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WE GIVE
YOU THIS
VALUABLE BOOK

It tells you how to make furmi-
tue, home appliamces, tools, sport
devices, hundreds of things that cost hundreds of dollars
otherwmiise.

It is full of drawings—plictures—cwhstmcdiiord] plans.
Everythimg is explained fully—ready for you.

Regular Priee of this Beek is $.50. We are giving it free
with every subscriptiion to—

SCIENCE & INVENTION

To tell you hew tremendomslly amd intemselly interesting is
this great magazime is to telll yow that exactly 30,405 men,
from every eountry in this wide wokld of eurs, are regular
listed repotters of SCIENCE & INVENTION.

The wokld is eombed for big and sfaall eveats in this
marvelous seieatifie era—

Radio Electricity, Chemistry, Mechamiics—

il

il

==

YOU THIS
VALUABLE BOOK

A Booek full of radiie preblems
hmm to solve them.

é@l é v ok ﬁi%ﬁ& t m B w,mp. & priceless array of

sélae u%&&h%% AH§ t are meegsa&» te &very-
m ehance of medern

&e&& me udimg m e;mm% % % of simple ahd e6m:

pleX cifcuits in cOMMOM use e

Radiio engineers spent 7 months m give yom thms valuable

book. Contains L16 pages, 300 illustratioms amd is published

in the large Magazime size 9x112 inches. This b will be
given you absolutelly FREE with your subscription to

RADIO NEWS

RADIO NEWS is the medium that keeps thousamds upon
thousamds of radie fans in direct touch with what is going
on everywhere in the industry. It is radio’s greatest mag-
azime weittem for eve who owns or uses a radliio set,
whether he be a broadcast listemer or professiomal radiio en-
ineer. Contains no less thah 20 separate big features and
P&ﬁpﬁaeiém?m&% every issue, 200 Pages. size 9 x 12, illlistiated—

Some of the big features in the Febrwary issue of RADIO

All Secientifie ffédids
of &ncflelalvm— are cov- NEWS are:—
== ered fully. Cam We Radio the
g — e
Feb, . Here is a list of Plamets? by Hugo
== BWRNY G some of the majof Gernsback.
zn ce m artiicles in the brand Radiie Photography
new February issue and Televisiom by
M just out— Dr. E. F. W. Alex-
. am*@am
| - % . ) Movie Battle Scenes The “Radio News”
Va. % 2 i J 2,000,000 Volts Let Batterylless Re -
Loose.
Am Actifficial Sky Shiclding in the Ra-
Ledge N. Cirecuit he Haymes DX-2
$20,000 in prize eMirum\&allv& Raeeiv=
contests England's First Na- i
Fill eut the ecoupon tiomall Radio Ex-
bellow — Enelose hibitiom by A .
$2.50—amd you get Dinsdalke.
scineE s el N
oF €6f-
seeutive months — B %% B é’g é
amd abseolutelv Free, % tveted &
one capy__af “Hew to glz\ ﬁ
Make It ’& B éws &
ACT NOW—TIhiis of- zfd%f
fer may nevek be fe- E@k?xl {—Sé Bff
peated Hx%% amhd ARs:
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO., I
» 53 Park Place, New York, N. Y. E »
Experimenter N xperimenter
- . Gentlemen: lendlose $.................. for one year's l P lbll. I]Il_.
Publls'llllmg SUbSCIIPHON 10 . . . . v vt et e et it . you are l a s Ilmg
Cﬂmpany, lne also to send me free ome copy of. .. ... .. ...l l Company’ lﬁn
53 Park Place Y | 53 Park Place
New York, N. Y, AdETESE . .o e e | New York, N. Y.
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at Home, in Spare Time

Here's the big news for men Interested in Electricity, men
earming less than $40 a week. Here’s the QUICKEST
way to an Electrical EXPERT"S job at $60 t6 $125 a Weélk

Every student is entitled, at

Job SerVice [H{%W%
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times, both before and after e B\W g ttﬁ‘f’se o?ﬂ? t#gectlons for
d etric
ggpi’gﬁeg‘t; b :?&‘a?f?{ ewﬁ%" AT wgnn Which t ths &@ )lé 20
ABUnCeMen epens E Wﬁ}} 8 4 Bé i
i
ki °“a§?£f"$§5 it a’f’i? job and bigger pay.
helps you find & baginners pesi=
tion a8 soon as yﬁu are
ready for it.
HEN you ®
tralning ¥
@ w s “ ed w\t
t@?a nt tE“ yo\l
tools aﬁ§ Q“ gertm"
gut e:((?’a Eﬁ g, Sy CWrth Ies— I
xp];aml eemﬂf ;,nmms to teII you |
ho¥l. &av e etl
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[ @ M r&g i to generator etc
P g ece Nb y
3. Electlllgilléghtawﬁ)rmg Equipment | w; walt'
Find out if you LIKE
Electrical Work —ffind
5 pigllh A and
8 E 35 =
S ckets { SHE take our werd for n
JobJi QursRll beisfe
FR[E geﬁl e §T’ RT with the c
belew. We'll sead yeu 5
JQB Tteketg abselutely FREE—
same material sent to new students
when they pay their money and enroll
—to prove that you can learn at home
in spare time—to prove this trammg is
honest, eomplete and stmple The most
amagﬂgﬂgfgg h'cloul'"?o s%rt 1mmedhagrl‘y
%hout risking a cent! Send no money.
1
Sevem(7) Training START WITH THE COUPON T
Outfits Givento] Built by 23  Chief Engineer DUNLAP
Every Student Noted Engineers American School, Dept. E-3281

BIG Pay for You in Electricity!

Even skilled Electricians earn bigger pay than
rmechanics In other lines. But with my tralning
you ean prepare for the BOSS-JOBS in Jtjeetricity;

sitions as Chief Eleettieian, Supt. of Power Plant,

lecteical Contractor, ete, Positions paying frem 5.

$250 to $500 a menth and mere.

Chief Engimeer DUNLAP
Elecoed ! Didiisoon

This is no one-man, one-idea school. Engineers
from the following Electrical corporations and

Uniiversities helped me develop this course:

1. General Electric Co. 7. Western Electric co

2. Commonwealtih Edlson Co. 8. Underwriters

3. Crocker-! - 9.-Columbia unlm-slty

4. Cutler- Hammer Mrg co 10 Dartmouth College

B. Amer. Tel. & Fdl. Co.
Weestinghouse Elec Co,

. Mass. Inst, of Tech.
12 I..hlgh Unlversity
AND MANY OTH

Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

Please send 5 Electrical JomTickets absolutely ®
FREE and complete Information to peove I can JJ
learn Ellectricity at home In my spare time,

Namee:- [ |
Stveatt N, -

AMERICAN SCHOOL u%m;ﬁ St b e e e -
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=The Green Splotches
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~={Under the Knife
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Ourr Coaver

this month ilustrates a scene from The Green Splatehes, by
T. S. Stribling, where we see the great interplanctaman fyer
after it has taken off from the earth. Tt has just risen and is
gaining momenttamn with each frastion of a seeond.

: " e

In Our Next Issue:

THE PLAGUE OF THE LIVING DEAD, by A.
Hyatt Verrill. The author of “Beyomd the Pole™
and “The Mam Who Could Vamish” has writtem a
most rematkable tale which comes pretty close to
straining your creduwllity, but at the same time you
will say to youmssdif over and over that there is
nothing impossible about it. Immmwoiedlity IS pos-
sible, as recent researches at the Rockefeller Insti-
tute have indliecated; that 18, animal tissue cam be
kept allve Indefinitely. You will be thrilled by Mr,
Verill's story.

WHITE GOLD PIRATE, by Merlin Moore Tay-
lor. Amn absorbing detective story about a darimg
criminal who baffles many authotities interested in
the mysteriows disappearamee of enermows quanti-
ties of platinum. A selentifie deteetive uses the
X-tay, finger prints and the phonograph i a par-
tleularly interesting mamhekr, faking this a mest
plausible story with a true seientifie aspeet.
HICK'S INVENTIONS WITH A KICK, by
Henry Hugh Simens, IR which an eptirely new
thing in dining tables and serviee I8 promulgated.
Natwrallly, BeiAg 4 Rew iAVeAtien, mMishaps BEEHE,
but that only adds {8 the fUA f8f~ the reader A
Very iﬁiéF@%Hﬂ@bl%i welh tt8 a

THE B b Allap

Altheugh B,slisen%nm iaﬁ 1&&% BSQB {@i ¥;

ﬁamm iessm% ot ERRa " 85;8
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ec1
ms%&%g’ Wehh o
THE LAND TH[AT TIME FORGOT, by Edgar
Rice Burroughs (Part IIL)., Those of you whe are
wondering what and why the Wieree are and what
happened to the rest of the party .that kended o&n
Caspak with Bowen Tyler and Lys LaRie will find
the answer In the next five mmlm%l eham@i«% Whieh
conclude this stery. The same pite &g 1A=
terest 18 maintained throughowt the éfafy

HOW TO SUBSCRIBE FOR “AMAZING STORIES.Y Sepd your name,
address and remittamce to Experimenter Publishing €e., 58
New York Clty. Checks and money orders should be made payable to Ex-
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AMAZING STORIES

T e s
- ‘
I wtera-

Mm aetuall photo of a soralll pantt of ore of our hile: ddppariments

OYNE can and does make men elec-
trical experts in 90 days. Coyne stu-
dents learn without books or lessons. They
learn by doing. .. by actuzlly performing

other machinery too numerous to mention.

And here, working on the greatest out-
lay of electrical apparatus ever assembled,
are 1,000 students from every state and pletely. He can make big money as Power

graduates are earning a3 to $800 a month,
The whole world of electricity is open to
the Coyne traimed man. He is traimed com-

every conceivable step on every type o
electrical apparatus,

They learn the theory, operation and re-
pair of storage batiteries, not by looking at

but by actumlly building one com-
) Jete, testing it and operating it. They Jearn
ouse-wiring by actuallly wiring a house.
Step by step, Coyne tm‘min% takes vou
from the simplest first prineiples to the
mest eemplieated switeh beards, great
meters and pewer stations=—always on real
full-sized equipmment in full operatien.

In the great Coyne Shops are mam-
moth control boards. .. there are auto-
mobile chassis . . . here a whole roomful
of illumination equipmernt . . . here farm

every province of Canada.

You learm from men who
know — men who are them-
selves masters of electricity.
Here in this great school,
every student gets individual
attentiion. Training is intense-
ly practiical. No time is wasted
and no student is ever hurried.
In each departfent you may
stay as leng as you like.

The Amazing Oppor-
tunities

These are some of the reasons why Coyne

men are in demand all over the

$100 a week

Many of our graduates
have achieved spectacular
success. One month after

the Great Westerm R. R. at
$100 & week.

Clarence Ackland, living
in the little towm of West
Brooklym, 111, writes: ““To-
day [ am making more
money than ever before in
my life. Some days 1 hav
maidie as high as $75 cllexr.””

any time. Age, lack of ex
cation bars noone. Don’t let lack of money

Plant Operator, Superinten-
dent, Telephome Mam, Con-
stiuctiion Worker, autw, truck
of traetor electrician, battery
fan, Fadio expert, of he can
g0 ifto business for himselff as
eleetrieall eontractor, dealer,
auto ighition of battery expert
and make $3,000 to $20,000 a
yeak,

FREER.R. Fareto Chicago

Coyne training requires 12
weeks, and you may enter at
ience or edu-

hold you back. Our Employment Depart-

ment will assist you to a part-time position
while tigiiming. And right now
our speeial offer pays your rail-
road fare to Chieago as soon as
you énroll.

Get The Facts, FREE

Fimd out now what
Coyne traiining can mean
to you im momney and
future. Simply mail the

eoupon below for FREE
Coyne eatal pages
of pl ; ~.faets. ..
) ?Qb%-.-.-.ga aries. .. opportuni:
ties {n the eleetricall ndustry.
Thisstep dees net ebligate yeu.
S8 aet at enee.

LE L . ¥ E B B B B B B N N _§ N _R_N_§N_ 1

Mr. H. C. Lewis, Prea.,
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOQL, Dept. 37-02
1300 W. Harrison St., Chicago, 1L

power plarntks,. ... dynames. . . motors. ...

{ why our Employment Department secures
a two-story tramsmitting statiom..,. and wwklgy

dozens of positions and why many

Dear Mr. Lewis:
Without obg‘gm'gm send me your bi
detsils of FRE|

|

1

- big free catalog and al] 1

Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employment |}
nd Free Autometive C 1

1

1

]

— rvice, Free Radio and Free Courses. 1 under-
stand 1 will not be bothered by any salesmen.
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL  w-. :
H. C. LEWIS, Pres., Dept. 37-02 DRBFESS .o

Founded 1899
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an still be found in

CHEMISTRY

Good Chemists Command High Salaries

and you can make yourself
independent for life by un-
earthing one of chemlstry §
yet undiscovered secrets.

Do you remember how the tales of pirate gold used to fiire
your imagitaiiion and malke yow want to sail the uncharted
seas in search of treasure and adventure? And then you
would regret that sueh things were no longer done. But that
is a mistake, They ave done—today and everyday—mot on
desert Islands, but In the ehernieal laborateries threughout
YOUEF BWh @euﬂtg@uauﬁ%&m systematicallly, the ehernist werks.
His work is diffieuli, but mere adventurous fhan the Blesd
curdlmg deeds of the Spanish Maim. Instead ef meetin

ahd vielent death 9n sBme forgpiien shere, he g4 €f§

tory apparatus and

wea th and hener ihreugh Ais IAvaluable EoRIFIBULORS 18 RY:
anity. Alfred Nobel, the Swedish chemist whe invenied
dynamiie, made 8 Many millieAs that the 1Aeome algRg from
his Bequests provides Ave $46,099 BH&%% SVﬁQﬁ y@a& e} tHe

Noated Instmuctor, Lecturer and Au-
thor. Formerly Tressufer Ameti-
ican Chemical soclety and a prac-

tical chemist with many well known | advancemRat 6f selefce and peace. fﬂam

:nly'h:s Dr. Shlm:n;et-‘:ﬂght'o?hmins who disesverad Rew 18 Fﬂﬁﬂﬁ %%HF% i Hm HH & Mmil18As

y?nn? yanganlt; emmmefciayl fhi%gh Ehﬁ Ell%EBV%i-y @Y’ﬁ% 3 yé H-

chemistry work, abl@ 9&%@@@ fa; ;sesv Eiﬂ {he wa%&% i;em Hug gases ams

. 1?/ E I3 save saem&a& {63563 | %

any a&km Bagke aaﬁ w mvs 8 fite—ihese
ate oly 4 few BF Ihe 8EEHBS§ ave &OMe
thmugh ihsif EHSP&EEQ i@¥8fﬂSH §

Now Is the Time to
Study Chemistry

Not only are there bpundless op oftumm% fof @miﬁﬁiﬁq
wealth {n Chemistry, but the profeasion afferds
employment at good salaries to hundreds of m@uamm
merely follow out its pregent applicativns.

cations are |nnumerable, teuehling intimat

chemist can_hardlly be ealled wa% at all, 1t 1% {h%

in a chemieal laberatery are Mlledl with thiiiling 4R

prospect of a digrovery that may spell Fortume always at hand e spur yeur

What Some of Our
Students Say of This
Course:

I have not written since I received the blg
set. I can still say that it far exceeded m
anticipatiors, Simce I have been utudylnf wit
your school I have been appointed chemist for
the Serantom Coal Co. testing all the coal and

ash By proximate analysiz. The lessons are
helplng ma wonderfully, and the interesting
way in w are written makes me wait

%a lmﬂw ef eaeh lessen.—MORLAIS COUZ-

1 wlsh to express my appreclation of yeur
prompt reply to my letter and to the recem-
mendation to the General Electrie €o. I in:
tend to start the student engineering ceurge at
the wowks. This ls somewhat all@ng eeg\ié'ai
lines, but the fact that I had 8 recommenda:
tion from a rellable school ne ésubt had een:
siderable influence In hel i% me to seeure the
job.—H. VAN BENTHUYSEN.,

So far ['we been more than pleased with
your course and am still doing nieely. 1 hepe
to ﬂsLour honor graduate this year.=J. M.
NOR

I find your course excellent and your imstrue-
tion, truthfully, the clearest and best assem-
bled I have ever taken, and yours 1s the tifth
one I've studled. —JAMES J.” KELLY,

From the time I was havlng Ghsmim}v it
has never been thus explaimed
;mlw d I nls rem;mmen;l ing yog highhllly whﬂg
tlends, Aan urging them ecome membe
of sueh an oggn#lzatlum—CBAR LES BEN-
JAM .

1 shlll always recommend your scheol to my
friends and let them know how simple your les:
J. AMDAEL.

80ns are.

1 am more than pleased. You dig right in
trom the start. I am going to get somewhere
with this course.
you.—A. A. CAME

I use your lessons cgnatantﬂy as
more thoro| Mgh tha n most  text boekg
secure.—W TIBBS.

Thanking you lor your lessons, which I fimd
not only clear and concise, but wonderfully
Interesting. I am: BT H. TBAYLOR

1 recelved employment in the Congdl S
Gas. Co. 1 appreciate very mueh the %?e

I am so glad that I feund
RON.
ﬂmd h

service of the school Wheh a
was asked for.—JOS. DE&REB

You Can Leara at Home

To qualify for this remarkable calling requires elaborate spesialized tmiming. Fermerly it was /

Recessary to attend a university for geveral years to acquire that tralalng,

highl
plgs'ft m, and let useedura

vision that made him celebrated throughout his leng
instruction from the very beginning is mnde lmms m@ an
wmi atgptnnlmu andhchexinluls lu: Ferrormlnih ! t
- o worl at plays such a large part 1n our fethed 6
Emimeﬂtal Eﬂ“mneﬂt Institute's officiel diploma after you have satls ie’c%{-%
Furnished to Every Student

We give to every student without additiomal charge this
chemlc-ﬂ equipment, Including forty-nime pieces of lahora

suppliles, and forty different dmemlclls
and reagents. These comprise the apparatuz and chemicals
used for the experimental work of the course. The fitted €veryona
heavy wooden box serves not only as a case for the outfit

chemisi outfiti—tthere are no extras to buy with

opportunity of showing you how you can qualify fof 2 high

perfected and thorough system of instruction, you oan now atay at h@me keep your
te you In Chemistry during your spare ti

lchoollng you can tak- our course and equip yourself for immediate ﬁi’i@

laboratory. Dr. Sloane gives every one of his nudem th@ iﬂfﬁQ E

1ng,
Y 8B

Easy Monthly Payiments

pay for it im small monthly nmowmms—sm umuﬂﬂ that u

The cost of our course is rery low, and lneludﬁ t%v’ébfyt‘gllﬁ ¢l

ouf Bonys

of monthly payments plares a chemical edueation wmﬂ% t“% i@
Write us and let us explaln our plam in full—z“@

aaem iiAg é&ﬁ%g %aggﬂgfiél“% ééﬁ“

ahcmi Al
?‘z‘ﬁ@f
Quf

&Q?ll %&ﬁﬁﬁﬁ

Fteaag!

gsend me at

Pleaze
\ﬁthout any oblh:@ o an

iBpnt
* ana Tl B
Fqu%x

DVC?\ i%ﬁm

lh/

H ﬁ‘!’" oYP(? h e%

8
&mm ;, put gﬁtpeﬁmental
i e ” b@u# youF

me 8
JI ye:rr special 80 day off

almsi iR m{- man mimg v;afla The wafk af the
881 §t i ﬁs Hﬁ ¥a g 8t Bl agu? ¢ days J
deligh 1B mm% Witk e allirig 7
EH
but thanks to our / EMICAL
iy s INeTIrOTE

M NEW YORK

Home Extension
Division 3

66- R—W@sl Broadway
York Cit

y

once,

student. Also please

gm of payment apd

but also as a useful laboratory accessory for perferming technical positian without even glving up yeuf present erp mwt
countless experiments. Special 30 Day Offer
Bestdes furnishing the student with his B RAME ooooeeeeeeeenseemineenrenenaes
an additional mcehl oﬁef for V4 T
CHEM[CAL leTlTUTE a short whlle unly You owe it to yourselt ta fiAQ eH g
shout it. Werlte tottay for full information and free i

book "©@pyartunities for Chemists.* sm the e8UPERH
right now while it is fresh in your mind. Or juat

write your name and address on a postal and mail 2

OF NEW YORK, Inc.

HOME EXTENSION DIVISioN 3 S offer In indzaun o O "6 todwy befote o
$6.R—WEST BROADWAY NEW YGRK @\TY  DON'T WAIT—MAIL coupon now) /oy

f/ ADDRESS

"AA. B Mareh,
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Cold Faat Tlomorrow

IDLE THOUGHTS OF A BUSY EDITOR

By HUGO GERNSBACK

ence in paper. We have gone to a great expense to

adopt this excellent paper, which is much smoother

and prints very much better than our former art
paper, which some correspondents felt inclined to call “wrap-
ping paper.” Of course the magazine does not bulk as much
now, and we have made the change enly because so many
people wrote us saying that they did net like the paper.
A vete-taking am@n% sorme 200 peeple breught eut this sur-
prising result—over 190 wete in faver ef the new paper. Of
course this new paper costs us a lot more, but we want, fitst
of all te please yeu.

BEGINNWING with this issue you will note a differ-

L S

The above is the style in which this sort of thing is usually
dished-up by an up-to-date editor, but the plain and un-
varnished truth is that the new paper costs less money than
the old. You probably would not believe this, and class it as
an amazing story. Neveriisiess, it does cost us less. When
we originally brought out Avewarne STORIES, we thought it
necessary to hand you a blg paekage for the money. Henee
the bulky paper. which was made speelally for euf require-
faents. Sueh a paper had never beeh taade befere. Newy It is
known as AMAZING STORIES Bulky Weeave, We are sorry to
diseantinue it, beeause we persenalfly liked it. But we kiew
you will like the hew paper, and that, after all, is what
E6UALS.

