs ?if Autzmc STORIES, they
e beaten. 1 will admit there were two stor- ENTC WANTE
1 ,b::d in this magazine over which I went AGENTS WANTED
. and at thehsamc tlmf. the{; were t]wo that
k& 1 - t sleep, so R o 2 1C g CHEMISTS! STUDENTS! EXPERIMENT-
me such might-mares 1 could no ARVEO POLISHING CLOTHS sell every- ] S!S (TS <, ;
Lige good an to';"":shaanc}-i Y]f;ea:il;;uall but a; 2 | where for 25c. New :m,d improved. Absolutely | ERS!  Read “Popular Chemistry’’ for experi-
m'ho?as 0 on_ the ch . arg e safe for hands and all kinds of metals. Exclusive | ments. cmical news, book reviews, chemical
| wgt?etitgiy?geugeadine OfOI::}ch“sl:;hoer:: territories open to first class agents, Write for | Magic. We print any formula and answer any
1
oon

CHEMISTRY

. our unusual proposition. Arveo Industries, Box | Chemical question for subscribers. $1.00 a year.
“The 'ool,”” by A. Merritt, I am of the _ Michi Three trial copies, 30c. Book catalog and solu-
it is the ULTRA-DE LUXE of written 147-A, Grosse Ile, Michigan. bility chart sent free to immediate subscribers,
anted stories, it is perfect in all detail. Department C, Popular Chemistry Company,
& A. Merritt, A. Hyatt Verrill, Garrett P. YOU ARE WANTED TO RESILVER MIR- Swedesboro, N. J.
Au"rra? %%?ggT?;%C%rgNWelh are sure | RORS AT HOME. Inmense profits plating auto-
'R > 0, - -

I remain, parts, tableware, etc. Write for information.
ANAZING STORIES and Science & Invention SPRINKLE, Plater, 815, Marion, Indiana. CORRESPONDENCE COURSES
Used Correspondence School courses sold on re
ri‘;:g %:lal.ﬁ::‘l):er%ﬂ. ART Furchase basis. Also rented and exchanged. Money-
o is & most refreshing letter.  Wie: e back guarantee. _Catalog free. (Courses bought{.

B B oy iction DY J200.00 in cash to ex- | ART-PHOTOS—4 $1.00. Cartoon Lesson $1.00. | Lc¢ Mountain, Pisgah, Alabama,
pent on ideas stimulated through the reading ) = e
G STORIES, the editors feel that they have . = LAY

P'FO:\'IES}?TL;D% COL'I}SEE,)[ Lightline Eariaﬁion

_ 1 itmanic Shorthand, easy, legible, rapid. et

MW:MP?:IE:S s;:ovgmr;’ss.m"irhl:sa‘: t%ifh;lﬁ BOOKS course $10.00, pri;:tcd,y paﬁiculars p{ree. o% liot:
L 2o ‘f“.‘“ far more sloqueatly. s (S)Ilr?cr;g:ndLaSchool, 4426 Carrolltown Ave., New
ever could. It is this sort of letter that en- Scientific Romances and fantastic tales for sale. . 2

a humdrum existence of the editor.— “Lady of the Shroud,” “Bram Staker $1.25.

)

) 5 £ pRaiph 124cx” Gernsback $2u0. “Moon Maid®, FOR INVENTORS
(RIPTION IN SCIENTIFIC STORIE urroughs 85c. “War of the Worlds”, Wells $1.00. :

18 B Grbare » P “Invisible Man”, Wells $1.35, “Quales Invention”, I AM in touch with hundreds of moneyed mer

. A Sininhed BS: R e ¢ Taine $2. We have all of Wells, Stokes, Don- and manufacturers who wish to by good inven
:e“ ‘i“s. per}lsxlg '"'I“ Se MGHORS v9-- 1 Relly: urroughs, Hazzard, Rohmer, Interesting tions, Hartley, 38 Court St., Bangor, Maine.

-+ Il‘)le, “’;;ebt‘; m'tz;ve“ ie::‘l-s?i-entific catalogue. Fresno Book Shop, 1944 Tuolumne 3

ti whicgo are usually uninterpretable to Street, Fresno, California.