* % ¥

As a correspondent remarked to us, the editor of AMAZING
STORIES does not lie on a bed of roses. Quite the comtrary.
The bed is full of thorms, and if there are roses present, I do
not give a scent for them.

It is the most difficalt paper that it has been my good luck
to edit. The strange fact is that there are no two read-
ers who like the same thing. It is astonishing that the
voting coupons show that almost exactly 50 per cent of the
readers heartily dislike one story, whereas the other 50 per
cent laud the same stofy to the skies. Stovies like “Statien
X.” “The Second Deluge,” “The First Men in the Meon,”
“The Red Dust,” all were in this ¢lass. A great many read-
efs wieote very complimentary refarks en these steries and
voted their preferenee for them, and almest exaetly the same
Aumber of readers deneunced the samme steries.

If you, dear reader, were the editor, what would your reac-
tion be to such a condition. Wauld you hesitate about the
next story before publishing it, or would you simply throw
yourself to the fishes and simultameously throw up the
sponge?

I do neither. I simply keep right on smiling, because I
seem to have an idea in the back of my head which during

more lucid moments probably runs somewhat as follows:

“Here we have Awmazong SToRIES, a totally new sort of
magaziime, different from any that has ever been published
anywhere so far. It is, in other words, a pioneer job. No
one ever having published such a magazime, there is no pre-
cedent. Hawing made scientifiction a hobby since I was 8
years old, I probably knew as mueh about it as any one, and
in the long run experience will teach just what type of stery
is aeclaimed by the vast majority. Give the readers the very
best type of steries that yeu ean get held af. Tty eut the
best classies firsk, and get the readers’ reaetions. Whem the
fhagazine has been published fer a year, yeu will have a
pf-eity good {dea what sert ef Stery thakes the greatest ap-
peal.

“In the meanwihile, you are sailing uncharted seas, and as
such you are apt to strike rocks once in a while, but if the
navigating is done skillfully, the magazine raust keep afloat.”

The above is very likely what is happening, evidently we
are not making a mess of it, because we are printing 150,000
copies at the present time, and the sales seern to be climbing
month after month. It is a healthy sigh, and shows that
there is room for the scientifigtion type of magazine,

*x k¥

May we ask you, particularly this month, to fill in the veot-
ing coupon? You will notice it has been changed somewhat.
Several questions as to the illustrations have been included
and we should like to have your reactions in eonneetion with
these questions. The majorﬁty,* as*usuall, will win.

t 3

The $500 Prize Contest annoumced in our December issue
closed just as we were going to press. It has been a most as-
tonishing success, and far surpassed our greatest expectations.
Both the quality and quantity were most gratifying. We re-
ceived no less than 360 manuscripts from all parts of the
woeld. Of course, it was impossible, as yet, to read all of
them. The majority, however, have been guite good and af
astonishing amount of ingenuity was shewn. We shall be-
gin publishing seme of the prize winners Ih an early issye.

While the growth of Awwziwe SworRIES has so far pro-
gressed at a fairly satisfactory rate, we are far from satisfied.
More readers are what we want. As you noticed, we re-
cently put on an advertising section and added the “Discus-
sions” Department. This, by the way, has been widely ac-
claimed and is eagerly read by most of our readers. Now,
it each ene of ouf readers would call the attention of a
friend to Avrezni& STORIES, we should soon be in a position
te add 50 per cent more text to the fhagazime. It Is euf alm
te get out a boek with at least 150 pages, duting the coming
year. If you want it—boost AMrwAING STORIES,

Mr. Hugo Gernsback speaks every Monday at 9 P. M. from WRNY on various scientific and radio subjects.
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Not more than three hundred yards distant Fese an enefious structure in the shape of a Zeppelin. It required a second glance to
observe this fact, as the huge creation steod on its end instead of lying horizontal as de the ordinary flylinpeshiips. .
This was no mere bubble of varnished cloth.
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(Transerilved from the field notes of James B. Standifer, Secretary DeLong Geographical Expedition to
the Rio Infiernillo, Peru, with introductory note by J. B. S.)

Seenatedqry's’ s Note

HIES stramgee, not to sey simisséer, record! of the

Dellomy Geogragiiced! Epedition to the de-
partimeat of Aysoexbbp, Peny, is here givem (o the
putbliic in order that a widkr circidativon of the fiacts
heveiin set forthh may lead to somee solutidon of the
enigmess witth wiliath thizs namatbiee is ladien.

Thesee field notess have beem prisatébly cénmlated
amony the membeess of the Delony Gsoggusphical
Socixtyy, and the addendic to this accoumt wwittien
by our presittfewt, Hilliertt H. Dellany, have mproved
higiilly gretiifingmg to the writbter. No doulbit tiis
effontt at publicityy will bringy formecdd enotterr end
equallly imbrestibipg hinypoltessis.

It is havdlly necessaryy to warm readenss who de-
votke themsebless exclusiiebly to fiction thatt this rec-
ord is not for tiem.

Fittidom deals im prodadilfitss,; geograpbksab! so-
ciefivss, unifrtdnatebely, are confimetl o fastbs. Fic-
tiom is a recovd] of imagiteayy evembs, whictk, reer-
thelbsss, adhensss to and explaiies humeon epppetionce.
Facts confiinmedlfy stgp outsiide of ewpeniéemee and
offer viddlezs and monzistossities.

Thuss, in a way, fictiom is moecth truer tham flad
Fittéon is gemmediiedd truthh; it is an inbrenwtional

legal temdbrr accrediitdd evemyubhese; facit {3 a wery
speciall tvuthh, whicth passess cuwnenit orly wilth #he
mostt discemwigg-oror wilth mone.

Thenoffoee, the writter wislies heantitjy to com-
mend] the greatt Amesicann scvamibée afteer fliction,
It showss our emligiténadd putblitc wisliess to get @t
the real umiisesabl truthhs of Liffe, witllouht sasing
prenitess momemss on swucth improibbbliligses as sei-
ence, histbryy, archenlbyyy, biognaphyy, inventidon end
expllanationn,

To the last of thiss censonced list thesee fleld nwtes
umifrhinataliely bedtong.

Im conclagitow. the writter wistiess to admiit thait he
famoss the Incam theanyy in explaitidgg thiks nesrsative,
and the readhrr is waineell thait thiss prejiwdiee Wvay
color thesee notess. Howmswesr, it has net beer #he
writte)Ss intboiiion to do vinlhntee, © threugih @y
twibtiiag of faott, to the Bolsliewikk theony of IMhof.
Demsitiisis Z. Demsttidvicich, the Rumemigan attaché
to the expediftonn, or to the Joditun hypettksiss of our
estoarmedd presiddent, the Hom. Gilbenit H. IREH1g,
tham wibarm, be it said, no mam is mone tolesanit of
the viewss of ofierss—JIdfueses B. Sanditer, See.
Dell.. Geo. BExp,, Sepit. 17, 1919,

Transartibbers s Note

HE wrilter mett the Delomy Geographiced! Fx-
pedittdon. at Colom in June, 1918, on its wey
to New Yord. His curigsityy was strongdyy careused
by the faatt thait every memideer of the party, evem to
the twentiyidonsyepeatenld secrettayy of the . esxpedi-
tiom, seemmitl to be sufféringg frorm somie nMeeWEMS
complaiiit in the nabwee of shell sdhodk.
Att thatt timee the writber weas corrstipmedant fior
the Assswidtded Presss and he natnniby saw a “story”
in the retwnivigy scephiss, Affder some effortt and

liatidon. at all waes thatt the recondl be gifem in ex-
tenso, “jurr the bemefllf)” he staited, “of fultwee ond
more studidoas gaqeeradiions.”

Im Faatt, throughbavut the wrilees's assoeiaildnn With
himy, Mv. Standififier seemnel of a souws;, not 10 oy
miganiifopipic disgesition. Hik sateasin, Wwhidh he
hurits at the Ameridann fletionreediigg pudicc i Wis
preffadoyy noty, is based entitelyy, the ywwilesr be-
liecass, on the faott thait Stwwlilifer wroee a book of
traet! called “Raindeer in leelandd)” whitdh he pub-

lighastl at his own

pevsuasidon, he odtiined
My, Standdigfies’s ffadtd mates
and photoyappss. The

photaraphés were mprac-
ticallly wortifiéess on ac-

eountt of the ddeieicordtion
of the flims. Andl a sin-
gle glamee thnaughph the
noks showet! him that
they wenee not ppraticable
“a. P wmalkgidgl. After
meeth  econsitibesdition and

TY amy one weree to ask us for a pevifect examplele of the

svaammﬁw:nn stanyy, we woullll pentlapps inkinbéitbiingly
say “Whe Greasm Spbidedscs.” Heree is a stamy thait snives
scigncee withy ficiton to ther ndh degreec. W i3 a stoyy that
will persssst in yaurr wemesyy Kor wanyy yearss. Yo qen
newsr foeget it. Thesn, alswm, yous will gett meree owt of 4t
by readitgg it a seeondd and thited timee mmzuamz dill the
Wskt tomee. WL eaeth readigg e sy 1PRERE,
amdl 1t ailll gilee Yo mure Resd Koy theiabh.  FRSpe, (HeN,
i the s@mmﬁe%n sy ;aw pxeehRsE e, AN W EWIDW
1 advansec Wl Wieh you, T I youlr YOUIIEg BOWRGN, (hHS
Sy WL Fele it

RReRse
and whitdh enitebly failed
to sell. Thait, no dowdt, 45
enougih to aecidilbiee #he
swenitebt disguiion, bt
in a way it goes to Prove
thait Stendiigfes’s noss on
the Peruvidin eLyReRiion
are a panesithg and -
eval seivgg fonbn of @en-
uihee expucBRess, or a
perticedl of his beek en-

mamy  diswussidons  Wigh
Mv. Standdfifier, the writter —~
decidd] thait the only possilibe forrme in whitth tihese
strangge memoveadda could be placed beforce Uhe pub-
lie was in the guitse of fittion.

Unfantimaistyly thiss disguisee is neittieer deep nor
eleverlly dome. The crude outliiee of the actuall oc-
euriness destteyys all appraanth to plot. Mamy of
e ineidbniss are imellwemht, but the only coeddition
Hpon WhiLdh M. Swneiifer woulld agres to thids pub-

tideel, “Reaneigeer i lee:-
land,” whitdh the wviler
punctinsedd foorm My. Sterwidifer forr fitty-fourr ceants,
showss its auttiorr has absoluttt)y no irimagination
wiatboeer.

It is hardlly wortih whilte to add thait the cxplon-
atory note appendbed] to thiss namatbive by thatt dis-
tingyighédd scholar and auttiory, the Righ: Aoner-
able Gilbentt H. Dellangy, has not been toustiesti by
this pem—IT. S., Septt. 27, 1919,
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ENOR IGNACIO RAMADA, prefect of
the department of Ayacucho, tapped his
red lips under his mustache to discour-
age an overpowering yawn. It was mid

‘ sizsttg, high noon. He had been routed

out of profound slumber by his chbbbe—Huyy—and

presented with a long, impressive document with a

fed seal. Neow he stood in the Salle des Artes of

the gevernor’s mamsion, holding Ian his hand the
letter of intioduetion from the presit@eige of the

Lima Soeiedad de Geegrafieo, very much impressed

even amid his sleepiness by the red seal of the

Seciedad and by the ereaking new equipment of his

gallers.

“How, searess, can I assist in such a glorious
undertaking?” he inquired in Spanish.

“We need guides,” explained Prof. Demetriovich,
who was the linguist of the party.

“Where does your jourmey carry you, cabel-
lerog?”’ inquired the offfiial, crackling the parch-
ment in his hand.

“To the region beyond the Mantare, called the
Valley of the Rio Infiernillo.”

Seficrr Ramada came out of his sleepiness with
a sort of siart.

l(No!"

l(YeS'll

The prefect looked at his guests.

“Sfiress, no one goes there.”

Petiwwiick, the engineer, smiled.

“If the region were quite well known, Sefior
Ramada, it would hold little attraction for a geo-
graphical exploration party.”

“Well, that’s truwe,” agreed the prefect after a
moment's thought, “but it will be quite difficult to
get a guide for that place; in fact—" here he swept
his visitors with a charming smile—"the better a
man knows that region, the farther he keeps away
from It. Seriously, gentlemen, why not explore
more hosplitable locality, where one ¢an find a com-
fortable inn at night and procture relays of llamas
whenever necessary, for your baggage?”

Petimwick smiled friendlily.

“We did think of exploring the suburbs of Lima,
but the street service was so bad—"

“Do you read novels?” inquired Standifer, the
young secretary of the expedition.

“Why—yes,” admitted the prefect, taken aback.
*“I am fond of Cisneros, Lavalle, Arestegui—"

The secretary pressed his lips together, nodded
disdainfully and without further remark looked
away through the entramce into the diamond-like
brilliance of tropical sunshine in wmoumtainous
regions.

The prefect stared. “Skfiory,” he said rather
sharply, “if you do not approve my literary taste—"

Petiwvick stepped to the little Spaniard’s side and
whispered quickly:

“Overlook it, sefar, overlook it. Literature is a
tender point with him. He has lost one hundred
and fifity-four dollars and forty-seven cents on an
unprofitable literary venture. In fact, he is a
young auwthor.”

He nodded confidentially at the prefect.

The offiiziial, with Latim delicacy, nodded back and
patted Pethwick’s arm to show that all was again
well. Pethwick then said aloud:
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“So we shall have to try to find our own way into
the Valley de Rio Infiernillo?”

Ramada looked worried. Presentlly he slapped
his hand on a mahogany sword cabinet that glowed
warmly in the subdued light of the sallle.

“Sioresk?” he cried, rattling the letter of intro-
duction with his left hand. *It shall never be sald
that the prefect of the department of Ayacucho did
not exert plenary powers to aid in diselosing to
the world the enormeus riches of his province and
his native laundl!”

“So we may expect something?” inquired M.
Demetriovich.

“I have the power to force some one to go with
you,” dramafically announced Ramada.

“Whom?” asked Standifer, locking around.

“Natuwedllly my authority doesn't extend over
freemen,” conditioned the prefect.

“Your slaves?” inquired the secretary.

“Sir,” annoumced the prefect, “wherever the
Peruwvian banner waves, Freedom smiles!™

“What at?” inquired the literal secretary.

As the governor was about to take new offense
the old Rumanian hastily inquiired:

“Whom do we get, Sefimr Ramada?”

“Storess, a garroting has been widely and 1 be-
lieve successfully advertised to take place on the
fifth of August. If I may say it, caballenass, my
political career depends in great,measure on meet-
ing fully and completely the thrills offered by the
prospectuses. The executions will be followed by
a bull-flight. It was, gentlemen, if I may say it, it
was to be the turning point of my political career,
upon the prestige of which I meant to make my
race for the presidency of our republic.

“Gentlemen, a time comes in the life of every
statesmamn when he can sacrifice his country to his
personal ambition, or his personal ambition to his
country. That moment has now come in the life
of Gonzales Pizarro Ramada. Gentlemen, I make
it. Gentlemen, I am going to remit the extreme
penalty placed by the cores upon a murderer and
a highwayman and permit them to go with you,
gentlemen, as guides into the Valle de Rio In-
figemiilin.”

Petimwick, who had been smiling with immense
enjoyment at this rodomontade, straightemed his
face.

“A murderer and a highweaymnam!™

“Charming fellows,” assured the prefect. “I
often walk down to the carcel and converse with
them. Such chie/ Such origimal ideas on the con-
fiscafiton of money—really very emttert:aimimg!™

The expedition looked at the eulogist a moment.

“Give us a minute to talk this over, Sefianr Ra-
mada?” requested M. Demetriovich.

The prefect made the accentuated bow of a poli-
ticiam, adding that the republic would be proud to
furnish chains and handcuffs to guaramtee that her
sons did their duty in the discharge of a patriotic
function.

The three gentlemen of the DeLong Gengraphical
Expedition spent an anxious five minutes in debate,

Presently Pethwick calledl:

“Sdforr Ramada, are you absolutely sure we can-
not procure guides who are less—questionahble for
this jowrney?”
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“Gentlemen, to be frank,” said the prefect, who
had also been studying over the matter, “I doubt
very much whether either Cesare Ruano or Pablo
Pasca would be willing to accompany you under
those terms. I cannot force them. The law pro-
hibits any unusual or cruel infliction of the death
penalty and to send them to the Valley of the Rio
Infiernillo would fall under that prohibition.”

The four men stood meditating in the Salle des
Armes. Professor Demetriovich stirred.

“Let’'s go have a talk with them,” he suggested.

@&N’FRWRY to Ramada’s fears, Cesare Ruano,
the man-killer, and Pablo Pasca, the road-
agent, proved wlilling te escort the party to the Rio
Infiernillo. So on the following day the expedition
set forth with the legs of the convicts chained under
their mules’ bellies.

Ayacucho turmed out en masse to watch the de-
parture of so distinguished a cavalcade, and it
might as well be admitted at once that none of the
adventurers made so brave a showing or saluted
the villagers with more graceful bows tham did
Cesare Ruano or Pablo Pasca. In fact, they divided
the plaudits of the crowd about equally with the
prefect, who kept murmuring to Pethwick:

“Not a bad stroke, Sefiar Petiwick, not a bad
stroke.”

The legs of the convicts were chained, naturally,
to prevent any sudden leave-taking, but this plan
held disadvantages. When one of the llama packs
became loosened, either the scientists had to bungle
the job themselves or take the leg-cuffs off their
prisoners and allow them to dismount and do it for
them. This entailed endless chaining and unchain-
ing, which quickly grew monotonous and at lemgth
was abandoned after the geographers had exacted
a solemn pledge of the two cutthroats not to run
away. That much of the contract the guides kept
to the letter. They never did run away, although
the compamy- lost them.

M. Demetriovich retaimed the mamacles on the
horn of his saddle, where, he told Petinwick, he
hoped their jingle would have a great moral effect,

Oddly enough both the convicts were entirely
innocent of the charges preferred against them,
upon which they were convicted and so nearly
executed.

Pablo Pasca told the whole circumstamce to Peth-
wick. He, Pablo, did meet an old man one freez-
ing July night in a mountain pass on the road to
Ayacucho. They stopped and held some converse and
Pablo had bortowed from him two hundred and
forty-seven sols. Then what did this ingrate of a
creditor do but beat his head against a tree, break
an armh, go before a magistiaddo and charge Pasca
with highway robbery.

Pablo’s black eyes fliashed as he related the inci-
dent. He had been amazed at such calumny, which
he could not disprove. The jury believed the old
wretch and sentenced Pablo to the garrote.

However, the One Who Ruled the Earth knew
the truth, and Pasca prayed every night that he
should not have his spinal cord snapped on such an
unjust charge. So the One Who Ruled sent this
soclety of fine gentlemen and scholars to fratermize
with Pablo and to 1ift him to an exalted station.
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So he, Pablo, supposed now all the neighbors saw
that his oath, as strange as it sounded, was true
to the last jot and title. The padre in his visits to
the careel had taught Pablo a little verse which he
should never forget: “Seest thou a man diligent
in his profession—he shall sit before kings.”

Cesare Ruano did not go so much into detail as
did his fellow guide and friend, but he told Peth-
wick that the crime for which he was sentemced to
the garrote was trivial and with a shrug of his
shoulders let it go at that.

The triwvial affair, however, had left a number
of marks on Ruano’s persom, all of which the Aya-
cucho police had tabulated. A copy of this table
was given M. Demetriovich in order that he might
advertise for Cesare in case he should desert.

Pethwick read the inventory. It ram:

Cesare Ruano, a chaily, 27 years, reddish yellow, height
5ft, 7in., weight 84 kilos, (189 lbs), muscular, broad
face, prominent cheek-bones, straight nose with wide
nostrils, very white teeth, handsome. Scars: from right
eyebrow through the right cheek to the lobe of emr;
from left side of neck to the middle of chest bome;
horizontal scar from nipple to nipple, tifle or pistol
wound in right leg, two inches above knee; three buck-
shot in baek, one in left butteck; little toe on left foot
missing. Dispesition uneommunicative, but of pleasant
address and cheerful until Ireitated. A very handy man.
Note: In ease of arrest, officers are advised to shoeot
befere aeeesting Ruane.

the fiirst few nights the trawelers found
lodginigs at little mountain inns, whese red-
peaked roofs of tiles were pulled down like caps
over tiny eye-like windows. The tumri-like ef-
tiamee to sueh a hestelry always looked like a blaek
meuth squared in herror at semething it saw across
the mowntains.

This was much the same expression that the
proprietor and guests wore when they learned the
trawelers were bound for the Rio Infiernillo.

Pablo Pasca always broke the news of their des-
tination in rather dramatic style to the gamesters
and hangers-om with which these centers of moun-
tain life were erowded.

“Safioresd,” he would haramgue, “you see before
you a man sentemced to death; but because no gar-
rote could affect his throat, so hard has it become
from drinking gin, the prefect decided to send him
on a jourmey to the Rio Infiernillo! Let us drink
to our good fortune!™

This announcement usually brought roars of ap-
plause and laughter. Once a roisterer showted:

“But your companions; what caused them to be
sent?”

And Pablo answered with a droll gesture:

“One is a murderer; the rest are Americons!”

It made a great hit. The crowd invited Pable to
share its brandy.

However, after these introductions the landlord
would presently stop laughing and after some ques-
tions invariably warn the scientists against their
“mad undertaking.” On two such occasions the
proprietor became so earnest and excited that he
begged the sefionass to walk out with him up the
mountaim-side to see for themselves the terrors that
confronted them.

Pethwick never forgot his flirst glimpse of the
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mystery that colored his thoughts and dreams for
the remainder of his life.