HELP WANTED
n, and more action? This I find to be
y fault in your magazine. However, its HYPNOTISM WINS! 25 easy lessons and 248 BE A DETECTIVE. Excellent opportunity,
nd soul-satisfying qualities are of such i

page illustrated reference guide, $2.00. “Mind- | Work home or travel. Exp

belming majority that such a small mat- reading” (any distance). Wonderful, $2.00. Science Particulars free. Write, G

not a gl[lelat aeal of diﬁsekr;nce. ok Institute, A430 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago. Broadway, N. Y.
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Teoﬁ«rwith material and your presses
great number of copies I predict

burn in, antique, pol chrome, etc, ;
Instructions $1.00. tamp bri ﬂm?
System, P. O. Box 2327, Clev d, O.
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V Trainin

Employmeny

Pre;;:aring | Placing you’
» you for a i
B better job nl? go?d,
'and a Raise bt e 'Pald

in Pay Position

LN S

oS l\? Yoth Are J§ ", )
Ao /ff Now Earning (/ [) gj

$40 a Week |

I guarantee to prepare you for
a fine Drafting position, right
in vour home, in your spare

Back of This
GUARANTEE

Get this straight—the
American School was

Learn Drafting==how to make and read plans, and the doors of
opportunity in all mechanical, building, and engineering lines
swing open for you! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open

chartered in 1897 as time; then I guarantee to help today thanin any othe.r one profgssior_l or trade. There’s a variety,
o ;d:;gt;g;z;l ;;iutétl; you find such a position pay- a fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work isso
= ' ki s 0 & & . .
| BNl find the name ;{‘oga ﬂ;a‘,_ﬁ‘:siaﬂf}? o 78 ;"23 interesting, so well paid — no other field offers equal opportuni- 1§
tandards of servi ' £ i ick ion.
Iie:: a: gn s‘.[hoe bjzi?rlecs? days after you complete this ties for quick promotion
ident schools and col- training, or I will refund the a
leges. Over 200 of the small amount you pay for tui- The Draftsman is

”~

the Boss of the Works!

Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of all Industry &

leading Engineers, Ex-
ecutivesand Educators
of the U. S. prepared
the instruction we of-
fer. Their standing

tion. We make this agreement
to prove this instruction will
make you a real Draftsman.
Back of this guarantee are
the entire resources and rep-

e e B b

SaNhes for It gwality. ; g will stop until new ones can be made. Every move of every work- §
“This is avai utation of this million dollar P :
, s g 3‘;’2‘;’.};‘;’ o institution, ros man on the job is controlled by the Draftsman tl.lm_ughh;s Pﬁ
g ;ioﬂm a month. -y 74 Mﬂﬁ‘/\ Railroads, public works, llJulqu}th 0 :tomo-
4 R oo™ siver dred sorts, machinery, electricity, autor
» ? .
B mfeﬁ"gﬁ?‘: of biles—all manufacturing and co,nsttlfi“"-tfm
gty mur 30th Amniversary. start on the Drafting table! That's th

of work to get into, friend. Where you

e same chance as anybody else tomaked
quick success! &
Y‘ — to prove you can lear®

PR |
O at home in spare tmé:

b an
You'll be surprised bow quickly 18

Drafting by ournew 01t s ing &
i?i;!; mﬁhﬁ}ig. We sti_if]txyf‘;g;ﬁ ¢
actual Drafting room loknow i

beginning. Befofre y;u lti'kz‘;u:;
batting out professt the
eran. Get the first thmf;,ﬁwh;m.'l'ﬁ"""

brings them. e gt BOME
gglillity to master Draiths
Without cost 0F 0P-5° . il
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acts 85% ood #0
Your offer to send me 3 lessons fre¢ ::g':& Jook? Coatioé
tunities in Drafting and about YOUr Vo, way
It is understood I am not obligated
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43.8 Miles on 1 Gal. of Gas in Official Public Test

The motor public was handed a new thrill when a Ford equipped with the BLANCKE
THERMOSTATIC CARBURETOR CONTROL made 43.8 miles on one gallon of gas in an
official public test! (Affidavits on file.) Reports from 351,272 public and private tésts show
average of 32 miles per gal.—breaking world’s record.

Cadillac, LaSalle and Delco Light

are using as Standard Equipment Thermostatic Carburetor Control under BLANCKE L‘lCGHS(’.
When these companies—all divisions of General Motors—use Thermostatic Carburetor Control
embodied in a special construction of their own design as Standard Equipment, can there be
any doubt that it is a PROVED success?