The night was clear but moonless. The party
climbed uncertainly in darkmess up a scarp of
boulders and spurs of primitive rock. The landlord
picked his way toward a clump of calisaya trees sil-
houetted against the sky. The chill air was shot
with the fragtamee of mountain violets. The elimb-
ers lent each other hands until the landlord reached
a pretruding root and then everybody scrarbled up.

Pethwiick dropped down breathless at the foot of
the tree, his heart beating heavily. At first he was
faintly amused at his host's promise of a portent,
but this amusement vanished presently amid the
solemnity of night and the mountains.

The very stars above him wore the stramge aspect
of the Southerm constellations. Against their glim-
mer the Andes heaved mighty shoulders. Peak be-
yond peak, they stood in cold blackness, made more
chill and mysterious by the pallor of snow-fields.

The whole group shivered in silence for several
minutes. At last M. Demetriovich asked with a
shake in his Spamisi:

“Well, amigm, what is there to see?”

“Wait,” began the landlord.

At that moment a star shot far out against the
blackness.

“Mlik!”’ gasped the Peruvian.

Pethwick shivered and grinmed. He had brought
them up to see a shooting star.

“But wait!” begged their host, sensing the en-
gineer's mirth.

Almost at once from where the star seemed to
strike arose a faint, glowing haze as indefinite as
the Milky Way. It must have been miles distant.
In front of it two or three massifs were outlined
and others, farther away, were dimly ,trumcated
by its radiance.

The huépeel drew a long breath,

“Now there lies the Rio Infiernillo,” he chattered.
“It is a land from which no man returns alive.
have known many men to go, sefioness, thinking
surely there must be great treasure where so much
danger lay—and there may be, sefioress. No man
can say. Every man has his opinion about the
matter. I will tell framkly what mine is—"

He paused, evidently waiting for some one te
urge his ogpinion.

Instead, Standifer spoke up:

“My opinion is it's a meteor and a phesphereseent
display whieh sometimes fellows.”

The landlord laughed through the darkness with
immense seorn of sueh & puerile 8pinioR: '

“"What is yours?” inquired Pethwick,

“Shiresd,” defined the taverm-keeper solemnly,
“that stream is called the Rio Infiernillo for a very
good reason. For there every night comes the devil
to dig gold to corrupt the priests, and—and, of
course, the Protestants, too,” he added charitably.
“But he can never do it, Sefiarees. Let him dig till
he scoops down the mountains and reaches his own
eountry, which is the source of the Rio Infiernillo—
he will never do iit!”

“Has any one ever seen where he has dug?”
asked Pethwick, amused again.

“Si, sefomr]’
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“I thought you said no one ever went over there
and got back alive,” observed Pethwick carelessly.

A slight pause; then the landlord explained :

“This man only lived a few minutes after he fell
into my door. I saw him. His hair was white.
He was burmed. I heard his last words. No one
else heard him.”

This was uttered with such solemnity that Peth-
wick never knew whether it was an account of some
weird tragedy of the mountains or whether it was
cut out of whole cleth.

That night after Pethwick had gone to bed in
the upper story of the hostelry, while the laughing
and drinking flowed steadily below, it occurred to
him that it was odd, after all, that the landlord
should have led them on such a clamber to see a
shooting star and a haze—and the two phenomena
should have occurred so promptly.

N the following night another landlord led

them out on the same mission and showed

them the same set of wonders. His explanation was
even more fantastie tham the fiist,

Before the party retired that second night, Peth-
wick asked of M. Demettrioviieh:

“Profiessor, what is the probability that two
meteors should perform the same evolutions in the
same quarter of the sky and apparently strike in
about the same place on two nights in suceessiom?”

“I'd thought of that problem,” returmed the
savant yawning. “In fact, I have set down some
tentative fiiguress on the subject.” Here he referred
to a little note-book. *“It is roughly one chance in
two-million.”

“Small,” observed Pethwick.

“That was for the stars alone. For two stars to
fall in the same regitm, each time followed by a
phosphorescence, diminishes the probabiltiy to ene
chance in eight trillion.”

Pethwick whistled softly.

“In fact, it was not a meteorite we saw,” con-
cluded the professor, crawling into bed.

CHAPTER 11

ABLO PASCA shouted something from per-
haps a hundred yards up the trail. He was
hidden from the string of toiling riders by

a fold in the precipice. Pethwick looked ahead and
saw two vultures launch themselves out over the
abyss. One swung back down the face of the moun-
tain and passed within forty feet of the party, its
feathers whistling, its bald, whitish head turning
for a look at the intruders and its odor momenmiarily
tainting the eold wind,

A moment later the engineer saw the two guides
had dismounted and their mules were snorting and
jerking on the very edge of the precipice. The
men themselves were staring at something and
Pasca seemed almost as panie-stiiiken as the ani-
mals. The unguietness spread rapidly dewn the
string of baggage-carriers.

Petiwvick slid off his mount and hurtied forward,
slipping inside the llamas and dodging past the
uncertain heels of the mules. He came out by the
side of Pablo to a queer, niot to say gruesome sight.

In the air circled eight or ten vultures. They had
been frightened from a row of skeletons, which
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evidently were articulated on wires and iron rods
and stood before the trawelers in the awkward
postures such objects assume. Among the things,
Petimwick recognized the whitened frames of snake,
condor, sheep, vicufia, purna, monkey and at the
end, standing upright, the bones of a man.

The specimens were accurately spaced around
the end of the traiil, for this was the last of the
road. The skulls grinmed fixedly at the DeLong
Geographical Expedition. In the gusty wind the
arms of the man swung and beat agalnst his thigh
bone in a grotesque ttawesty of mirth.

Something touched Pethwiiok from behind. He
turmed with a shudder and saw Standifer. The
secretary of the expedition looked at the assem-
blage for a moment, them drew out his note-book
and pen, gave the pen a filllp to start a flow of ink
and methodically jotted down the list before him.
When he had finisirdl he glanced up Inqulringly as
he rescrewwed the top on his writing imstrument.

“Don’t suppose any one is moving a museum, eh,
Pethwick?”*

“No,” said the engineer, studying the fifigunes.

“You don't think so?” surprised.

“Certaimly natt!”

“Huh!” Standifer drew forth his book again.
“Makes a sort of little mystery of it, doesn't it?”

And he jotted down this fact.

Prof. Demetriiovich made his observation on the
probable source of the objects before them.

“Standifer’s hypothesis is not as bad as it
sounds, Pethwick,” observed the savant.

“You don’t mean these really belong to some
sciemtist?” cried the emgineer.

“I think their arramgement proves it.”

The engineer looked at the professor curiously.

“These skeletons are arramged in the order of
their evolutionary develkopmeant.™

A glafice showed this to be the case and it rather
surprised Pethwick.

“Does that hold any significamoe?"

M. Demetriovich walked over to the frame of
the puma and shook it slightly as he inspected it.

“It would suggest a scientist arramged these
specimens. A savage of a rustic would have been
more likely to have strung them out aceording to
size, or else he would have mixed them higgledy-
piggledy, and the probability that he would have
hit on their evolutienary order would have been
remote indeed.” The professer gave the puma’s
bones anether shake. “Besides that, this articula-
tion s very eleverly dene—toe eleverly for wnprae-
tised hands.”

“But why should a scientist leave his specimens
out like this?” demanded the engineer in amaze-
ment.

“To begin with, this seems to be the end of the
trail—the shipping-point, so to speak, and for the
further reason that water boils at a very low tem-
perature at this altitude.”

As the professor’s fimgers had touched some par-
ticles of flesh still adhering to the puma’s verte-
brae, he stepped across to a little patch of snow,
stooped and washed his hands in it.

His two companions stared at him.

“Water boiling at a low temperature—allittiode—
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what’s that got to do with 1t?” interrogated the
engineer.

The scientist smiled.

“I thought you would see that. If boiling water
is too cool to clean the bones properly, here are
some very trustworthy assistants above us.”

M. Demetriovich indicated the vultures still
soaring owerhead.

The secretary, who had been scribbling rapidly
during the last part of this discourse, now crossed
out a few lines on a former page with the remmrlk:
“Well, there is no mystery to it after all.”

“But look here!” ecxlaimed Petiwick.
scooped!”

“What do you mean—scooped?” asked the old
Rumanian.

“Somebody has beaten us to this ffeddl.
are rival explorers in these moumtains.”

“Tut, tut,” chided the old man. “You should say,
my dear Petfiwwiick, we have ‘colleagues’ instead of
‘rivals,” I am charmed to believe they are here. We
must get with them and tey to be of assistamce to
them.”

The kindly old scientist stared away among the
great bluish peaks, speculating on where his “col-
leagues” would be.

“But look here,” objected Standifer in alzmm;
“there will be another secretary with that expedi-
tion, grabbing all this literary material—"

“Lads, lads,” reproached the old savant, “you
have yet to learn the opulence of nature. She is
Inexhaustifble. This party, another party, Aty
parties tolling at the same time could never fathom
all the marvels that lle under the sweep of our gaze.
Why, gentlemen, for instamee, in Bucharest I and a
colleague worked for thiee years on the relation of
the olfactory system of catarrhine menkeys with
that of human beings. Our effert was te approxi-
mate in what apoeh the sense of smell became of
secondary impertamee to humanity, This, of
course, would mark a great change in the mede of
living ameng men.

“As I say, we spent thiee years on the two nervous
systems and yet our discoveries were most dis-
similar. Now, what are a few white nerve-threads
to all this wilderness of snow and boulders? Your
fears are quite baseless.”

“We're

There

IS two companions laughed, half ashamed of

their jealousy, and then inspected the scene
before them, which up till now had beea lost in
the grisly detail of the skeletons.

The mountain side on which they stood dropped
away in an enormous declivity fully a mile and a
half deep and led into a vast and sinister wvalley
that stretched toward the northeast until its folds
and twists were lost among the filashing peaks.

The extraordinary part of the scene was that in-
stead of spreading the vivid green of the tropics
below the ttee-line this great depressiom looked
black and burned. The ensemble recalled to Peth-
wick certain rematkable erosions he had seen in the
West of the United States. Only here, the features
were slashed out with a gigantism that dwarfed our
western canyons and buttes.

And there was another striking difference. In the
North American West the Grand Canyon and the
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Yosemite glow with a solemn beauty. The chasm
looked like the raw and tertible wound of flire. Its
blackened and twisted aeclivities might have been
the scars of some tertiible torment.

A river lay thiough the center of this cicatrix, and
glthough later it pioved nearly half a mile wide, it
was reduced to a mere rivulet amid sueh eyelopean
setting. It twisted in and out, now lost to view,
now shimmering in the distamee, everywhere tak-
ing the eelor of its surroundings and leoking for
the world like onie of those dull, spreading adders
winding thiough the valley.

Pethwiick now fully understwod why the Indians
had given the peculiar name to the river. It was
a sobriquet any human being would have hestowed
upon it at first glimpse. It required no guide to
tell Pethwick he was looking down upon the Rio
Infiernillo.

“This is the place, sefion;,” said Pablo Pasca.

“Do we start back from here?”

Pethwick looked at him in surprise.

“We'll spend the next sixty days in this valley.”

“I mean Cesare and myself, sefior;”” explained the
Zambo in hangdog fashion.

“You and Ceszre!”

“We have shown you the Valley of the Rio In-
fiemiilbo—tHhiat was all we promised, sefior;,” pursued
Palblo doggedly.

Ruano glanced aroumd.
Pablo!”

“You are not going into this den of Satam, are
you?” cried Pablo to the murderer. “Past these—
these”—he nodded at the skeletons.

Ruano grimmed, showing two rows of big white
teeth. “I'll go help make some more skeletons,” he
said carelessly.

Pethwick began to explain away Pasca's fears.

“Those are nothing but the specimens of a sei-
entific expedition, Pablo.”

“Do scientific expeditions collect skeletong?”
shuddered the thief.

"YES.”

“Will you do that?"

“Very probably.”

“And leave them for the birds to pick?”

“If we don’t boil them.” Pethwick grew more
amused as the fears of his guide mounted.

“Dias Misl? What for?”

“To study them,” laughed the emgineer,

Pahblo turmed a grayish yellow.

“And you kill men and let the buzzards pick their
bones—to study them?"” aspirated the half-breed.
“Will you kill me—and Ruano?"

“Certaimly not!” ejaculated Pethwiclk, quite
shocked. “What a silly idiea!”

“But the other gang did, sefor;” cried the
Zambo, nodding at the skeleton of the man at the
end of the line, “and no doubt, sefion;, they told
their guide that all was well, that everything was
as it should be, until one fine day—pang!”

“And here he stands, grinning at me, slapping
his knee to see another big fool go down the scarp.”

At such a hideous suspicion all three sciianttists
began a shocked denial.

What did Palblo take them for—ghouls? They
were civilized men, scientists, professors, engineers,
authors

“Speak for yourself,
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“Then why did you choose for guides two men
condemned to death unless it was to kill them and
stay within the Low?”

They reassured the robber so earmestly that he
was half convinced, when unfortumately an extra
gust of wind set the skeleton clapping his knee
again.

The gruesome mirth set Pablo almost in a
frenzy.

“Etuet! Yes! But how did the other party get
their man? No doubt they found a dead mam in
this devil’'s country! Oh, yes, dead men are fre-
quent in this place where men never go! They
didn't kill their guide to study his bones. Oh, ne!
Not at all! Ha! Ne! He dropped dead. Very
reasonable! Hel”

With a yell he dropped his mule’s rein and leaped
for the mouth of the trail.

TYUT Cesare Ruano was quicker than the thief.
L) The murderer made one 1eap, eaught the g
Zambe by the sheulder and bf@ugi\t hirm in a huddle
6f the stones.

The robber shrieked, screamed, began a chatter-
ing prayer.

“Oh, Holy Mary! Blessed Virgin! Receive my
soul! T am to be killed! Blessed Queen!”

The words seemed to arouse some sort of anger
in Cesare, for the big fellow shook Palblo till his
teeth rattled.

“Shut up squeaking, you rabbit! Can’t you tell
when a man is about to murder you? These are
gentlemen! You will stay with this party, coward!
and do the work! You will help me! I will not
leave them and neither will you. Sihe?”

As he accented this “Sa??” with a viclent
shake, Pablo’'s head nodded vigorously whether he
wanted it to or not.

Oddly enough the troumeing seemed to reassure
Pasca more than all the arguments of the sciemtists.

“You are a shrewd man, Cesare,” he gasped as
soon as he was allowed to speak. “Are you sire they
won't hurt ws?”’

Ruano laughed again, with a flash of teeth.

“They can’t hurt me. I could mash these little
men with my thumb. Whom are you afraid of,
Pablo—the old gray man who can haedly wallk?”

“Why, no,” admitted the thief looking at M.
Demetriovich.

“Or of that bean-pole boy, whose head is so weak
he cannot remember the simplest thing without
writing it n & book.”

“Nor him either,” agreed Pablo with a glance at
Standifer.”

“Or the engineer who cannot lift a hand without
gasping for brezth?”

“Anyway,” argumed Pasca, half convinced, “how
did those other geographers manage to kill their
guide? Perhaps they shot him when he was
asleep.”

“They were not geographers,” snapped Ruano,
“at least they were not like these men.”

“How do you know?”

“Could another such a party be in the mountains
and all the country not hear of 1t? Even in prison
we heard the great American scientists were going
to the Rio Infiernillo, Then take these men—weuld
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they tie all these bones together if they wanted to
pack them on llamas to Ayacucho? You know they
would not. They would take them apart and put
them in sacks until they reached America.”

“Why, that’s a fact,” agreed Pasca, staring at
the skeletons with new Interest. “"Certaimly no
llama would carry one of these things.” He stared
a moment longer and added: “But perhaps these
other scientists were also fools and did not think of
that.”

“Then they would not have had wit enough to
kill their guide. It takes some wit to kill a man,
Pahllo, I assure you.”

Naturallly the geographers had been listening to
this very candid opinion of their party. Now M.
Demetriovich inquired, not without a certainm re-
spect in his voiee:

“Shifier Ruamo, I may be wrong in my judgment.
How do you think those skeletons came here?”

“Surorr, returmed the convict respectfully, “this
is the Rio Infiernillo. I think the devil put them
here to scare men away, so they cannot look into
hell while they are alive. Because if they had a
look, sefimn;, it would be so horrible they would
change their lives, become good men and go to
heaven—and so the devil would lose patronage.”

Standifer, who was chagrimed with Ruano’s de-
seription of himself, grunted out the word “bar-
barous.” Pethwick shouted with laughter.

With a blush Standifer drew out his notebook. As
he did so, he said to Cesare:

“These entries are made, not because I lack in-
telligence, as you seem to thimk, but because I am
the offiiciiel secretary of this expedition; besides I am
an author. I wrote a book called “Reindeer in Ice-
land.”

A fit of coughing seized Pethwick.

“I meant nothing by what I said, Sefmr Standi-
fer,” explained Ruamo, “except to hearten this rab-
bit. Think nothing of it” He turmed to the erowd
as a whole. “We will never get the mules and llzmas
past the skeletons, so we will have to remove the
skeletons past the mules and Mamas.”

This plan recommended itself to the whol@g;&rty
and everybody set to work. The men lugged the
things past the trembling animals and finally lined
them up behind the cavalcade. They placed the hu-
man frame at the head of the tmoop, just as they
had found it.

As Pethwick rode away he looked back at it
There it stood, representing the summit of crea-
tion, the mastempiece of life. It rattled its phalanges
against its femur and grimmed a long-toothed grin
at the vast joke of existence—am evellftiomary
climb of a hundred-million years, a day or two of
sunshine, a night or two of sleep, a little stirring, a
little looking aroumd, and poof! back it was where
it had started a hundred million years ago. No
wonder skeletons grim!

the forward jourmey it tramspired that Cesare
Ruano had obtaimed a sort of moral ascendency
over the whole party.
He certainly had set the whole crowd straight
about the skeletons. They had talked for an hour
to decide where they came from and in half a dozen
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words Cesare proved to them they knew nothing
about the matter whatsoever.

Another thing that gave Cesare prestige was his
abrupt quelling of Pasca’s desertion. Without
Cesare, the Zamho would have escaped. Nene of
the scientists would have aeted in time te stop his
headlong ffigghe,

Civilization has the unfortunate effect of slow-
ing up men’s mental operations in emergencies. In-
deed, civilization places such a premiurh on fore-
sight that a clvilized man lacks ability to live from
instant to instant. The ordinary American lives
usually in next month or next year, but he is rarely
at home in the “now” and “here.”

This quality of concentration on the future is a
splendid thing for developing inventions, building
great businesses, painting great pictures, writing
novels and philosophies, but it works badly indeed
for guarding conviets, who invariably belt in the
present tense.

Cesare used his new authority to possess him-
self of a riifle.

“We don't know just who shot this skeleton,” he
explained very simply to M. Demetriovich, "and we
don't know how many more skeletons the fellow
may want. I prefer to keep mine. Now I have ob-
served that you sefianess never glance abotit when
you trawel, but look straight into your mules’® €ars
and think of a great many things, no doubt. But
this fellow could collect your skeletons very easily.
So 1 will take a rifle and ride befere and sheet
whoever it is before he sheets us.”

Ruano chose Standifer’s rifle for this task. The
secretary was glad of it, for the weapon had been
chafing his leg ever since the party left Ayacucho.

The immediate declivity leading into the Valley
of the Rio Infiernillo was a field of boulders rang-
ing in size from a man’s head to a house. Far be-
low them the tree line was marked by some small
trees that had been tortured by the wind into
grotesque shapes worked out by the Japamse in
their dwarf trees. Here and there patches of snow
(fiiixguised their precarious footing inte white pit-
alls.

The mules crept downward, exploring every step
of the way with their little hoofs, then easing their
weight forward. It made a very swaying, chafing
ride. Pethwick’s pommel worked against Hhis
stomach until he felt he had been sitting down a
week, wrong side ffitst.

After an endless jostle it seemed to the engineer
that he was not descending in the slightest, but
was being shaken back and forth, sticking in ene
place amid the cyclopean scenery. When Hhe
looked back, the endless bouldei-field slanted to-
ward the sky; when he looked down, it seerned as
far as ever into the black and sinister valley where
the river wound like an adder.

He looked to reaching the tree-line with a hope it
would bring him relief from the monotony. It did
not. His saddle chafed, his mule sagged and swayed.
His fellow-scientists did as he was doing, squirmed
about on the torturing saddle-horns. The sameness
drove his mind in on itself. He began as Cesare
had said, “to stare Into his mule’s ears and think.”

He wondered about the skeletons. He wondered
what “trivial” thing Cesare had done to get
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sentemced to the garrote. He wondered what that
shooting star and the phosphorescent mist could
have been? Then he wondered about the skeletons
again . . about Cesare. .

A rifle-shot that sounded like a mere snap in the
thin mountaim air disturbed his reflections. He
looked up and saw a faint wisp of vapor fleat out
of the .30-30 In Cesare’s hands. The engineer
glanced anxiously to see if the murderer had shot
any of his companions. They were all on their
mules and all leoking at eaeh other and at him.
Every one in the eérowd had felt instinetively that
the desperade had fired at some person—possibly
at onie of his own party.

“What is it?" cried Standifer.

“A man yonder!” Pablo pointed.

“I don’t know whether it was a man or not!” eried
Ruano, jumping from his slow mule and sefting
off down the declivity at a hazardous run.

“Ruano!” shouted M. Demetriowvich in horror,
“Did you shoot at a human being like that? Drop
that rifle, you bloodithirsty fellow. Drop it!"

Extraordinary to say, Cesare did drop his gun
and as it struck the stones it fired again. The man
plunged on downward at full tilt. It was an amaz-
ing fifigdttt. He took the boulders like a goat. The
party stopped their mounts and sat watching the
dash.

“Did you say it was a man?" asked the seoretary
shakily of Pablo.

“As sure as I am sitting here.” At that moment,
the flying Ruano swung in behind a large boulder.

“He was behind that!” cried Pablo shamply~ Then
he lifted his voice. “Did you get him, Cesare?"” he
shouted. ““Was there any money on him?”

But almost immediately Pethwick glimpsed the
murderer again, in fact saw him twice—or he may
have caught a flash of two fiigures, one chasing the
other.

SUDDENILY Pablo began yelling as if on a fox-
course.

A shock of horror went through Petimwick. He
knew too well what the convict would do if he
caught the man. Nobody could waylay Cesare
Ruamo, even to look at him, in safety.

“Here, let’s get down there!” cried the engineer in
urgent tones. “Lord, we ought not to have given
that brute a gum!™

“Maybe he hit him!" surmised Pablo in cheerful
excitement.

“He's chasing him this minute somewhere behind
those boulders.” declared Standifer nervously.

M. Demetriovich dismounted, and from between
two boulders recovered Standifer’s rifle as they
passed it.

Pethwick had screwed up his nerves for some
dreadful sight behind the boulder, but there was
nothing there. Nothing except a splotch of green
liquid on the stones.

Smaller gouts of this green fluid led off down the
boulder-field, making from one large boulder to an-
other as if some dripping thing had tried to keep a
covert between itself and the party of riders.

Pethwick dismounted and followed this trail per-
haps a hundred yards, until it ceased. Then he
stood looking about him in the cold sunshine. He
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could not hear the slightest sound. The blackened
valley and the Infermal River lay far belew him.
High above him, at the end of the traill, the vilfures
wheeled against the sky.

CHAPTER III.

OM his headlong pursuit down the moun-
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rock. Then Cesare charged, the fellow fled, Josing
small quantities as the liquid splashed out. At last
the man observed the puncture and turird the can
over and there the trail ended.”

M. Demetriovich pushed his coffee cup toward
Pablo without Interrupting his deductions.

“I should say Cesare’s bullet entered the can
about an inch below the level of the liquid. That
would explala why a continuous trail did net mark
the fugitive.”

“But why would one scientist be ambushing civ-
ilized men in a heaven-forsakem place like this?”
cried Standifer in slightly supetcilious tones. “And
why should he carry a canister of chlerophyll
around with him?”

Pethwick tapped the table with his fifirpgars.

“It’s unfair to demand the fellow's ocowpation,
race, color and previous condition of servitude,” he
objected. Then after a moment: “I wish we could
find Ruano ——"

M. Demetriovich stirred his coffee and looked in-
to it without drinking, a Latin habit he had formed
in the Rumanian cafés.

“If T may be so bold, sefioness;”” put in Pablo
Pasca, “a scientist—a lone scientist would go crazy
in a place like this.”

This remark, while as improbable as the other
guesses, nevertheless spread its suggestion of
ttagedy over the situation.

“Nobody knows the action of chlorophyll ex-
actly,” brooded M. Demetriovich. ‘Somehow it
crystalizes the energy in sunlight. If some man
had developed a method to bottle the sun's emergy
directly, he would probably pursue his investiga-
tions in the tropies —”

“And he might desire secrecy,” added Pethwick,
“so much so that he would even ——"

“You mean he would murder Cesare?” firiished
Standifer.

“A certain type of scientific mind might do that,
gentlemen,” agreed Demetrilovich gravely.

“What sort, professar?”

“There are only a few countries in the werld
capable of producing a chemist who could experi-
ment with chlorophyll and sunlight —*

The diners looked at the old scientist expectant-

ly.

“Of these, 1 know only one eountry Whese na:
tional creed is ruthlessmess, only epe whese ehem:
ists would kill an Indian on the bare peisibility
that the Indian might dwulge his seeret progess—
or his political affiiniions."

“You mean he could be a German royaliish?*
queried Pethwick,

“If the Germans could synthesize the sun's en-
ergy and thus tramsform it directly into food, they
would certaimly be in a position to bid again fer
world dominion,” stated M. Demetriovich posi-
tively. "It would annul a blockade of the seas. It
would render unnecessary millions of men wairking
in the fields and put them on the battlefront.”

“But that’s fantastic, professor!” cried Peth-
wick, “That’s getting outside of probability.”

“The green splotches themselves are outside of
probability, Mr. Pethwick,” stated the old savant
gravely, “but they are here mevertheless.”
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“The moon is rising,” observed Standifer cas-
ually.

The secretary’s silly and triwial breaks into the
conversation irritated Pethwick. He turmed and
said ——

“Well, that doesn’t bother me; does it yow?”

“Oh, no,” said Standifer, taking the rather tart
remark in good faith. “I like to watch the moon
rise. If I may say it, all my best literary ideas
are evolved tinder the moorlhight.”

“Trot on out and see if you can’t think up some-
thing good,” suggested the engineer.

Standifer caught this sarcasm, fllushed slightly
but did get up and walk out through the tent en-
tramce. A moment later the two men followed him,
leaving the things to Pablo.

PIﬂ{E rising moon centered thelr attemtion with
the first glint of its disk between twe peaks far
down the valley, The last Bromze of twilight lin-
gered in the west. The men shivered with the ehill
of coming night.

Despite Pethwiick’s jibe at the poetical influence
of the moon as expressed by the secretary, the en-
gineer felt it himself.

“It looks whiter, more silvery in this katitude,”
he observed after a continuwed silence.

“That mist about it looks like the veil of a bride,”
mused the author.

“May do it,” said the engineer, who despised
similes, “but it looks more lilke a mist around the
moon.”

“What's the matter with you, anyway, Peth-
wick?” snapped Standifer, wheeling around. “Just
because you lack the gift of poetical expression is
no reason why you should make an ass of yourself
and bray every time I utter a well-turned phrase!”

“Was that what you were doing?” Inquired the
older man.

“It was, and if —"

Standifer broke off suddenly and stared, then
in amazement gasped—

“For Heaven's sake!”

“What is it?” Both the older men followed his
gaze.

Standifer was staring into the fading sky wtter-
ly bewildered.

Pethwiick shook him.

“What is itt?”
The seeretary pointed skyward.

They followed his fiinger and saw against the
dull west the delicate silver crescent of a naw
moon,

It required half an instant for the incoherence of
their two observations to burst upon them. The
next impulse, all thiee turned.

The full moon they had seen rising In the east
had disappeared. The mist, a phosphoreseent mist,
still hung about the peaks: Indeed it seemed to
settle on the distant crags amnd cliffs and glow
faintly in the gathering darkmess. It defined a sert
of spectral mountaim-scape. Then, before their as-
tounded gaze, it faded inte darkness.

A scratching sound caused Pethwick to shiver,
It was Pablo striking a match inside the tent.
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FTER his observation of what for want of a

better name will have to be called the psuedo-
moon, a curious mental apathy fell over Pethwick.
Not that he failed to think of the exttracrdinary
series of events that had befallen the expedition.
He did think of ther all the timme. But he thought
weakly, hopelessly. He picked up the problem in
his braim without the slightest hope of fimnding the
solutien. He exhausted himself on the enigma, and
yet he eould net let it go.

He tried to forget it and center himself on his
work. But little mysteries cropped out in his every-
day toil. His primecipal duty with the expedition was
map-making, the determinatiion of the altitudes of
the various observed peaks, and a mapping of the
outcrops of the black micas, limonites, serpentines,
pitchblendes, obsidians, and hormblendes. It was
these dark-colored stones, he found, that gave the
great chasm 1its look of imcimeration.

And this 1s what he did not understamd. Here
and there he found places where streams of lava
sprang, apparently, out of the solid escarpment of
the cliffs.

Now the whole Peruwvian sierras are volecanic and
these lava pockets did not surprise Pethwick. The
inexplicable part was that no voleanic vent con-
nected these little fumaroles with the interior of
the mountain. They seemed to have burmed from
the outside. They looked as if some object of in-
tense heat had bramded the mountain-side.

Ordinarily Pethwick’s mind would have sprung
like a terrier at such a problem; now, through
sheer brain fag, he jotted the descriptions without
comment. In this dull, soulless way he made the
following extraordinary entry in his jourmal one
morning:

This morming, close to one of those burmed pockets,
or fumaroles, which I have before described, 1 found
a roasted rabbit. The little animal was some twelve
feet from the fumarole, sitting upright on its haunches
and roasted. It looked as if its curiosity had been
aroused, and it had been cooked instantly. As decom-
position had not set in, it could not have been dead
for mote tham a week.

I wonder if this is a tab on the date of these fum-
aroles? If so, they must have been burmed a few days
ago, instead of being of geologic antiquity, as I at
firstt assumed. If recent, they must be of artificial
origin. Since they roast a rabhit before frightening it,
they must occur with the abruptmess of an explosion.
Can these splotches be connected with the evil mystery
surrounding this expedition? I cannet say. I have no
theory whatever.

AT evening at dinner Pethwiick showed this
entry to M. Demetriovich. The old Rumanian
read it, and his only comment was a nod and a
brief ——
“Yes, I had discovered they were of recent arigin
myself.”
Presently he suggested a game of chess to take
their minds off the matter before they retired.
“You look straimed, Petimwick,” the old man 3aid.
The engineer laughed briefly.
“I am straimed. I'm jumpy every minute of the
day and night.”
The old savant considered his friend with con-
cern.
“Wouldn’t you better get out of here foi a while,
Herbert?”

AMAZING STORIES

“What’s the use? I could think of nothing else.”

“You would feel out of damger.”

“I don't feel in danger.”

“Yes, you do—all mystery connotes danger. 1%
suggests it to us. That is why mystery is so stim-
ulating and fascinating.”

“Do you think we are in dzmger?”

“I am sure the man who killed Cesare would not
hesitate over us.”

Standifer, who was seated at the talble began to
smile in a superior manner at their fears.

Owing to the engineer's nervous conditiom this
irritated Pethwick acutely. However, he said noth-
ing about it, but remarked to M. Demetriovich—

“Tomorrow I am through with my work right
around here.”

“Then you'll take a rest, as I suggest.”

“No, I'll take a pack, walk straight down this
valley and find out what is making these fumaroles
—and what became of Cesare.”

At that moment, in the gathering blue of night,
the eastern sky was lighted by the glare of the
pseudo-moon. Its pallor poured in through the
tent flaps and the shadows of the men's legs
streaked the filnor.

The mystery brought both the old men to the
outside. They stared at the illumination in silence.
The light was as noiseless as the aurora. As they
watched it, Petiwwick heard Standifer laughing in-
side the tent.

The secretary’s idiocy almost snapped the en-
gineer's control. He wanted to kmock his empty
head. At last the phenomenon died away and left
its usual glimmer on the surrounding heights. In
a few minutes this vanished and it was full might.

When the men reentered the tent, Standifer still
smiled as if he enjoyed some immunity from their
mystification and nervousness.

“Well, what's the joke?” asked Pethwick at last.

“The way you fellows go up in the air about this
thing.”

“You, I suppose, are on solid ground!” exploded
Petimwick.

The author said nothing but continued his idiotic
smile.

“I admit there are points here and there I domn’t
understand,” continued Petiwwick after a moment.
“No doubt we fail to understamd it as thoroughly
as you do.”

“You do,” agreed Standifer with such matter-of-
factness the engineer was really surprised.

“What in the devil have you found out?” he asked
irritably.

“Oh, the facts, the facts,” said Standifer non-
chalantly. “DI’'ma a writer, you know, a tiained ob-
sarver; | dive to the bottom of things.”

Pethwick stared, then laughed in a dhattery
fashion——

“Y-Yes, I see you diving to the bottom of this

The old professor, who had been studying the
secretary, quietly imterrupted—

“Wha_t de you_know, Jl_ame§?*’

The literafy light hesitated a mement, thed drew

a handful ef glittering metal eut ef his peeket and
plunked i1t down on the table.
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“I know all about it,” he said and grinmed in spite
of himself.

The men stared. Pablo Pasca paused in his
jourmeys to and from the kitchen tent to stare at
the boy and the gold.

“Know all about what?” cut in Petiwwick jumpily.
“The gold or the mystery?”

“Both.”

Suddenly Pablo cried—

“I told you, sefioress, wealth lies where danger is
S0 greatt!™

“Have you found a gold mine?” asked M, Deme-
triiwvich.

“No, I sold one of my bhooks.”

“Whom to—when—where—my Lord; who was
the sucker?”-Pethwick’s questions almost exploded
out of him.

“I had no idea my book had such a reputation,
beamed the author.

“Youngster, if you'll cut the literary twaddie—"
quavered Pethwick on edge.

“Well, I had a hunch there must be some very
simple explanation of all this skull and eross-bone
stuff you fellows were trying to pull. You know
that doesn’t go on in real life. It's only fitdiion,
that resort of the mentally muddled——"

“Standifer! Spill it—if you know amy/ithimg!”

“Go on, tell it your own way," encouraged Deme-
trimvich. “You were saying ‘mentally muddled,’*

“Sure—yes, well, nothing to it, you know. This
life is very simple, once you get the key.”

“Lord, doesn’t that sound like ‘Reindeer in Ice-
land’!” groaned the emgineer.

“What was the light we saw just then, Nir.
Standifer?” inquired the savant, who saw that the
secretary would never get anywhere unaided.

“A new sort of portable furmace, sir, that ex-
tracts and reduces ores on the spot.”

“Who runs it?"

“Imdiams.”

“Have you seen any of them?"

“Saw one not three hours ago. Sold him a eopy
of ‘Reindeer in Iceland.’ ™

Petinwick interrmpted the catechism.

“Gave you that much gold for a eopy of ‘Rein-
deer in Iceland’! —— for the whole edition of
‘Reindeer in Iceland’ ¥

“Did you enquire about Cesare?"' proceeded M.
Demetriovich.

“Yes, he’s working for them.”

“Did you think to ask about the chloromptmyll?*

“That’s used in a secret process of exiracting
gold.”

“You say the men engaged in such & method of
mining are Ihddians?”

“The man I saw was an Indian.”

“Did you talk to him in English, Spanish, Qui-
cha? What lamguage?”

The secretary hesitated.

“Well—in Emgfish, but T had to explain the
language to him. I think he knew it once but had
forgotten it.”

“A lot of South Americans are educated in the
States,” observed Petiwwick, who by now was list-
ening intently.

“Tell us what happemed, Mr, Standifer,” re-
quested the Rumanian,

o]
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«YX7FELL, today I was about twelve miles down
» v the valley. 1 had sat dewn te eat my luneh
when I saw an Indian behind a reek staring at me
as If his eyes would pop out of his head. 1 dom’t
mind admitting it geve me a turh, after the way
things have been happening around here, On see-
ond glance I thought it was Cesare. I was abeut to
yell and ask when the fellow himself yelled at me—s

“ ‘Hey, Cesare, is that yow?"

“Well, it nearly bowled me over. But I got a
grip on my nerves and shouted back, ‘No, I'm not
Cesare!” And I was about to ask who the fellow
was when he took it right out of my mouth and
shouted to me, ‘Who are you?’

“I told him my name and address, that I was an
author and secretary of the De Long Geagraphical
Expedition; then I asked him to come out and let's
have a talk.

“The fellow came out all right, walking up to
me, locking hard at me. He was an ordinary Indian
with a big head and had on clothes about like
Cesare’s. In fact, you know it is hard to tell Indians
apart. As he came up he asked me the very ques-
tion I had in mind—

“ ‘Do you know Cesare?

“I said, ‘Yes; where is he?

“He stood looking at me and shook his head.

“I said, ‘You don’t know, and he touched his
mouth and laughed. Then I guessed that he didn’t
understamd Emglish very well, so I began explain-
ing the language to him.

“He would point at something and say, ‘Is that a
bird? Is that a stone? Is that a river?’ In each
case he got it right, but there was always a hesita-
tion, of about a second, perhaps, as if he were
thinking like this: ‘is that a—river?" ™

Both the older men were staring intently at the
boy as if they were trying to read something behind
his words. Pethwick nodded impatiently.

“I am sure,” continued Standifer, “the fellow once
knew English and it was coming back to him.”

“Undoubtedly,” from Pethwick.

“Then he saw the corner of my book In my hav-
ersack, for I—I sometimes carry my book around
to read when I'm lonely, and he said, ‘What is that
—'Reindeer in ledkand!'?”

“That joggled me so, I said, ‘Yes, how the deuce
did you know that?’

“Well, at that he almost’ laughed himself to
death and finally he said just about what was in
my mind; ‘That has a wider reputation than you
imagine,’ and he added, ‘What is it for?’

“ ‘What is what for?’ says 1.

* ‘Reindeer in Iceland,” says he.

“‘To read,” says 1. ‘It comtains facts,” says 1.
‘It's not like the rotten fiction you pick up.” And
with that my whole spiel that I used to put up to
the farmers in New York State when I sold my
books from door to door came back to me. I thought
what a lark it would be to try to sell a copy to an
Indian in the Rio Infiernillo. ‘If I do that,’ I thought
to myself, ‘I'll be the star book-agent of both the
Americas.” So I began:

“ “It’s not like the rotten fliction you buy,” says 1.
‘This volume gives you the truth about reindeer in
Iceland ; it tells you their food, their strength, their
endurange, their value in all the different moneys
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of the world. It states where are the greatest herds.
What reindeer hides are used for. How their meat,
milk and cheese taste. How to prepare puddings
from their blood. Hew the bulls ffigit. Their calls;
thelr love-calls, danget-calls, hungercalls. How
thelr age may be calculated by the times on their
horns and the rings on their teeth and the set of
their tails. In faet, sir,” said I, ‘with this little
velume in your peeket, it will be impossible for any
man, A6 Matter how dishenest he is, to palm off on
you an old, deerepit reindeer under the specious
representatiion that he er she is young, agile and
tender.

“ *‘The price of this invaluable compendium puts
it within easy reach of one and all. It will prove
of enormous practical and educational value to each
and any. It makes little difference whether you
mean to rear these graceful, docile animals or not;
you need this volume, for as a means of intellectual
culture it is unsugpassed. It contains facts, noth-
ing but facts. You need it. Do you want it? Are
you progressive? It's price is the only small thing
about it—only ffifty-fourr cents. Let me put you
down.’

“With that, so strong is the force of habit, 1
whipped out an old envelope to take his order on.

“ ‘What is ffftty-four cemts?’ he asked, ‘Have 1
got fifty-four cemts?’

“¢Just what 1 was wondering,’ says I.
your pockets wrongside out and I'll see.

“He turmed 'em and spilled a lot of metals on the
ground. I saw these pieces of gold and told him
they would do. I told him I would give him all five
of my volumes, for that is the number I brought
on this trijp, and I'm sorry now I didn't bring more,

“He just pushed the gold over to me without
blinking an eye and we tradied. I told him where we
were camped and he said tomorrow he would call
and get the other four volumes. And, gentlemen,
that is all I know.”

‘Turn

T the end of this tale, Standifer leaned back,
smiling with pleasure at his sale. The two
men sat studying him. At last Petiwick asked—

“You say he knew the title of your boak?"

'IYeS.,'

“Was the title showimg?"

“No, just a little corner stuck out of the knap-
sack.”

Petinwick considered a moment.

“You at first thought it was Cesamre?”

llYes.l'

“Did he have a scar on the side of his face?”

“No, I would have noticed that sure. Still his
face was painted very thickly. I couldn't see any
sear.”

“You are sure it wasn't Ceszre?"

“Absolutely sure.”

Here M. Demetriovich took up what might be
called the cross-examination.

“You say he didn’t understamd Emglish at fist—
could he read the book you sold him?"

“No, that was the odd part. I had to tell him
what the letters were and how they made words;
how words made sentemces. But he caught on the
moment I showed him anything and never forgot
at all. I tried him.”

AMAZING STORIES

M. Demetriovich paused:

“You are sure it was an Indizmn?”

llYeS.”

“But he didn’t know the value of goldi?”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” begam Standi-
fer.

“Did you say he gave you all that money for five
dinky little books !’ stormed Pethwick.

“Yes, but that doesn’t say he doesn’t under-
stand—"

“A gold-miner,” intertuppizdd M. Demetriovich,
“who is so highly scientific as to employ chloro-
phyll in a secret process of extracting gold and yet
who—doesn’t know the value of gold!”

The secretary caressed his glittering pile hap-
pily, yawned and slipped it back into his pocket.

“Anyway I wish I had a cartload of those books
down here.”

Petihwiick sat on his stool clutching his knee to
his breast, glaring at the author. Fimnally he gave a
nervous laugh—

“I'm glad you've cleared up the mystery, Standi-
fer.”

“So am I,” returmed the secretary genially. “I1
was getting worried about it myself.”

“I shouldn’t thimk it would worry you, Standi-
fer.” Petiwick gave another shuddery laugh.

“I'm not bad to worry,” agmeed the secretary
heartilly.

The engineer sat moistening his dry lips with
his tongue while little shivers played through him.

“By the way,” he asked after a moment, “did you
think to enquire about those skeletons? Is that—
cleared up, too?”

“Yes, I did. He said he put them up there to
keep the animals away. He said you never knew
what sort of animals were about and he didn't want
any in till he was ready. He said he put one of
every species he could find because each animal was
afraid of its own dead.”

M. Demetriovich sat gazing at the boy. A gray-
ness seemed to be gathering over the old man.

“That’s a fact,” he nodded. “I'd never thought of
it before—each animal is afraid of its own dead.
No skeleton shocks a humam being except the skele-
ton of a man. I suppose it’s tewe of the rest.”

“Anyway, it's all cleared up now, Standifer,” re-
peated the engineer with his chattering laugh. “It
Is as you say, Standifer; there are no mysteries out-
side of fiitin."”

He began laughing, shaking violently. His ex-
clamations grew louder and wilder. M. Demetrio-
vich jumped out of his seat, hurtied over to his
medicine-chest, fixed up a glass of something and
with a trembling hand presented it to the engineer.
Pethwick dramk some and then the old man took a
deep swallow himself.

“What’s the matter?” asked the secretary, lift-
ing a happy head.

“It’s the reaction,” shivered the engineer less
violently. “You cleared up the mystery-——so sud-
denly—— Go on to .sleep.”