THINK IT OVER—AND THEN

Share in Blanckes Great

J

<

‘Make $300. to $2500.a Month
) Just Lighting Matches &

Amazing Sure-Fire Demonstration

A simple, yet extremely thrilling demon-
firation sells Blancke Thermostatic Car- StrongeSt Guarantee
lretor Controls easily and by thousands. in automotive history backs sale of
You don’t have to try to keep your pro- Blancke Controls. Guaranteed to give 150
Bect’s intérest from wandering while dem- MILES ON 5 GALLONS OF GAS ON
Wstrating this practical money saving FORDS—to practically eliminate carbon—
device. All.you do is light a match! The to save half oil—to relieve battery strain
istant heat touches the Blancke Control, —give better acceleration and smoother

needle valve on the carburetor slowly running motor—allow slower speeds in
firns before the fascinated eyes of spee- high gear. _Saves half repair bills. No
litors., As it cools, the needle valve turns holes to drill; mno bolts to remove. Any-
l!‘k again. Here is a demonstration th?t one can attach it in & minutes.

s interest easily—holds it—and quickly
"nvinlcles. It’s ealsy for x_Ehe pros;‘:ect to Makes Starting Easy

Why immensely superior results can . X
be abtained with this al:‘curate!y adjusted in cold weather and prevznts too rich a
matic instrument—why it gets from InXture in warm weather. Eliminates
8 to 68 miles on 1 gallon—why Cadillac, Irequent use of choke while getting under
la Salle and Delco Light use Thermostatic YA Insures proper combustion at all times.
thuretor Control as Standard Equip- You can’t help making big money with a
Ment. successful, nationally advertised article of
such remarkable merit! $15.00 a day

150% Proﬁt Guarant eed guaranteed to Distributors.

kechncke plan combined with guar- Get One FREE

Nt results makes Blancke Control big to introduce. Also Blancke Plan that starts
“H‘“-_s selling success. Clyde B. Jones you without capital in a real business that
W.:, 58 devices in one day (profit $189.00.) Pays you $300.00 to $2,600 and up, each
Aite of Alberta ordered 2,000. Controls month and gives user Agent New Ford Car

iy 2 Free b i i i
- y time his present one i§ worn out.
z'"ymonths, making a profit of $6,000! Exclusive territory. Sales guaranteed. Start

Tep, rhﬂrmil brings additional astounding on a proritable future, beginning NOW! Use
the coupon.

LY I Blancke Auto-Devices Co.

| Guaranteed 154 E. Erie St.
b ‘: BiStYiuutors Dept. 976 -G Chicago, Ill.

Mail This Important Coupon Today

A. C. BLANCKE,

Inventor




$2500 Reward

for the Capture of an Unknown Man!

WICE he had entered the St. Clair Mansion. What ? ?
What was in danger? Berteau, the famous detective,v;’l?i?i }gal?lggc:lr Stvglllz?lr

that the mysterious marauder would come again.

And now—a noise in the

passage! The creak of an opening door. A shot in the dark! A capture!

Is this wounded stranger the mysteriousintruder?
Who could tell? Yet Berteau identified the man
without hesitation and won the $2500 reward.

How did he do it? Easy enough for the Finger
Print Expert. He is the specialist, the leader, the
cream of detectives. Every day’s paper tells their

wonderful exploits in solving mysterious crimes
and convicting dangerous criminals.

More Trained Men Needed
Thedemand;ortrainedmenbygovemments,stam,

cities, detective agencies, corporations and private

—— - .——-——-————-.—-—-———- .....—-i
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bureausisbecoming greater every day. Here is a
real opportunity for YOU. Can youimagine a more
fascinating line of work than this? Often life and
death depend upon finger print evidence—and big
rewards go to the experts. Many experts can earn
regularly from $3,000 to $10,000 per year.

Learn at Home in Spare Time

And now you can learn the secrets of thisscience at
homein your spare time. Any man with common
school education and average ability can become a
Finger Print Detective in a surprisingly short time.

Secret Service Reports FREE

Just mail the coupon and we will send you wi i
t without costor obli-
tion the bona fide reports made by gcretlService Operator
0. 38 to his chief. Better than fiction! Leads youthrough
every step in the solution of a mysterious murder and adaring

train robbery. Shows hi s ; i :
evidence. ow Finger Prints become infallible

Get the big illustrated book i i
on true Fmier Print cases now
_el':d of'rtcﬁe our special offer of a Professional Finger
i t and a Course in Secret Service Intelligence now
Ma?fitmde for a limited time. The coupon brings it all.
now. You have everything to gain—Nothing to lose.

m of Applied Scienc

e
Av., Dept. 11-96 Chicago, Il

PARTIAL LIST

of States, Cities and
Institutions
in whic

Graduatesof U.ofAS.

Hold Positions as
Finger Print Experts

State of Towa
State of Idaho
State of Colorado
State of Washington
State of Michigad
D‘lnui];i lﬁilﬂ-
Detrolt, Mich.
St. Paul, Minn.
Pittsburgh, Pa.
L"x’rmiﬂn' ml'-
Birming s
Columbus, Oblo

PTan

a.

Yot Collins, Colt.
Windsor, ont.,
Pueblo, iﬂt’-mam

Ilt:lﬁa}_l:ln(:ou:%,_ow