The boy dropped back to his pillow and was off
instantly after his long walk.

The two older men sat staring at eaeh eother
across the little tablle, their nerwes calming seme-
what under the Influence of the sedative,
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“Is it a lie,” whispered Pethwick after long
thought, “to cover the discovery of goldi?”

M. Demetrimvich shook his head.

“That boy hasn’t enough imagination to concoct
a fragment of his fantastic tale. The thing hap-
pened.”

“Then in God's name, what is Cesare going to do
to us tomenrow?”

“Cesare would never have given away all that
gold,” decided the old savant slowly.

“Unless—he means to recoup it all tomerrow.”

M. Demetriiovich shook his head.

“Cesare might have put on the paint—he could
never have thought up such an elaborate mental
disguise. That is far beyond him.”

The two men brooded. At last the savant hazard-
ed:
“It may be possible that the Bolsheviki have quit
using gold. I ‘believe there is a plan to use time-
checks down in their socialistic program.”

The engineer jumped another speculation, “The
old Incans used gold as a common metal—the old

Incans—sun-worshipets, who sacrifice living men to.

their deity——"

The two scientists sat in silence. From the ice-
fields high above the chasm of the Rio Infiernillo
came a great sighing wind. It breathed in on them
out of the blackness; its cold breath chilled their
necks, their hands, their wrists ; it breathed on their
ankles and spread up under their trousers, chilling
their knees and loins.

The men shivered.

CHAPTER 1V

ETHWICK awoke out of some sort of night-

mare about Incam sun-worshipers. He could

hear the groans of victims about to be sac-
rificed and even after he had shuddered awake his
gense of impending calamity persisted. He lifted
himself on an elbow and stared about the tent. The
sun shining straight Into his face, no doubt, had
eaused his fantasy abeut the sun-warshipers.

He got to a sitting posture, yawning and blink-
ing his eyes. Outside the day was perfectly still.
A bird chirped querulously. In the corral he could
hear the llamas snufflimg. Then he heard repeated
the groan that had disturbed him in his sleep. It
came from the secretary’s cot.

The engineer glanced across, then came fully
awake. Instead of the young author, Pethuwick saw
an old, white-haired man lying in the cot with the
back of his head showing past the blankets. The
engineer stared at this thing blankly. A suspicion
that Demetriovich had changed cots passed through
his mind, but a glance showed him the old savant
still asleep on his proper bed.

The engineer got up, stepped across and leaned
over this uncanny changeling. It took him a full
half-minute to recognize, in the drawn face and
white hair of the sleeper, the boy Standifer,

A shock went over the engineer. He put his hand
on the author’s shoulder. -

“Standifer ™ he shouted. “Standifer

As Standifer did not move, Petiwick called to
the professor with an edge of horror in his voice.

The old savant sprang up nervously.

“What is itt?"
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“Here, look at this boy. See what has happemnedi!”

The scientist stared from his cot, rubbed his
eyes and peered.

“Is—is that Standiiffer?”

l‘Yes-’!

“What's happened to him?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea, professer.”

The scientist jabbed his feet inte his slippers and
came across the tent. He shook the sleeper gently
at fiirst, but graduallly inereased his energy till the
cot squeaked and the strange white head bobbed en
the pneuratie pillow.

“Standifer! Standiiffier!”

But the youth lay inert.

He stripped the covers and the underclothes of
the young man.

Standifer lay before them naked in the eold
morning air; his undeveloped physique looked blu-
ish; then, on the groin of his right leg, Pethwick
noticed an inflamed splotch that looked like a severe
burmn.

M. Demetriovich turmed to his medieine-chest and
handed Pethwick an amrmonia bottle to hold under
the boy’s nose while he loaded a hypedermie with
strychnin solution. A moment later he discharged
it into the patient’s arm.

A shudder ran through Standifer at the pewerful
stimulant. His breathing became better and after
a bit he opened his eyes. He looked drowsily at the
two bending over him and after a minute whisp-
ered—

“What's matttter 2

“How do you feel ?”

“Sleepy. Is it time to get up?”

“Do you adhe—Hunt?”

The secretary closed his eyes, evidently to take
stock of his feelings.

“My head aches. My——my leg burns.”

He reached down and touched the inflamed spot.

As the strychnin took fiirmer hold the boy became
alert enough to show surprise at his own state. He
eased his sore leg to the floor and sat up on the
edge of the cot. Both his companions - began a
series of questions.

Standifer had no idea what was the matter with
him. He had not bruised either his head or his leg.
Nothing had happened to him thiough the night,
that he recalled, nor on the preceding day. After a
bit, he remembered the sale of his books and drew
from under his pillow the gold which he had re-
ceived.

A thought crossed Pethwick’s mind that Pable
Pasca had crept in during the night and had as-
saulted the sleeper. Demetriovich took the bag
and inspected it, smelled of it gingerdy. Pethwiek
watched him with some curiosity.

“How did you bring this home yesterday after-
noon, James?"” queried the old man.

The secretary thought.

“In my pocket.”

“Im your right trousers podkett?”

Standifer made a movement to place his right
and left sides and saidi:

llYes-’i

“Put on your trousers.”

The youth did so, working his sore leg carefully
inside.
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“Put that gold in your pocket.
rectly over the burm?”

Standifer cringed and got the metal out as quickly
as possible.

“I should say so.”

M. Demetriovich nodded.

“And you slept with the gold under your pillow
last night for safe-kesping?”

llYes.l’

“Then that did it.” diagmosed the sciiemntist.

“But how can gold—"

“The stuff must be poisoned somehow. I'll see if
I can find how.”

The savant moved to the table comtaining his
chemicals and test-tubes.

Does it fall di-

Pethwiick, the idea of poisoned gold sounded
more llke the extravagamee of the Middle Ages
than a reality ocemrring in the twentieth cemtury.
The engineer stood beside the table and watched
the professor pursue his reaections for vegetable
and fineral poisons. Standifer limped to the en-
gineer's side. In the silver bewl of an aleohol Jamp,
the bey eaught a reflection of himself. He leaned
doewn and looked at the tiny image curiously. At
length he asked:

“Petfiimiick, is there anything the matter with my
halr?”

Then Pethwiick realized that the boy did not
know his hair was white. And he found, to his sur-
prise, that he hated to tell Standifer. He con-
tinued watching the experiment as if he did not
hear.

Standifer took up the lamp and by holding its
bowl close he got a fair view of his head. He gave
a faint gasp and looked for a mirror. At that in-
stant Demetriovich took the only mirror on the
talble to condense a vapor flmatimg out of a tube. The
old man began talking quickly to the emgimeer:

“Petthmiick, this is the cleverest destructive stroke
that the Bolshevists have ever invemted.”

“What is itt?"

“I still don't know, but they have poisoned this
gold. They could probably do the same thing to
silver. It makes the circulation of money deadly.
It will perhaps cause the precious metals to be dis-
carded as media of circulation.”

The engineer looked incredulous.

“It's a fact. Do you recall how the report of
ground glass in candies cut down the comsumption
of confectiomery? If a large body of men should
persistently poison every metal coin that passes
through its hands—who would handle coins? Why,
gentlemen,” he continued as the enormity of the af-
falr grew on him, “this will upset our whole com-
fnercial system. It will demonetize gold. No wdnder
that scoundrel offered our secretary so much gold
for a book or two. He wanted to test his wares.”

The old man’s hand tremblled as he poured a blue
liquid from one test-tube to another.

“I am constrainmed to believe that in this Valley
of the Infermal River we are confronted with the
greatest malignant genius mankind has ever pro-
duced.”

“Why should he want to demonetize gold?"” imter-
rupted Pethwick.

“It will force mankind to adopt a new standard
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of value and to use an aifficial medium of ex-
change—'labor-hour checks,’ perhaps, whose very
installation will do more to socialize the world than
any other single imnovation.”

The two friends stood watching him anxiously.
“You can’t find what they do it with?”

“Not a trace so far. It seems to defy analysis.”

“Notiice,” observed Pethwick, “your eleetroscope
is diischsrged.”

M. Demetriovich glanced at the gold-leaf eleetro-
scope and saw that lts tissue leaves were wilted.

Suddenly Standifer imterrupted:

“Petiwiick, is my hair white? Did that stuff turn
my hair white?” He seized the mirrer. “Leekl
Look!” he cried out of nervous shoek and a pre-
foundly wounded vanity.

The engineer turmed with genuine sympathy for
the author, but in tuening he saw a man standing
in the entramce watching the exeitement with a
slight smile.

The engineer paused abruptly, staring.

The stranger was a medium-sized Indian with an
abnormally developed head and a thickly painted
face. He wore the usual shirt and trousers of a
cholo and for some reason gave Pethwick a strong
Impression of Cesare Ruano. Why he resembled
Cesare, Pethwick could net state, even after he
had inspeeted him elesely. Te judge frem the IA-
dian’s faintly ironic expression, e must Rave been
observing the seientists for several minutes.

M. Demetriovich first regaimed his self-pesses-
sion.

“Are you the man who gave my boy this gelldi?”
he asked shamply, indicating the metal with which
he was experimenting.

The painted man looked at the heap.

“I gave a boy some gold for some books,” he ad-
mitted.

“Well, that’s the gold all right,” snapped Peth-
wick.

“Did you know the gold you gave him was
poisoned?” proceeded the savant severely.

“Poisoned? How was it poisamedi?”

“That is for you to tell us.”

“I don’'t know .in the least. What effect did it
have?”

The man’s tones were completely casual, without
fear, regret, or chagrin. “You see for yourself
what it did.”

The stranger looked at Standifer in astonishment
and presently ejaculztted:

“Is that the same bay?”

“You see you nearly killed him,” stated the scien-
tist grimly.

“It was quite accidental; I don’t understand it
myself. Let me look at his trouble.”

He walked over with more curiosity than regret
in his manner.

Pethwiick watched the fellow with a sharp and ex-
traordinary dislike. It was so sharp that it drove
out of his mind the amazing fact of fiinding this
sort of person in such a desolate valley.

Standifer exhibited the burn. The stranger
looked at it, touched a spot here and there and fin-
ally said, more with the air of an instructor lectur-
ing his inferiors than with that of an Indian talk-
ing to white men:
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“This is the effect of a metal which I carried with
the gold. A metal—I don’t know what you call it
in your language—possibly you may never have
heard of it. Here is some.”

He reached in his pocket and drew out a plece
of silvery metal as large as a double eagle and
dropped it on the table before M. Demetriovich.

The old savant glanced at the metal, then looked
more carefully.

“It’s radium,” he said in a puzzled voice. “It’s
the largest piece of radium I ever saw—it's the
only piece of pure metallic radium I ever saw. 1t
—it's worth quite a fortune—and owned by an
Indian ™

Here M. Demetriovich breached his invariably
good manners by staring blankly at his guest.

“So you are acquainted with it?” observed the
stranger with interest.

“Not in its metallic form. I have extracted its
bromides myself. And I've seen radium burns
before. I might have known it was a radium burn,
but I never dreamed of that metal.”

“But that was gold that burned me,” complained
Standifer.

“That’s true,” agreed M. Demetriovich, “but, you
see, the emanations of radium have the power of
settling on any object and producing all the ef-
fects of radium itself. The gentleman carried those
Jlumps of gold in his pockets along with about two
million dollars’ worth of radium.” The old savant
laughed briefly at the eeriness of the situation.
“The gold became charged with radium, burned
your leg and whitened your hair. It also affected my
electrostat.”

HE three men turmed to the stramger, who ap-
parently cariied fortunes of various metals
jingling loose 1n his pocket.

“Sir,” began the savant, “we must apologize to
you for our unjust suspicions.”

“Do you mean your suspicions were imoomrecit?”
queried the red man.

“I mean,” said the old savant with dignity, for
this was no way to take an apology, “that we were
morally culpable in attributing to you crimimal mo-
tives without waiting for conclusive evidence.”

The stranger smiled at this long sentence.

“I can understamd your idea without your speak-
ing each word of it. But the idea itself is very
strange.” He stroked his chin and some paint rub-
bed off on his flingers, showing a lighter yellowish
skin beneath. Then he laughed. “If you should
apologize for every incorrect idea you maintain,
gentleren, I should think your lives would be one
long apology.”

The superciliousness, the careless disdain in thig
observation, accented Pethwick’s antipathy to the
man,

At that moment the fellow asked—

“Do all your species live in cloth shelters such
as these?”

Standifer, who seemed more kindly disposed to-
ward the stranger than the others, explained that
tents were temporary shelters and that houses were
permanent.

The newcomer continued his smiling serutiny of
everything and at last asked!:
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“Can’t you gentlemen even communicate with
each other without using words and semtences?”

He paused then, as if to simplify what he had
said, and went on—

“Suppose you, Mr. Pethwiick, desire to communi-
cate with Mr.——" he made & gesture toward the
scientist and added——*"Mr. Demettiovich, would
you be forced to articulate every word in the sen-
tence?”

“How did you come to know my name?” asked
the engineer, surprised. “Have we met before?”

The stranger laughed heartilly. "I am stre we
have not. I see you desire my name. Well, I have
a number. In my country the citizens are numbered.
I am sure when your own countries become densely
populated, you, too, will adopt a numerical nomen-
clature.”

“What is your number?” asked Standifer, quite
astonished at this, as indeed were his cmmpanions.

“1753-12,657,109-654-3.”

The secretary laughed.

“It sounds like a cross between & combimation
lock and a football game. Where do you come from,
Mr.—Mr. Three?”

The painted man nodded down the valley cas-
ually.

“The name of my country is One, or First,” he
smiled. “Of course that is a very ancient and un-
scientific name, but 'motation must begin some-
where, and it usually begins at home. Now I dare
say each one of you lives in a country called One—
no, I see I am wrong.” Then he repeated in a low-
er tone, "America—Rumania—Peru—vwery pretty
names but unscientific.”

By this tirne Mr. Three's rematkafblle feat of call-
ing the men’s names and then calling the coumtries
of their birth made the explorers realize that they
had encountered an amazing man indeed.

“Do you read our thoughts before we spealk?”
cried Standifer.

Mr. Theee nodded easily.

“Certainly; without that all study of the lower
animals would be a mere cataloguing of actions and
habits.”

Pethwick wondered if the fellow meant a very
delicate insult to begin talking about the study of
“lower animals” so promptly when the comwersation
naturally turmed on himself and his companions.
He said nothing, but Mr. Three smiled.

But M. Demetriovich was utterdly charmed with
the vistas of investigation the man's suggestion
opened to him.

“Why, that would be wonderful, would it noit!*
he eried.

“Certaimly, without mind-reading comparative
psychology is impassible.”

“We have professional mind-readers,” cried M.
Demetriovich with enthusiasm. “I wonder why the
psychologists have never thought to have one try to
read the minds—say of the higher simians I

Mr. Three seemed to find all of this camwersation
funny, for he laughed again. But his words were
quite serious.

“Besides, this ‘mentage,’ as we call mind-reading,
enables one to converse with every other ereature,
just as I am talking to you. I take your language
forms right out of your own minds and use them.
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If the creature has no language at all, you still re-
ceive its impressions.”

Y this time even Pethwick, who disliked the fel-
low almost to the point of hatied, realized that
the stranger was wonderful indeed. The engineer
decided M. Three eame frofm some unkhowh eoun-
tiy, whieh, he relustantly admitted to himself,
geermed to be mere Righly eultuied than Emngland of
Arnerica. Se, By aeceepting these faets, Pethwiiek, in
a way, prepared himself net te be tee surprised &t
anything.

“Do all your countrymmen understand ‘mentage’ or
mind-language?” enquired the engineer.

“It is our nationzl mode of communication. I
observe you move your hands when you talk—ges-
tures, you call it. In One, we speak a word now and
then to accent our thoughts—wenbal gestures. Some
of our population, who are nervous, sometimes
speak several words, or even complete sentences.
Often 1t iIs an affectation, unless, of course,” he
added politely as if to exempt his companions, “their
minds are not strong enough to converse without
words.

“On the other hand, a few well-placed waords
make speeches, and especially oratioms, very im-
pressiive. Still, some of our greatest orators never
utter a sound. But I consider this too much re-
pression, in fact rather an academic thing to do.
What you would call a —a—a highbtow. Thank
you, Mr. Standifer, for thinking me the term.”

“It would be a great saving of time,” mused
Petimwiick.

“Yes, indeed; in One, a person can present a
whole thought, or a whole series of thoughts, in a
single flash of the braim, if the thinker’s braim is
suffigiently strong. It is almost imstantaneous.”

Standifer smiled blissfully.

“Think of instantameous sermons. Let’s get to
that place!”

Pethwick and the professor did not share in
Standifer’s badinage but sat amazed at this being
whose name was a number. The engineer realized
the futility of all the questions he could ask. Turn
the idea about. Suppose Mr. Three should ask
Petihwick to explain American civilization in a cas-
ual talk. It would be impossible. So it was im-
possible for Mr. Three to give Mr. Pethwick much
idea of the land of One.

Mr. Demetriovich took up the questiomiing:

“Have you been using radium for a long time,
Mr. Three?”

“For centuries. We are in the midst of a Radium
Age. It was developed out of the Uranium Age.
And that out of the Aluminum Age. All this arose
out of a prehistoric Steel Age, a very heavy clumsy
metal, I have heard archaeologists say.”

“You don’t mean your mechanical appliances
are made out of radiumm?”

“No, radium is our source of power. It has
changed our mechanics from molecular mechanics
to atomic mechanics. The first men of One eould
utilize only molecular energy, such as steam and
gasolene. With the aid of radiumm, we soon de-
veloped the enormous force that lies ecomeantrated
in the atom. This gives my countrymen wnlimited
power. It can be derived from any sort of matter,
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because all matter is composed of atoms and our
force is generated through the destruction of
atoms.”

All this time Mr. Three's voice was growing
weaker and wéaker until finally he said—

“You will have to excuse me from any further
conversation, gentlemen; my throat is not accus-
tomed to much talking.”

He tapped it with an apologetic smile. As he
did so, he glanced about and his eyes lit on the
chess-board and men which Pethwick and M.
Demetriiovich had been using the previous eveming.

“What is thatt?”

l(A game.h)

“Who plays it? Ah, M. Demetriovich and Mr.
Pethwiick. I would not object to a party if you
feel disposed.”

“Professor and I will try a consultation game
against you,” suggested Petiwick, moving a stool
over to the table.

“T don’t understamd the game, but if you will just
think how the pieces are moved,” requested the
mind-reader, “I dare say I will soon learn.”

The engineer framed the demonstratiom in his
mind and Mr. Three nodded.

“I see. It seems to be a sort of rudimemtary
stage of a game we call ‘cube’ in First. However,
‘cube’ is an entirely mental game, although youmg
children are given material boards and pieces to
assist them in focusing their attention.

“‘Cube’ has eight beards such as this, superim-
posed upon one another. Each board has thirty-two
pieces on it, thus giving two-hundred and fiffifsix
pieces in all, each player controlling one hundred
and twenty-eight. All the major pieces can move
up or down, forward or backward, but the pawns
can only advamce, or go higher. As no real boards
are used, the whole play must be kept in mind,
The game becomes a contest of intmicacy, that is,
until one player grows confused, makes an inco-
herent move and is checkmated, It is a very pleas-
ant amusement for persons who have nothing more
serious to think about.”

“T have seen mental chess-players in America,”
observed Standifer, “but they use only one hoard.
I suppose more would complicate it. 1 don't play
myself.”

The chess-players made no answer to this re-
mark, but set up the men. Mr, Three defeated the
scientists’ combined skill in a game of ten moves.

S this extraordinary party was brought to a

eonclusion, Pablo Pasca entered the tent with
breakfast on a tray. When the thief saw the guest,
he almost dropped the food, but after a moment
came in and placed the dishes on the table. As he
did so, he looked meanimgly at Pethwwiick, nodded
faintly and retired.

The engineer excused himself and followed the
Indian. He found Pablo in the kitchen tent,
shaken out of his ordinary stoicism.

“Do you know who he is, sefor®?”’ he asked in a
low voice.

“His name is Three,” said Petimwick, involun-
tarily guarding his own tone.

“No, I mean, do you know he is the man who
murdered Cesare Ruano?” asked the thief esrnestly.

The engineer nodded.
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“I'd thought of that. How do you know he diidi?"

“How! Dios Mio—eveyiithing the man has on
is Cesare’s. Cesare's clothes! Cesare’s shoes!
On his fiimger is Cesare’s ring—the ring Cesare was
saving to be garroted im!™

“l thought somehow he resembled Cesare,”
nodded Petihwick, “and I knew it was not his face.”

“Ciertéaneetete, not Cesare, but his murderer,”
aspirated Pablo excitedly. “I saw this fellow be-
hind this very boulder! This same fellow!™

Pethwick nodded in the sunlight, unaware that
Palblo expected him to do anything. Indeed, the
engineer was glad he had come out of the tent.
Mr. Three's intelligence was oppressive. So now he
stood breathing deeply, as if from some struggle.
The cliffs, the sunshine, the river, the savor of the
kitchen, almost made him doubt the existemee in
his tent of such a personage as Mr. Three from the
Land of One. Where in Heaven’s name was that
land? Did there flmurish over behind the Andes
somewhere an unknown race of extraordinary arts
and sclences who called themselves the First?

And there recurred to him his fancy that if such
a nation existed, it must be an offishoot of the old
Incan race. Perhaps fugitives fllying before the old
conquittdddrews found a haven in some spot and there
had built up the most advamced civilizatiom upon
the face of the earth. The thought was wutterly
fantastic, and yet it was the only explanation of
Mr. Three sitting there in the tent.

“Well?” said Pablo imterrogatively.

The engineer came out of his reverie.

“Is that all you wanted to tell me?”

“All? Isn’t that emouwgih?”

“Oh, yes-m

“Aren’t you going to do anything?” demanded
Pablo. “He is an Indian. I thought when Indians
killed any one the white men garroted them. Q@uk{
Like that!" He pinched his throat and made a
disagreeaible sound.

“What am I to do?"” inquired Petiwick blankly.

“Blessed Virgin! Does not the white man’s law
work in the Valley de Rio Infiernillo? I kmnock an
old man on the head and barely save my neck. This
chofo kills my good camtavadhy, wears his clothes,
steals the very ring Cesare meant to be garroted
in, what happens to him? Why, he sits at the
table with white men and plays! EWuet! A fine
justiice ™

The engineer hardly knew how to answer this.
He stood looking at Palblo rather blankly. He felt
sure an attempt to arrest Mr. Three would prove
perilous indeed. On the other hand, Pablo's atti-
tude demanded that Pethwick should act.

Isolated like this, Pethwick was the lone repre-
sentative of the great Anglo-Saxom convention of
justice. It is a stramge -convention that polices
every clime and every tongue. Red, brown, black
and yellow men refrain from violence because the
white man says:

“Thou shalt not kill'”

Wherever a single unit of the white race is
placed, that law Inheres in him. Men of all colors
come to him and say: “Murder has been deme:
now what will you de?”

And he must act.

He must deal out that strange Anglo-Saxon eon-
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vention called justiice, or he must die in the attempt.

That is what the white race means; it is what
civilizatiom means. It is not any one white man
who has this power of judging and punishing; it
is any white man. They are the knight-errants of
the earth. Each one must fight, sit In judgment and
administer justice to the best of his ability and
conscience, so help him Ged.

It is the most amazing hegemony on the face of
the earth, when one comes to think of it—and the
most universally accepted.

Now Pablo was asking Pethwick an account of
his stewardship.

Certainly the engineer did not think of the prob-
lem in just those termms. He was not conscious of
his: racial instinct. He thought, in rather loose
American fashion, that since Pablo had put it up
to him like this he would have to do semething.

The Zambo began again.

“Look at what I did. I only knocked an old man
on the head—"

Pethwiick interrupted with a gestwre:

“Paiillo, get those handcuffs you and Cesare used
to wear and bring 'em to the tent.”

“Sii, sefor;,”’ hissed the half-breed gratefully.

Pethwick turmed back toward the tent with thor-
ough distaste for his commission. As he emtered,
Mr. Three glanced up with quizzical eyes and it
suddenly fllashed on the engineer with a sense of
embarrassment that the man from One already
knew what was in his thoughts.

15 was soon proved. Mr. Three nodded his

- head smilingly.

“Yes,” he said, “Pabllo is quite right.
the ring.”

He held up a hand and displayed an old silver
ring engraved in the form of a snake.

M. Demetriiovich glanced up at this extraordinary
monologue.

“Then you did kill Cesare Ruano?” exclaimed
the engineer.

Mr. Three paused for a moment, then answered:

“Yes, I did. There is no use going through a
long catechism. I may also add, I knew the emana-
tions of radium would have some effect on the
boy, Standifer, but I did not know what.”

The old savant stared at the man from One.

“Be careful what you say, Mr. Thiee. Your con-
fession will place you in jeopardy of the law.”

“Them you maintaim laws in this country,” ob-
served Mr. Three. “What will be the nature of
the instruction you will give me?”

“No instruction,” said Pethwick; “punishment.”

“A very antiquated custom. I should think any-
one could see that criminals need instruction.”

At that moment Pablo appeared in the emtrance
with the manacles.

“This is hardlly the time to enter into an abstract
discussion of punishment, Mr. Three,” observed
Pethwiick brusguely. He held the manacles a mo-
ment a little self-consciously, then said, *“You may
congider yourself under arrest.”

To Pethwick’s surprise, the man from One of-
fered no resistame, but peaceably allowed himself to
be chained to the chair in which he sat. He
watched the procedure with faintly amused expres-

Here is
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sion and even leaned over to observe how the anklets
were adjusted to his legs.

A certain air of politeness about the Incan at
last constraimed Pethwick to say:

“You understamd, Mr. Three, we are forced to
do this—it is the law.”

“And you rather dislike me anyway, do you not,
Mr. Pethwick?” added Three genially.

The engineer flushed, but kept his eyes steadily
on Mr. Three's.

“I dislike you, but I dislike to do this more.”

After the shackling the captors stood wunde-
cidedly. So they had captured the murderer of
Cesare Ruano,

“We'll have to carry him before a magisirate,”
pondered M. Demetriovich. “It’s very amnoaying.”

“M. Demetriovich,” said Mr. Three, still smiling
in his chains, “you have studied physiology?

‘(Yes.l'

“And perhaps vivisedtion?”

“Certaimly.”

“Then why all this disturbamce about killing a
lower animal for scientific endis?”

The old Rumaniam looked at Mr, Three stead-
fastly. “I cannot accept your point, Mr. Three. We
are all human beings together, even if Cesare
Ruano did not have the cullture—"

The rather pointless proceedings were inter-
rupted by a burst of snorting and braying from the
corral. Pethwick hurried outside, for the pack
animals were really of more importamce than the
prisoner. The engineer got out just in time to see
Pablo go at full speed toward the enclosure. The
Indian had a xéqpssting rifle and no doubt feared
the attack of a puma or jaguar.

On Pethwick’s heels came both M. Demetriovich
and the white-hairedl secretary. The valley was
strewwn with boulders big and little and the men had
difficulty in running over brokenm groumd. From
afar off Pethwwick saw that the down-river side of
the corral had been knocked down, and all the
llamas and mules came storming out, fliying down
toward the camp as if the fiends pursued them.

Pablo fired his rifle in the air in an efffart to
turn them. As he did so, the Zambo reeled as if
he had received a mighty but invisible blow. Mules
and llamas plunged straight past their staggering
master and for a moment Pethwick was afraid they
wotld run him down.

Next moment the engineer heard the secretary
and the professor shouting at the top of their
voices. He looked around and saw the comb of his
tent on fiire.

Thought of his prisoner likely fo burm up, sent
Pethwick sprinting breathless toward the tent. As
the flames rushed over the oiled canvas Pethwick
jetked up the groumd-pins of the rear wall and
shoved under.

Mi. Three still sat in the chair with arms and
legs bound to the posts. He slumped queerly, His
hat dropped down on his shirt. Half suffocated,
the engineer grafbbed up chair, manacles, man and
all and rushed into the open.

Once outside, he dropped his burden and began
to slap at the fire on his own clothes. The other
men began to put out the fire on Mr. Three’s gar-
ments. At their strokes the garments collzpsed.
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Inside Cesare Ruano’s clothes was an empty
human skin cut off at the neck. M. Demetriovich
drew it out of the burning rags. It had a cicatrice
across its breast from nipple to nipple. It had bullet
wounds in legs and buttocks. It tallied exactly
with the police description of the marks on the
skin of Cesare Ruano.

With colorless faces the men stood studying the
ghastly relic of the murderer in the brilliant sun-
shine.

The pack-animals were just disappearing down
the river valley. A few remaining shreds of cloth
burmed where thelr tent once steod. About them
the sinister landscape lay empty.
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THE GREEN SPLOTCHES

“So, professor, you don't believe after all he put
on Cesare's skin to stalk us?" queried Standifer.

“James, 1 don't know what to think,"” admitted
the savant.

“The whole thing fits in better with my Inecan
theory,” pressed the engineer. “The half-civilized
Indians around here, like Pablo and Cesare, could
very easily be afraid of some highly developed
brameh of the Incams, especially if the Incans were
seeking vietims to sacrifice to the sun. Under such
eireumstances it might be necessary to slip on the
hide of a half-breed to get near the others.”

“Tt would also explain why that man ambushed
our party when we entered the valley,"” added the
secretary.

“Thamks, Standifer, for helping me out,” said
Pethwick. “It would also show why the peons
around here call this the Rio Infiernillo and give it
such a wide berth.”

M. Demetriovich pulled his chin,

“Your theory seems to hang together right now,”
he admitted. “If you are on the right track, we
will have a marwvel to report—if we ever get back.”

“Then, too,” went on Petimwick, encouraged,
“since the prefect warmed us against the valley, it
suggests to me there has been something simister
here for years—long before Bolshevism became a
power.”

“These are queer theories,” laughed Standifer,
“one going to the extremely ancient and the oither
to the extremely modern.”

During the latter part of this discussiom, an atok,
a sort of huge native rodent, slithered down the
valley past the scientists, dodging from one
boulder to another. Now a Peruviam fox whisked
past.

The unuswal animals passing within a few min-
utes proved suffidiemt to draw Pethwick’'s attention
from the subject under discussion. The engineer
looked up the stony stretch and a surprising sight
filled his eyes.

The whole valley worked with glimpses of filjiing
animals. Rats, hares, civets, what not, darted here
and there from covert to covert. Along the edge
of the river slunk a panther, making cat-like rushes
between hidimg-places. The shrill whistle of three
frightemed deer sounded down the valley.

1t seemed as if a wave of fear were depopulting
the whole Rio Infiernillo. All the engineer could see
was innumerable furtive dodgings. From the dull
surface of the river arose a loon, screaming, and
it boomed down streamn with fear-struck speed.
Only one animal fled in the open, a huge black bear
with a white muzzle, the ucumari. He was king of
the Andes, as the grizzly reigns in the Rockies. He
lunged down the middle of the cahoén, taking the
whole Infermal Valley for his course. He was
afraid of nothing in the Sierras—except what was
behind him.

The scientists hurried out from in front of the
brute and let him lunge by unchallenged. They
stared up the burnt valley, marveling at this exodus
of animals.

Presentlly, far away against the blackish stones,

Pethwick descried what seemed to be yellow flieas
hopping among the houldiers.
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“That must be what made our pack-amimals
break loase!” cried the engineer.

“Wonder what they are?” from the author.

“] say it's the devil making a drive,” answered
Pabllo, crossing himself with fervor.

The animals kept darting past. The distant flieas
grew into bugs, then into some sort of animals and
at last were defined against the charmel gulch as
human beings.

“Jumping Jehosophat  cried Standifer. “They
are those Incans you were talking about, Pethwick.
Scores of 'em! They’ve come for us!”

The secretary stepped aroumd behind a large
boulder that hid everything except his head.

Others of the expeditiom followed suit, hardly
knowing what to believe.

The approaching party were yellow men. Each
one carried something in his hand that flashed 11ke
metal. They leaped from boulder to boulder in
their chase with amazing activity. The very
vicufias themselves that skittered along the eraggy
sides of the valley did not exhibit a greater agility.

Pablo Pasca, notwithstanding his belief that all
this was a great drive of the devil, nevertheless Be-
came excited at the passing game. As one speekled
deer came shimmering down thiough the diamend-
like sunshine, Pablo determimed to beat Satan out
of one carcass, so he leveled his rifle for a shet.
The author saw 1t and put his fiingeiss to his ears
to dull the report.

At that moment a volce quite elose to the party
broke the silence wriith:

“Don’t shoot. There must be no holes in the
skins.”

The word “skins” brought the party around with
a start. They were nervous o the tepie. The
secretary, however, still stood with his fingers iA
his ears, watehing deer,

On top of a large boulder, still wearing his Ieek
of condescension and armusement, sat the reeent
prisoner of the expeditien,'Mr. Three. Sinee he had
flung off Cesare’s clothes and skin, the welrd sfs?:
ture was witheut apparel and sai naked 1n the €old
vivid sunshine, his bedy oF 3 clear yellowish eom:
Eéedxm and Ris large Head stith painied 3 COPPErY

I1r was the most grotesque combination Pethwiek
eould have imagined, But Mr. Three maintained
a perfect composre, dignity—and COHMAESCERSION.
His painted face had the faintly amused expression
of 2 fnan watehing the anties of, say, seme pst
goats.

The fellow’s body suggested to Pethwick a ripe
pear or yellow peach. His hands and feet were
disagreeably small—sure sign of aneient and
aristocratic blood. He must have slipped right
through the manacles the moment his eapiers
turmed thelr backs. In one hand he held a small
metallie rod.

Pethwick stared at the remaikable transforma=
tion and finally blurted oui:

“Did you break loose from the handeuffs and set
fire to our temt?”

“The fire was quite accidental,” assured the man
from One. “I did it with this focusing-rod when
1 got rid of your quaint old manacles.”



AMAZING STORIES

“Focusing-rod,” caught up Standifer, for, not-
withstanding all he had suffered at the hands of
Mr. Three, the pride of a filditeras] author and the
remarkable sale of his books left him with a kindlly
feeling in his heart for the fellow.

“Yes, focusing-rod.”

“What does it focus?”

“Wireless power.”

“We have transmission of wireless power in
America,” observed the Professor, “but that 1s cer-
tainly the most compact termimal I ever saw.”

Mr. Three glanced at the rod ia his hand.

*“Oh, yes, this is one of the primitive instruments.
I fancy this came inte use among thinking erestures
along with fire, the keystone of the arch and the
old-fashioned seventy-two-faile gun. They were
important additions to hufman knowledge, but their
discoverers and the dates of their diseovery are lost
in prehistorie eras.”

For & moment Mr. Three sat pensively in the
sunshine, his mind dwelling on that misty time in
the land of One when some unrecorded genius
found out how te foecus wireless power with a little
metal rod. No doubt to this mysterious man the
primeiple of the rod appeared so simple that any
rational ereature woeuld knew it.

Presently he came out of his reverie and waved
his focusing bar down the valley.

“You men,” he directed, “will follow the rest of
the quarry down the river—everything must go!”

For a moment the scilentists stared at him, not
understanding.

“What is it?” inquired Standifer.

“Follow the quarry down the valley and be quick
about it,” snapped the yellow man brusquely.

An indignant flush swept over Pethwick.

“You must be crazy, Three. We'll do as we
please.”

“Why should we go?” inquired Demetriovich with
his academic suavity.

Mr. Three tapped Impatiently with his rod on
the boulder.

“So our commander can select specimens to
carry to One,” he explained briefly.

“Oh, I see,” cried Pethwick, somewhat mollified.
“He wants us to help him select the animals, as
we are naturalists.”

For once in their intercourse, Mr. Three showed
genuine surprise. He sprang to his feet and stared
at them.

“You help him select! You!” The gnome broke
into the most insulting of Jaughter. *“You bunch
of idiots, he is going te select one of you as a speci-
men to carry to One !’ Here he threw off his brief
tolerance of opposition and shouted, “Forward,
march! I don't want to have to use force!

For a moment the men stood almost paralyzed
with amazement. Mr. Three evidently read the
mental state, for he put a hand over his mouth to
conceal his grin and to malntain his alr of grim
authority.

Pethwick first orgamized active resistamce. Pablo
Pasca still stood with his rifle at ready. Pethwick
whispered sharply to the Indim:

“Get himm!”

Almost by reflex action, the Zambo swung his
rifle on Mr. Three and ifired.

At the same moment Pablo staggered backward
as if he had received a powerful blow out of the
air. His rifle clattered to the stones. At the same
instant Pethwiick felt a sensation like a strong elec-
tric shock. Standifer grunted and clapped a hand
to his already wounded leg.

At this act of war the party of scientists threw
themselves flat behind boulders. Pethwwick adjusted
his rifle with hands shaking from his shock and
then peered around his shelter for a glimpse of Mir.
Thiee. He saw the yellow man still standing on
the boulder. The engineer eased his rifle around
unsteadily. The head of the gun wavered about
the big painted head. With a determined effort
the englneer settled it on his target. He was just
squeezing the trigger when tingling knots rushed
through his arims, legs and body, stiffening them,
flashinge fite 1R his brain, beating him with a thou-
sand prickly hammers. It was an electrie shock.
He flottensd] under it, squirming and twisting,

.The moment his thought of opposition wanished
in pain the shock ceased.

All three white men and the Indian lay motion-
less. The only sound Pethwick could hear was an
occasional groan from Standifer and the faint pat-
ter of passing animals.

A ray of sardonic amusement ffutitetasfi through
the engineer’s dizzy brain—the DeLong Gesgraph-
ical Expedition captured as & curious species of
lower animals.

Sudden hearty laughter from the nearby boulder
told the Engineer that Mr. Three had caught the
jest and was enjoying it. Pethwiick fllushed angrily.

FTER this convincing contest with the focusing-
rod the expedition abandomed resistamee and
suriendetred themselves as prisoners of war, or per-
haps it would be more aecurate to say prisoners of
sclence.

Although Pablo had shot at Mr. Three, the
strange being regardied it no more than if a cat had
scratched at him. Instead of being angry, he really
tried to comfort the men. He told them only one
of thelr number would be taken as a specimen to
the land of One; the person chosen would be re-
tained alive and, If he proved tractaldle, he would
undoubtedly be allowed to run at large within cer-
tain limits and might be taught simple tricks where-
with to amuse the visitors at the zoo; such as play-
ing a simple game of chess on one beard.

This may or may not have been a sarcastic fling
at the feeble game of chess which Pethwick had
just played; at any rate the thought of playing end-
less games of chess thiough the bars of a zoclegical
cage filled the engineer with nausea. No doubt on
one side of him would be a monkey begging for
peanuts and on the other a surly orang. Feor Peth-
wiek did not doubt the specimen selected would be
classed among the simians.

As they walked along the engineer thought up a
new line of defense. He began to threatem Mr.
Three with the American Army and Navy. He told
the yellow man this expedition was American and
thelr capture would be no small affair, They were
a famous scientific body. They would be missed.
Thelr abduction would fmean a war between the
land of One and the whele League of Nations.



THE GREEN

At this Mr. Three interrupted incredulowsly:

“Do you creatures really compose a scientific
body?”

Petimwick was so cut by the remark that he
Stopped talking and walked along in silence.

The professor plied his captor with many ques-
tions. He discovered that the men from One had
a portable furnace and were extracting radium from
the outcrop of pitchiblende in the valley. The mys-
terious burmed places which Pethwick had noted in
his jourmal were spots where the furhace had been
operated. The strange lights which the expedition
had seen on several oceaslons were the men moving
the furnace from one place to another. Mgy. Three
explained that they always meved the furnace at
night; it was difficult to do this during the day
because the sun’s rays created an etherie storm.

The yellow man’s conversation entertaimed the
white men notwithstanding their uncertaim fate.
Pablo Pasca, however, tremibled on the verge of col-

lapse. He knew he was in the hands of the imps
of Satan. Now and then Pethwick heard him
groan.

“Oh, Mother of Heaven! Oh, if I could get back
to the garrote! Poor Cesare Ruamo, in torment
without his skin—or the ring he meant to be gar-
roted in '

Animals still rushed past the party and behind
them came the yellow beaters, scaring up the game.

It was useless for anything to hide from these
terviible men with their focusing-rods. Evidently
they could sense an animal’s fright and locate it as
an ordinary man can locate a sound. As soon as
they found something in a covert, a slight elediric
shoek sent it headlong after the other animals.

For the first time in his life Petihwiick felt some
kinship for the lower animals. He, too, was in the
batitzee, one with the foxes and rabbits that fiflttered
past him. For ages man had slaughtered the lower
animals exactly as the men from One were doing
now.

And just as man had annihilated the bison, the
aptéryx, the dodo, so no doubt this new and more
powerful race from One would exterminate man
and his cities, his works of art and his sciences.
The vision of a charnel world painted itself on his
depressed imagination—a wiping out of existing
races and a repeopling by these yellow Incans.
Compared to such such a conflict the late world war
would be trivial,

MID the day-dream of Armageddon, the engi-
neer heard M. Demetriovich ejaculate to
himself:
“So it is a German Bolshevist undertaking after
all. There's a Zappdim!™
Pethwick looked up suddenly. The prisoners had
rounded a turn in the valley. Not more tham three
hundred yards distant rose an enormous structure
in the shape of a Zeppelin. It required a second
glance to observe this fact, as the huge creation
stood on its end instead of lying horizontal as do
the ordinary fifliripgsdhiips.
Instead of being made of cloth, this Zeppelin had
a skin of white metal, no doubt aluminum. Indeed,
for the fiirst tirne a dirigible had been camstructed
that had the staumchmess and alr-worthimess that
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deserved the name ship. This was no mere bubble
of varmished cloth.

It was enormous. It rose some seven hun-
dred and fiifty feet high, an amazing skyscraper of
silver whose fulgor was enhamced by the dark and
melancholy background of the Infernal Valley.

The immense vessel rested on its sterm which
tapered down to perhaps four feet in diameter. It
was shored up with long metal rods anchored in
the earth. The rods, some hundied feet long, were
inserted in the airship just where its great barrel
began to taper to its sterf.

Five hundred feet up the side of the cylinder
Pethwiick noticed the controlling planes, which
looked exceedingly small for the vast bulk they were
designed to pilot. When the engineer pointed these
out to the professor, M. Demetriovich seemed
supptised.

“Do you realize, Pethwiick, what their small size
indicates? The speed of this ship through the air
must be prodigious if these tiny controls grip the
air with sufficient leverage to direct this memnster.”

Then the old scientist went on to commend the
novel idea of landing the dirigible on her stern.
It did away with wide maneuvering to gain alti-
tude. This aluminum dirigible could drop inte a
hole slightly larger tham her own diameter and
launch herself out of it straight at the sky. It was
an admirable stroke.

Workmen dotted the vessel’s side, scrubbing the
bright skin as assiduously as a crew palnting a
man-of-war.  Pethwiick could dlstinguish this
serubbing force tip for two of thiee hundied feet.
Beyond that he caught only glimmers of moving
dots amid the reflections of the sun.

The organization of the crew seemed cast along
military lines. Small squads of men or soldiers
marched in exact ranks and files over the valley to
gather up the animals stunmed by the focusing-rods.

At fiirst Pethwick had not observed these animals,
but a more careful look showed him a number of
specimens that had been struck down as they passed
the ship. The big-headed yellow men were collect-
ing these in cages, evidently for exhibition purposes
when they retutmed to the extraordinary land from
which they came. The slaughter had net been
wasteful. Only onie member of each speeies had
been taken.

The yellow men worked at top speed and were
plainly under the continual barked orders of sol-
diery, but oddly enough not a sound was heard.
The whole control was mental. The silence gave
Pethwiick the strange impression that he was look-
ing at a gigantic cinema.

MOVEMENT behind the white men caused

them to look around. A file of yellow soldiers
was moving toward the dirigible, coming from the
direction of their burmed camp up the valley.
These men bore the mounted skeletons whieh the
DeLong Geographical Expedition had observed
when they first entered the stramge valley of the
Rio Infiernille.

The removal of these objects suggested to Peth-
wick that the men from One and their super-
dirigible would soon sail from the valley. A great
curiosity to see the departure seized the engineer.
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He looked for the blg driving propellers which he
thought must draw the ship, but he cotld see none.

At that moment four soldiers with a large metal
cage approached the DeLong Geographical party.
At the same time on one of the upper rounds of
the airship, sofme seventy-five feet abeve the base,
appeaied a yellew man with a peeuliar seimtilleging
star fixed to his bBig yellew head. The personage
loeked directly teward the explerers but said
nething.

When he looked Mr. Three drew himself up and
saluted in military fashion.

Then, evidently for the benefit of his captors,
Mr. Three answered aloud the mental gquestions
which his superior must have put to him. Here
are the words of the one-sided conwensattion:

“Yes, sir.”

“No, sir.”

“Ordinary ruby-blooded mammals, sir, with in-
telligence somewhat higher tham monkeys, sir.

“They communicate their simple thoughts exactly
as monkeys do, sir—by chattering.

“They are absolutely insensible to all mental vi-
bratiions, sir, more completely so tham the four-
legged animals.

“I would suggest you take all fliwe. They will
prove very amusing, sir, in the national zoo. Their
attempts to deceive each other and to deceive even
me, sir, are as good as a farce. I believe you will
find thera much more humorous tham chimpanzees
or the ordinary monkeys, sir.

“Sorry you can’t. In that case I suggest we take
the brown one. His color is the nearest human,
Then, too, he has the best physique. None of them
have any minds to speak of.

“Very well, sir.”

Here Mr. Three saluted stiffly and directed the
four workmen with the cage toward Pablo Pasca.

As the laborers lowered their cage and started
for the half-breed Pablo’s eyes almost started from
his head’ He whirled to rum, but seemed to real-
ize the hopelessness of trying to escape from the
amazing agility of the men from One. Next mo-
ment he whipped out a knife and dashed into the
midst of his assailants, slashing and stabbing like
one possessed.

But the soldiers of One had feline agility. They
dodged, whipped under his blows like game-cocks.
One leaped straight over the heads of his ecom-
rades and landed headlong on the Zambo, It was
an unfortunate leap. Pablo’s blade caught him in
the shoulder and a dark liquid spurted out.

In the instant of withdrawing the blade, the yel-
low men seized the half-breed's arms and legs.
They went down with the Zambo in a struggling
pile. Pablo kicked, bit, twisted his knife with a
wrist movement, trying to cut something. But the
yellow men worked swiftly and methodically.

*Quick!” commanded Mr. Three. “We must
start in four minutes!” Then in answer to some
question the yellow soldiers thought te him, I
can’t use my focusing-rod. It might destroy what
little mind he has.”

A moment later the yellow men got to their feet
with the ex-thief hanging between them by his
legs and arms. The poor fellow turmed an agonized
face to Pethwick.
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“Sufiork ! Sefiork!” he sereatmmed.
poor Pablo! Oh, Hely Mary!
Seftary, Sefivyr Pethwick!”

His voice rose to a screech. Blood ttickled from
his nostrils. His face was white with fear.

Pethwiick stared with wide eyes at the struggle.
The injustice of this capture for sclentific purposes
thundered at the American’s heart. Pethwick was
a white man, of that race which deals justice among
weaker men and carries out its judgments with its
life.

At Pablo’s shriek of despalr something seemed to
snap in Pethwick’s head. He hesitated a second,
then lunged into the victorious yellow men.

He never reached thern. A wave of flame seemed
to lap around him. Then came blackness.

“Save me! Save
Sacred Maiiher!

EN Pethwick revived, there were no more
yellow men in sight. The great shining
dirigiible stood entirely closed and apparently life-
less. The sun was setting and its rays filled the
great charmel valley with a bleedy light. The
dirigible looked like an enormeus red water-stand.
In a few minutes the lower half of the gpreat ship
was purple in shadow, while the upper half turned
a deeper red. The silenee was abselute. The three
white men stoed staring at the stramge seena.

Quite suddenly from where the stern of the Zep-
pelin nested on the ground broke out a light of in-
sufferable brilliancy. A luminous gas seemed to
boil out in whirls of furious brightmess. It spread
everywhere, and 1n {ts radiamee the great ship stood
out i brilllant stlver from stem to stern.

In that fulgor Pethwick saw the restraining rods
cast off, and the dirigible from the land of One
mounted straight into the green heart of the eve-
ning sky.

The moment it strwck full sunlight at a height
of five hundred yards It seemed caught in some
tremendously strong wind, for it moved eastward
with a velocity that Increased by prodigious bounds.
Within half a minute its light was reduced from
the termiific glare of a furnaee to the glow of a head-
light, and then to a radiamee like that of a shooting
star against the darkening eastern sky.

As the watchers followed i1t with their eyes a
strange thing happened. That white light turned
to violet, then Indige blue, green, yellow, erange
and red, and so faded out,

In the Valle de Rio Infiernillo lingered a phos-
phorescent mist that told of the first men’'s pass-
ing. It settled on the cliffs and crags and glowed
with spectral luminosity. The men looked at each
other; they too were covered with this shining
stuff.

“Gentlemen,” quavered M. Demettiowich, “I be-
lieve we have on us the residual emanations of
radivm. It will likely kill us. Let us go down to
the river and wash it off.”

The three men set out, stumbling through the
darkness, guided somewhat by the faint light given
off by their own bodies.

They waded into the black waters of the Infernal
River, and began scrubbing eaeh other furiously,
teying to rid themselves of this dangerous lumines-
ity. High above them it still shivered frem eliff
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and crag. Presently this faded out and there
reigned complete darkness and complete silence.

N the following morning, when the DelLong
Geographical Expeditiom was about to start
back for civilizatiom they saw on the scene of the
conflict between Pablo and the yellow soldiers, where
the half-breed had stabbed his captors, a number of
dark greem stains.
On analysis this green also proved to be
chlorophyll.

A communication from Gilbert DeLong,
President of the DeLong Geographical Society,
to the Trustees of the Nobel Prize Founda-
tion, Stockholm, Swedien:

Sirs: It is my privilege to bring to your atten-
tion the extraordinary jourmal of the DeLong Geo-
graphical Expedition into that unmapped region of
Peru, in the department of Ayacucho, known as the
Valle de Rio Infiernillo,

Emclosed with this journal is M. Demetriovich’s
able presentatiion of the theory that the dirigible
observed in that valley was operated by the Bol-
shevist government of either Austria or Russia.

Also enclosed is the monograph of Mr. Herbert
M. Pethwwiick, C.E., who presents a most interesting
speculation tending to prove that the stramge air-
craft was a development made independently of the
known civilized world by an offishoot of the an-
cient Incan race, depatriated by the Spaniards in
1553 A. D.

To my mind, both of these hypotheses, although
brilliantly maintaimed, fail to take into cansidieration
two highly significant facts which are set forth,
but not greatly sttessed in the record of the expedi-
tion as kept by Mr. James B. Standifer, Sec.

These two facts are, fiirst, the serial number
which served as a name of the man from One, and
the other fact, that in both eases where a man from
One was wounded he bled what for want of a better
termn must be called chlorophyllaceous blood.

Fromm few other writers tham Mr. Standifer
would I accept so bizarre a statement of fact, but
his power of exact and minute observation is so
well attested by his well-known work, “Reindeer in
Iceland,” that I dare not question his strict adher-
ence to truth.

The phenomena set forth in the jourmal hap-
pened. That Is beyond cavil. The problem for the
scientific world is their imterpretation.

In handling this problem, I shall not only assume
that the jourmal is accurate, but I shall still further
assumne that the being known in the record as Mir.
Three told the precise truth in every statement
ascribed to him. -

I have every confidence in Mr. Three’s probity
for several reasons. First, he has no motive for
prevarication. Second, a man who habitually com-
municates with his fellows by telepathy would not
be accustomed to falsehood, since falsehood is
physically impossible when a man’s mind lies be-
fore his companions like an open book. Thikd, to
a man habitually accustomed to truth, lying is a
difficelt and uncongenial labor. In brief, lying is
like any other art; it requires practise to do it well.

In regard to the serial number, both of the above
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mentioned writers apparently fail to see the enor-
mous problem it possesses. As for the chlerophyl-
laceous blood, our authors pass it with a vague sur-
mise that somehow it is used in extracting gold,
when the whole object of the expedition, acemrding
to Mr. Thiee, was not gold but radium.

Because my esteemed colleagues neglected these
two critical points, their whole theories, as ably
and ingeniously defended as they are, to my mind
collapse into mere brilllant sophisms.

In the brief analysis herewith presented I shall
touch on a number of points, among which the
questions evoked by the serial number and the
chlorophyll blood will be noticed in thelr proper
places.

First, then, Mr. Three himself states that the
object of the expedition was the extraction of ra-
dium from the pitchblende In the Infernal Valley.
The use the men from One made of this radium was
demonstrated at the departure of the dirigible, for
that vessel must have been propelied by the ema-
nations of radium. According to the deseription
of Mr. Standifer, the ship tised no serew propellers
or tragtors, but a powerful emanation of radium
from under its stern shot the great metal cylinder
upward exactly as powder piopels a skyrocket.

That radium would possess such power is well
known. It has been calculated that two pounds of
radiumn would possess sufficient foree to swing the
earth out of its orbit.

With such power the airship would be capable
of enormous speed. A high speed was guessed by
M. Demetriovich when he observed the small con-
trolling plane. However, the vastness of this speed
was demonstrated by Mr. Standifer in the Jast
paragraph of his account, by his curious observa-
tion that the alrship, as seen against the evening
sky, turmed violet, indigo blue, green, yellow, orange,
red and then was lost. In other words, It ran
through the whole spectrum from the most raplid
to the lowest vibrations per second and then
vanished.

What is the meaning of this significant detail?

Allow me to recail an analogy in sound. The tone
of a bell on a train departing at high speed becomes
lower in pitch. This is because the vibrations reach
the ear at longer intervals.

Apply that to the change of light observed @ii
the airship. Then the vessel must have been with-
drawing at such a speed that it lowered the “pitch”
of light vibrations from white to red and flinally
cancelled its light in blackness.

The only conclusion to be drawm from this is
that at the time of the light’s extinctiom, the mys-
terious metal cylinder was hurtling through space
at the speed of light itself; that is to say, at a speed
of one hundred and eighty-six thousamd miles per
second.

SERVE that I say, “space,” not air. In the
firsit place such a speed in alr wotlld fuse any
metal. But there is another and a better reason.
It requires the average human eye ame-twemtieth
of a second to perceive a color change. ‘'If Mr.
Standifer had observed these color changes at the
highest possible nerve rate, the operatiom would
have acquired seven-twentieths of a second. Let
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us assume it required half a second. During that
interval the cylinder would have trawersed, at the
speed of light, ninety-thiee thousand miles in a
straight line. That is more than eleven times the
diameter of this globe. Therefore it is far outside
of our atmosphete. Also it proves the mysterious
vessel was not bound for Austria of Russia. It
was leaving the earth,

How was this velocity attained?

I submit by the reaction of radium upon sun-
light.

As every schoolboy knows, the drift of a comet's
tail is caused by the pressure of light. As soon as
this airship arose to the height of about five hun-
dired yards into sunlight, it began to drift east-
ward with a rapidly increasing velocity. In other
words, the metal skin of the ship, which Mr. Peth-
wiek took for aluminumm, was probably a much
lighter metal—a metal so light that it was capable
of being buffeted along in the surf of sunlight. Now
if the ship were propelled merely on the barbs of
synbeams, it would have attaimed the velocity of
light. But the veleeity of radium emanations is
ene-fifieanth that of light. Se by rumming down
the light eurrent, and allowing the radium to react
apainst the sunbeams, a speed of one and one-
fiflsrieh the veleeity of light may be generated;
that {8 ene-hundid and ninety-eight thousand
files per seeond.

Such speed would admit of interplanetary travel.

However, it is probable the men from One could
accelerate the radiation from radium by electrical
or chemical means. They may have learmed to boil
the metal as men boil water. In such case the pres-
sure of its radiation would be vastly increased,
apnd with it the possible speed of the ship. This
gives an unknown and problematical power of
trangition far beyond the velocity of light. At such
fate a journey even to one of the fixed stars would
be within the realm of possibility.

We may therefore with prudemce hypothesize that
the mysterious ether ship observed in the Valley
of the Rio Infiernillo was an interstellar vayager
stopping by the earth as a coaling port to refuel
with radium.

However, as it is improbable that the ether ship
was going beyond the confines of our solar system,
a speculation as to what planet the men from QOne
were bound may be reached by noting the day and
the hour the ship sailed from the earth.

As our earth swings around the ecliptic, it would
be possible for interplanetary mariners to obtain
a favorable current of sunlight in any direction,
No doubt the navigator of the ether ship was
bound for one of the planets in opposition to the
sun at the time of the ship’s departure. That is to
say the yellow men were sailing for either Neptune
or Jupiter.

That the men were returning to some planet
much larger than the earth is suggested by their
small size and extraordinary agility. No doubt
these men found the gravitatiion of the earth slight
compared with the atttaction to which they were
accustomed. This fact gave them extiraordinary
vigor.

Now let us consider the serial number that
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formed Mr. Three's name.
654-3.

This gives rise to a most interesting speculation :

The probable number of the units contaimed in a
series, when any serial number is given, is com-
puted by multiplying together the component parts
of the serial number.

For instamce, if one has two series of twelve
each, the whole number of objects would be twenty-
four. If one had six major series of two subseries
of twelve each, the total number of units would be
144,

Applying this idea to Mr. Three’s serial number,
one would find the total probable populatiom of
Jupiter, or the land of One, by multiplying the com-
ponent parts of this number together. This reached
the enormous number product of 14,510,894,489,356.
That is to say, fourteen and a half guadrillions.

This utterly quashes the Incan hypothesis. There
is not room in South America for fourteen and a
half quadrilllion people—there is not room on the
globe for such a number. That, in fact, is the prob-
able population of either Neptune or Jupiter. For
sake of simplicity, we will assume it is Jupiter.

No wonder, then, with such an inconceivable
population, the inhabitants of Jupiter are militar-
ized. No wonder they suggested Bolshevism to M.
Demetriovich.

With such masses of life, all other species of
animals are probably extinet. This would explain
why the Jovians were 0 eager to captiire specimens
of fauna as well as radium.

The last point in the record, the chlerophyllaceous
blood, has been to me the most difficultt to find any
analogy for in our terrestrial experience.

However, we must needs grasp the problem fiirm-
ly and proceed with considered but ample steps to-
ward any conclusion to which it Jeads.

Chlorophyll is the colering matter in plants. It
possesses the power of utilizing energy directly
from sunlight. There is no reason to doubt that in
the velns of the Joviams it still retains that pe-
culiar power,

With such an extraordinaty fluid 1an his velns, it
might be possible for a Jovian to stand in the sun-
shine and to obtain from it energy and strength,
just as a human being obtains energy and strength
by eating vegetables that have stood in the sun-
shine.

In fact, the fiirst method is no more amazing than
the second. If, indeed, there be a difference, un-
doubtedly our human method is the more fantastie.
The idea of obtaining energy from sunshine, not by
standing In it, as any one would suppose, but by
eating something else that has steed in it, is
grotesque to the verge of madnass,

Let us pursue that thought. No doubt in a con-
course of fourteen and a half quadsillion inhabitants
space would be so dear that there would be no va-
cant or tillable land. Therefore on Jupiter every
man must absorb whatever sunshine he received.
There would be no such thing as eating.

This accounts for the amazement of Mr. Three
at seeing Standifer eat his lunch.

To put the same idea in another form—the erew
of the ether ship were flora, not fauna.

This accounts for the yellow pear-like texture of

It was 1753-12,657,109-
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their skins. No doubt the young Jovians are green
in color. It would also explain why Mr, Three was
entirely without anger when attacked and without
pity for Pablo’s pleadings, or for Standifer when
he was burmed, or for Ruano when he was mur-
dered.

Anger, pity, love and hatred are the emotional
traits of the mammalia. They have been developed
through epochs of matermal protection. It is not
developed in plants.

Mr. Three was a plant.

It would also explain why Mr. Three took only one
animal of each species, instead of a male and a fe-
male. Sex is perhaps unknowm on Jupiter. Mr.
Three was perhaps expecting his animals to bud
or sprout.

HE last question to be broached is, How is it
possible for plant life to possess mobility?

I wish to- recall to the inquirer that here on our
own globe the spores of the algae and other plants
of that order have the power of swimming freely in
the sea. Still, they are plants—plants just as mo-
bile as ffidhes. They become stationary only at a
later stage of their devellopment.

Now, if for some reason these algae spores
could retain their mobility, the result would be a
walking, swimming or crawling plant.

The line between animal and plant life has never
been so clearly drawn. It seems mere fortuity that
the fiirst forebear of animal life swam about and
caught its sustenamce by enveloping it in its gela-
tinous droplet, rather than by adhering to a reef
and drawing its energy directly from the sun.

If that far-off protozoa had clung to the reef, the
reader of this paragraph might have been a syca-
more or a tamarimd—he would not have been a
man.

Now Mr. Three's forefather evidently crawled out
of the sea into the sunshine but found nothing to
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envelop ; therefore he followed the lip of the Jovian
tide up and down, drawing his energy from the
sun’s rays. The result was a walking vegetable—
in short, Mr. Three.

However, gentlemen of the Nobel Prize Founda-
tion, i1t is not to press the views of the writer that
this note was writtem, but to offer for your con-
sideration as candidates for the fifty thousamd dol-
lar Nobel Prize for the year 1920 the names of :

Demetrios Z. Demetriowvich, Herbert M. Pethwick
and James B. Standifer.

One of the five prizes for 1920 will be awarded to
the man or group who have done the greatest serv-
ice for the advancement of human knowledge dur-
ing the twelvemaonth.

These men, by their observations, taken at the
peril of their lives, have blazed new avenues for
the use of radium. Their jourmal suggests the
feasibility of the universal use of telepathy, a de-
velopment now confined to a few adepts and be-
littled by the unthinking. Their discoveries reveal
the possibility of interplanetary trawel and the vast
commercial emoluments such a trade would possess.
Their jourmal suggests to the ambitious soul of
man a step beyond world citizenship, and that is
stellar citizenship. It is a great step and will pro-
foundly modify human thought.

In the past, gentlemen, epoch-making discoveries
have been too often rewarded by Bridewell or Bed-
lam; it is gratifying to know that we have reached
a stage of civilization where the benefactors of
their race receive instead honor and emolument.

GILBERT H. DELONG.

New York City,

May, 1920.

Noite by the Transeeitiber: It may interest the
reader to know that the Nobel Prize was awarded
to Dr. Gilbert H. DeLong, for the series of brilliant
inductions set forth above.—T. S.
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THE HAMMERING MAN 41'

weei==mmw UTHER TRANT, on the rainy merning
of April 13th, sat alone in his offiee. On
his wrist, as he bent closely over a heap
of typewritten pages spread before him
on his desk, a small instrument in con-
tinual motion ticked like a watch. It was for him
an hour of idleness: he was reading fideimm. And
with his passion for making visible and reeerding
the workings of the mind, he was taking a perman-
ent reeerd of his feelings as he read.

The instrument strapped on Trant’s arm was
called a sphygmograph. It carried a small steel
rod which pressed tightly on his wrist artery. This
rod, rising and falling with each rush of the blood
wave through the artety, tramsmitied its motion
to a system of small levers. These levers operated
a stylus point, whieh touched the surface of a re-
volving drum. And as Trant had adjusted areund
this drurm a strip of sfoked paper, the stylus peint
tiaced on its soety surface a eontinuous wavy lifie
whieh rose and fell with each beat of the psyehe-
legist’s pulse.

As the interest of the story gripped Tramt, this
wavy line grew fiktter, with elevations farther apart.
When the interest flagged], his pulse returmed to its
normal beat and the line became regular in its un-
dulations. At an exciting incident, the elewations
swelled to greater height. And the psychologist
was noting with satisfaction how the comtinual
variations of the line pave definite record of the
stery’s sustaimed pewer, when he was imterrupted
by the sharp ring of his telephene.

An excited, choleric voice came over the wire:

“Mr. Trant? . . . This is Cuthbert Edwards, of
Cuthbert Edwards & Co., Michigan Avenue. You
have received a communication from my son Win-
ton this morning? Is he there now? . ... No?
Then he will reach your office in a very few mo-
ments. 1 want nothing whatever done in the mat-
ter! You understand! I will reach your office my-
gelf as seen as pessible—
probably within fiffieen
minutes—and explksiim!™

The sentemce eemdied
with a bump, as Cutthbert
Edwards slammed his re-
ceiver back upon its
hook. The psychologist,
who would have recog-
nized the name—even if
not forewarmed by the
communication he had re-
celved that morning—as
the conservative head of
one of the oldest and most
“exclusive” Chicago familles of New England Puri-
tan extraction, detached the sphygmograph from his
wrist and drew toward him and reread the fantastic
advertisement that had eofie to him inelesed in Win-
ton Edwards’ letter. Apparently it had been cut
from the elassified eolumns of one of the big dailles.

willl do v,

Euazy The 17th of the 10th, 1905! Since you and
your own are safe, do you become insensible that
others now again walt in your place? And those
that swing in the wind! Have you forgot? If you
remefaber and are tiwe, communicate. And you

T UTMHER THMNT, the psysiunbiggival detectitiye, s

bacd om the jub thiss momith withh a scamififiiion
talle wiichh willl kexpp your absavbed amd! wiill arsusse wwar
cumidsitity to no weam degreec. Thee stremgge pamt aboutt # all
is thatt abtoogyh the staryy is wmistten as fictiony, the »esadls
cam be obthivedd readilfy amy timee todhyy, as the irsbtn-
wantts uset] are welll knoveyn and cam be foomdd i amy -
varsily andl upiscdatate collbgge labaretonry. Sitangye to ssay,
howgyerer, ouwr cowtss, so farr, hawe natt beem willigg to wse
paywhhleligatal reansidos:s, butt no deubb! seweer or latsr tihey

ANNNNANNNNNANNNNNNANNN N N N N N N NN

1119

can help save them all! N. M. 15, 45, 11, 31; 7;

13, 32, 45; 13, 36.

The letter, to the fiirst page of which the adver-
tisement had been pinned, was dated “Chieags,
April 13th,” the same day he had received it, pest-
marked three o’clock that morning, and written in
the scrawling hand of a young man under streng
emotion.

Dear Siiz: Before coming to consult yeu, I send
for your consideratiom the advertisement yeu will
find inclosed. This advertisement is the ene tan-
gible piece of evidence of the amazing and ifnex:
plicable Influence possessed by the “hammeéring
man” over my flaneée, Miss Eva Silber. This if-
fluenes: has forced her to refuse to marry me——i8
tell me that I must think of her only as if she were
dead.

This advertisement appeared fiist on 1ast Menday
morning in the classified eolumns of thiee Chicage
papers published in Emglish, and in the German
S——. On Tuesday, it appeared in the same mern-
ing papers and in four evening papers and the Ger-
man A——. It was submitted to each newspaper
by mail, with no address or information other than
the text as here printed, with thiee dollars in cur-
rency inclosed i each case to pay for its insertion.
For God's sake help me, Mr. Trant! 1 will eall en
you this morning, as soon as I think you are at your
office. WIINTON EDWARDS.

(

The psyehelegist had hardly finished this lefter,
when rapid footsteps in the corridor outside stop-
ped at his office door. Never had there been a more
striking entramee into Trant’s office than that of the

oung man whe new burst in—disheveled, wet with
he rain, his eyes red for want of sleep.

“She has left me, Mr. Trant!” he cried, with no
prelude. “She has gomel™

As he sank dazedly into
4 chair, he pulled from
his pocket a small leather
case and handed it to the
psychologist. Within was
the photograph of a re-
markably handsome girl
in her early twenties—a
girl sobered by some un-
uswmall experiemce, as
showed most plainly in
the poise of her little
round head wrapped with
its braid of lustrous hair,
and the s hadow that
Jurked In the steadfast eyes, though they were
smiling and the full lips were smiling, too.

“You are, I presume, Mr, Winton Edwards,”
said Tramt, picking up the letter on his desk. “Now,
it you have come to me for help, Mr. Edwards, you
must fiirst give me all the information of the case
that you have.”

“That is Eva Silber,” young Edwards rveplied.
“Miss Silber had been employed by us a little over
a year. She came to us in answer to an adivertise-
ment. She gave us no information in regard to
herself when she came, and she has given none
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since. Because of her marked ability my father
put her in complete charge of the house's carrespond-
ence with our foreign agents; for in addition to
English she speaks and writes filuently German,
Fremch, the Magyar dialect of Hungary, Russian,
and Spanish.

“I was in love with her almost from the fiirst, in
spite of my father’s objection to the afttachment.
The first Edwards of our family, Mr. Trant, came
to Massachusetts in 1660. So my father has the
jdea that anybody who came later cannot pessibly
be otif equal; and Miss Silber, who came to America
te work—the women of our family have stayed idly
at heme—did not get here until 1906.”

“Coming from where?"’ asked the psychologist.

“I don't know,” the boy answered, simply. “I
think she is an Austrian; for the Magyar dialect
she speaks is“the least likely of the languages she
knows that she would learn by choice. I spoke of
this to her once and she did not contradict me.” ‘He
paused to control his agitation and then went om:

“She had, so far as I know, no friends. So you
see, Mr. Trant, that all that makes my father's con-
sent to marrying her only a greater proof of her
evident goodness and clwem)™

“Then he did consent to your marrying her?
Trant interjected.

“Yes; two weeks ago. I had begged and begged
her to, but she never had beén willing to give me
her promise. A week ago last Wednesday, after
she had known for more than a week that father had
agieed to it, she fimally consented—but only con-
ditionally. I was going away for a short business
tiip, and Eva told me that she wanted that much
time to think it over, but when I came back she
would tell me all about herself and, if I still wanted
te mariy her after hearing it, she would marry me.
I never imagined that anyone could force her to
ehange her mind!”

“Yet she did change her mind, you thimk?"

“Without question, Mr, Trant! And it seems
to have been wholly because of the visit of the
‘hammering man,’ who came to see her at the office
the day after J left Chicago. It sounds queer to
eall him that; but I do not know his name or any-
thing about him, except the fact of his hammer-
lﬂﬂ'."

“But if the people in the office saw him, you have
at least his desoription.”

“They say he was unusually large, gross, almost
bestial in appearamce, aud red-headed. He was
plainly dressed. He asked to see Eva. When she
caught sight of him she tummed back and refused to
speak with him.”

“How did the man take her refusal?"

“He seemed very angry for a moment and then
went out into the public corridor. For a long time
he walked back and forth in the corridor, mutter-
ing to himself. The people in the office had prac-
tically forgotten him when they were startiled by a
noise of hammering or pounding in the carridor.
One wall of the inner office where Eva had her desk
s formed by the wall of the corridor, and the
fman was beating upon it with his ffits™

*Hammering excitedly?” asked Trent.

“No. In a rather deliberate and measured man-
ner. My father, who heard the sound, says it was
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so very distinctive as to be recognizable if heard
again.”

“0Odd!” said Trant.
have on Miss Siillher?”

“That is the strangest part of it, Mr. Trant. Eva
had seemed worried and trouwbled ever since she
learned the man was there, but this hammering
seemed to agitate and disturb her out of all reasen.
At the end of the day’s business she went t6 my
father and abruptly resigned the position of trust
she held with us. My father, surpiised and angry
at her refusal to give a reason for this aeties,
aeeepted her resignation.”

“You do not happen to know whether, before this
visit, Miss Silber had received any letter which
troubled her.”

“She may have received a message at her house,
but not at the offiece. However, there is sowiething
still more mysterious. On Sunday, my father, sorry
that he had accepted her resigmation se promptly,
in view of our relationship, ordered the meotor
and went out to see her— But, good Heavens!”

More About the Lady in the Case

HE loud rat-tat-tat of a cane had shaken
Trant’s door and cracked its ground glass
from corner to corner, and the door was filung open
to admit a determmimed little man, whose carefully
groomed pink-and-whiteness was aceentuated by
his anger.

“Winton, go home!”
stermly at his son, and thea about the office.
Trant—you are Mr. Trant, I suppose! I want
you to have nothing to do with this matter! I pre-
fer to let the whole affair drop where it is!”

“I reserve the right, Mr. Edwards,” the psycholo-
gist said, rising, “to take up or drop cases only as
I myself see ffit. I have heard nothing yet in yowr
son’s story to explain why you do net want the
case imuesttigated.”

“Then you shall have it explained,” Cuthbert Ed-
wards answered. “I called on Miss Silber last
Sunday, and it is because of what I learned there,
that I want Winton to have nothing more to do with
her. I went to Miss Silber on Sunday, Mr. Trant,
feeling that I had been too hasty on Thursday. 1
offered her an apology and was reasoning with her
when I heard suddenly, in an upper room, the
same noises that had so disturbed the quiet of my
office on Thursday afternocm!”

“You mean the hammering?” Trant exclaimed.

“Pracisely, Mr. Trant! The hammering! If
you had heard that sound yourself, you would know
that it Is a very definite and distinctive blow, given
according to some Intentional arramngement. I fe
sooner heard it and saw the uneasiness it again
caused in Miss Silber, than I became 6ertain fhat
the same disreputaible man who had been te see Miss
Silber at my office was then heused in her very
heme. I insisted, as she was provisionallly my Sen’s
promised wife, on searehing the hewsse.”

“Did you find him?” Trant inquired, sharply.

“No, I did not, Mr. Trant, though I went inte
every room and opened every closet. I found enly
what appeared to be the usual inmates of the heuse
—Miss Silber’s father and the woman whe kept
house for her.”

“And what effect did this

The elder Edwards glared
"Mr.
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“Miiss Silber’s father?
father?” Trant interrupted.

“He is hardly worth mentioning, Mr. Trant,” the
younger Edwards explained. “He must have suffered
at some time from a brain trouble that has partly
deprived him of his faculties, I believe. Neither he
nor the housekeeper, who is not in Eva’s confidence,
is likely to be able to help us in this matter.”

“The man may have slipped out of the house un-
seen, Mr. Edwards.”

“Quite impossible,” Cuthbert Edwards asserted.
“Miss Silber lived in a little house west of Ravens-
wood. There are very few houses, none within at
least a quarter of a mile of her. The ground is
flat, and no one could have got away without being
seen by me.”

“Your story so far is certaimly very pecullizr,”
the psychologist commented, “and it gains imterest
with every detail. Are you certain it was not this
second Interview with your father,” he turmed again
to the boy, “that made Miss Silber refuse yow?”

“No; it was not. When I got back yesterday and
learned from father what had happened, I went out
at once to Ewva at her home. She had changed
utterly! Not her feelings toward me, for I felt cer-
tain even then that she loved me! But an in-
fluence—itke influence of this man—had come be-
tween us! She told me there was no longer any
question of her marrying! She refused the ex-
planation she had prorised to make to me! She
told me to go away and forget her, or—as I wrote
you—to think of her as dead!

“You can imagine my feelings! I could not sleep
last night after I had left her. As I was wander-
ing about the house, I saw the evening paper lying
spread out on the library table and my eye caught
her name in it. It was this advertisement that I
sent you, Mr. Trant! Late as it was, I called up
the newspaper offiees and learned the facts regard-
ing its insertion. At daybreak I motored out to see
Eva. The house was empty! I went round it in
the mud and rain, peering in at the windows. Even
the housekeeper was no loniger there, and the
neighbers could tell me nothing of the time or man-
ner of their leaving. Not has any word come from
her to the office.”

“That is all, then,” the psychologist said, thought-
fully. “The 17th of the 10th, 1905 he reread
the beginning of the advertisement. “That is, of
course, a date, the 17th of the 10th month, and it
is put there to recall to Miss Silber some event of
which it would be sure to remind her. I suppose
you know of no private significance this date might
have for her, or you would have mentioned it.”

“None on the 17th; no, Mr. Trant,” young Ed-
wards replied. “If it were only the 30th I might
help you; for I know that on that date Eva cele-
brates some sort of anniversary at home.”

Has Miss Silber a

In Search of the “Hammering Man”

ANT opened a bulky almanac lying on his
desk, and as he glanced swiftly down the

page his eyes flkished suddenly with cormmprehension.
“You are correct, I think, as to the influence of
the so-called ‘hammering man’ on her mowemanis,”
the psychologist said. “But as to her comnection
with the man and her reasoms, that is another mat-
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ter. But of that I cannot say till I have had half an
hour to myself at the Crerar Library.”

“The library, Mr. Trant?” cried young Edwards,
in surprise.

“Yes; and, as speed is certainly essential, I hope
you still have your motor below.”

As young Edwards nodded, the psychologist
seized his hat and gloves and his Instrurment case,
and preceded the others from the offiee. Halt an
hour later he descended from the library to rejoin
the Edwardses waiting in the metor,

“The man who inserted that adwartisememt—the
‘hammering man,” I believe, of whom we are in
search,” he anmounced briefly, “is named N. Meyan,
and he is lodging, or at least can be addressed, at
No. 7 Coy Court. The case has suddenly developed
far darker and more villalnous aspects even than
I feared. Please order the chauffenr to go there
as rapidly as possible.”

Coy Court, at which, twenty minutes later, he
bade young Edwards stop the motor, proved to be
one of those short intersecting streets that start
from the crowded thoroughfare of Halsted Street,
run squalidly a block or two east or west, and stop
short against the sooty wall of a foundry or ma-
chine shop. Number 7, the third house on the left
—Ilike many of its neighbors, whose windows bore
Greek, Jewish, or Lithuanian signs—was given up
in the basement te a store, but the upper flasms
were plainly devoted to lodigings,

The door was opened by a slattern little girl of
eight.

“Does N. Meyan live here?” the psycholegist
asked. “And is he in?” Then, as the child nodded
to the flirst inquiry and shook her head at the
second, “When will he be back?”

“He comes to-night again, sure. Perhaps sooner.
But to-night, or to-morrow, he goes away for good.
He have paid only till to-morrow.”

“I was right, you see, in saying we had need for
haste,” Trant said to young Edwards. “But there
is one thing we can try, even though he is not here.
Let me have the picture you showed me this morn-
ing!”

He took from the boy’s hand the picture of Eva
Silber, opened the leather case, and held it so the
child could see.

“Do you know that ladfy?”

“Yes!” The child showed sudden interest. “It
is Mr. Meyan’s wife.”

“His wife!” cried young Edwards.

“So,” the psychologist said swiftly to the little
girl, “you have seen this lady here?”

“She comes last night.” The child had grown
suddenly loquacious. *“Because she is coming, Mr.
Meyan makes trouble that we should get a room
ready for her. Already she has sent her things.
And we get ready the room next to his. But be-
cause she wants still another room, she goes away
last night again. Rooms come not so easy here;
we have many people. But new we have another, so
te-night she is eoming again.”

“Does it now seem necessary for us to press this
investigation further?” Cuthbert Edwards said,
caustically.

As he spoke, the sound of measured, heavy blows
came to them down the dark stair apparentlly from
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the second floor of the building. The elder Ed-
wards cried, excitedly and triumphantly:

“What is that? Listen! That man—Meyan, if it
is Meyan—must be here! For that is the same
hammering!”

“This is even better luck than we could have
expected!” exclaimed the psycholegist; and he slip-
ped by the child and sped swiftly up the stairs, with
his ecompanions closely fellowing. At the head of
the flight he passed by a stunted woman—whose
maiked resemblance to the little girl below estab-
lished at onee her two relationships as mother and
landlady—and a tiembling old man, and with the
elder Edwards tore open doer after deer of the
tooms upen that fleor and the floor above before the
wotnan eould prevent him. The roefms were all
empty.

“Meyan must have escaped!” said Cuthbert Ed-
wards, as they returmed, crestfallen, to the second
story. “But we have proof at least that the child
spoke the truth in saying Miss Silber had been
here to see him, for she hardly would have allowed
her father to come here without her.”

“Her father! So this is Miss Silber’s father)”
Trant swiftly turmed to examine with the keenest
interest the old man who shrank back, shivering and
shuddering, toward a corner. Even in that dark-
ened hall he conveyed to the psychologist an im-
pression of hoary whitemess. His hair and beard
were snowy white; the deaed pallor of his skin was
the unhealthy whiteness of potato shoots that have
sprouted in a cellar, and the iris of his eyes had
faded until it was almost indistinguishaile. Yet
there remaimed something in the man’s appesrance
whieh teld Trant that he was net really old—ihat
he still should be moving, daring, self-confident, a
leader ameng men, instead of eringing and shrink-
ifg thus at. the slightest move of these ehance
visiters.

“Meyan? Is it because you are looking for
Meyan that you have made all this diisturbance?”
the woman broke in. “Then why didn't you ask?
For now he is at the saloon, I think, only across
the street.”

“Then we will go there at once; but I will ask
you,” he turmed to the elder Edwards, “to wait for
us at the motor, for two of us will be enough for my
purpose and more tham two may defeat it by
alarming Meyan.”

Trant descended the stairs, took his imstrument
case from the motor, and with young Edwards
crossed the street quickly to the saloon.

The Story Told by the Pulse Record of a
Russian

DOZEN idlers leaned against the bar or sat
in chairs tilted against the wall. Trant ex-
amined these idlers one after another closely. The
only man at whom he did not seem to look was one
whe, as the only red-headed man in the place, must
plainly be Meyan. *“Red-headed” was the only de-
seription they had of him, but meager as it was,
with the landlady’s statement as te Meyan being
in the saleen, Trant resolved te test him.
The psychologist took an envelope from his pocket
and wrote rapidly upon the back of it.
“I am going to try something,” he whispered,
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as he flicked the envelope across the table to Ed-
wards. “It may not succeed, but if I am able to get
Meyan into a test, then go into that baek room and
speak aloud what I have written on the envelope,
as though you had just come in with semebody.”

Then, as Edwards nodded his comprehension, the
psychologist turmed easily to the man nearest him
at the bar—a pallid Lithuanian sweatshop weorker.

“I suppose you can stand a lot of that?” Trant
nodded to his glass of pungent whisky. “Still—it
has its effect on you. Sends your heart action up—
quickens your pulse.”

“What are you?” the man grinned; “temperance
lectturer ?*

“Something like that,” the psychologist answered.
“At least, I can show you the effect whisky has up-
on your hemrt.”

He picked up the instrument case and opened it.
The loungers gathered about him and Traat saw
with satisfaction that they thought him an ifinerant
temperance advocate. They stared curiously at the
instrument he had taken from its case.

“It goes on the arm,” he explained. The Lithuan-
ian, with a grin toward his companions, began to
turn up his sleeve. “Not you,” Traat said; “you
just had a drink.”

“Is there a drink in this? I aln’t had a drink
since breakfast!” said another who pushed up to the
table and bared his blue-veined forearm for Trant
to fasten the instrumment to if.

Young Winton Edwards, watching as curiously
as the others, saw Trant fasten the sphygmograph
on the mechanic’s armm, and the stylus polnt com-
mence to trace on the sooty surface a wavy line, the
noremal record of the mechanie’s pulse.

“You see it!” Trant pointed out to the others the
record, as it unwound slowly from the drum. “Every
thought you have, every feeling, every semsation—
taste, touch, smell—changes the beating of your
heart and shows upon this little record. I could
show thiough that whether you had a secret you
were trying to conceal, as readily as I will shew the
effect whisky has oni you, or as I ean learn whether
this man likes the smell of onion.” He took frem
the free-linch on the bar a slice of onion, which he
held under the man’s nose., “Ah! you don't like
onjon! But the whisky will make you forget its
smell, I suspeet.”

As the odor of the whisky reached the man’s
nostrills, the record line—which when he smelled the
onion had become suddenly filettenasi with elewstions
nearer together, as the pulse beat weakly but more
quickly—began to returh to the shape it had had
at fite. He tossed off the liguor, relling it upon his
tongue, and all saw the reeord regain its first ap-
pearanee; them, as the stiraulant began to take
effect, the peneil point lifted higher at eaeh rise
and the elevatiens beeame farther apart. They
stared and laughed.

“Whisky efffects you about normally, I should
say,” Trant began to unfasten the  sphygmograph
from the man’s wrist. "I have heard it said that
black-halred men, llke you, feel its effect least of
all; light-haired men more; men with red halr like
mine feel the greatest effeet, it’s said. We red-
haired fen have to be eareful with whisky.”

“Hey! there’s a red-headed man,” one of the
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crowd cried, suddenly, pointing. “Try it on him.*

Two enthusiasts at once broke from the group
and rushed eagerly to Meyan. He had caomtinued,
inattentive through all, to read his newspaper; but
now he laid it down. Trant and young Edwards, as
he rose and slouched half curiously toward them,
could see plainly for the flirst time his strongly
boned, coarsely powerful face, and heavy-lidded
eyes, and the giossly museular strength of his big-
framed bedy.

“Pah! your watered whisky!” he jeered in a
stramgely thick and heavy voice, when the test had
been explained to him. “I am used to stronger
drinks!”

Me grimnmed derisively in the surrounding faces,
kicked a chair up to the table and sat down. Trant
glanced toward Edwards, and Edwards moved
silently back from the group and disappeared un-
noticed through the partition door. Then the
psyechologist swiftly adjusted the sphygmograph up-
on the out-stretehed arfm and watched intently an
Instant until the stylus point had ecaught up the
strofig and even pulse whieh set it rising and fall-
ing in perfect rhythim. As he tutthed to the bar for
the whisky, the rear door slammed and the voice
Trant was expeecting spoke :

“Yes; it was at Warsaw the police took him. He
was taken without warning and from his friend's
house. What next? The prisons are full, but they
keep on filling them; the graveyards will be full
next!”

Following Up the Clew of the Sphygmograph

«§ OOK! lock!” cried the Lithuanian beside

Trant at the table. “He bragged about watered
whisky, but just the sight of it makes his heart
beat bigger and stremger!™”

Trant bent eagerly over the smoked paper, watch-
ing the stronger, slower pulse beat which the re-
cord showed.

“Yes; before he takes the whisky his pulse is
strengtihened,” Trant answered; “for that is how
the pulse acts when a man is pleased and exultsY”

He waited now, almost inattemtiivelly, while Meyan
drank the whisky and the others grew silent in de-
feat as the giant's pulse, trme to his boast, showed
almost no variation under the fiery liguor,

“Pah, such child-fodlismess)"” Meyan, with steady
hand, set the glass back on the table. Then, as
Trant unclasped the straps around his arm, he
rose, yawned in their faces, and lounged out of the
place.

The psychologist turmed to meet young Edwards
as he hurried in, and together they went out to
join the father at the motor,

“We can do nothing sooner than te-night,” Trant
said, shortly, an expression of keen anxiety on his
face. “I must learn more about this man, but my
inquiries must be conducted alone. If you will meet
me here again at seven o'clock to-night, say at the
pawn-broker's shop we passed upon the eorner, I
hope to be able to solve the mystery of the ‘ham-
mering man,’ and the influence he is undoubtedly
exerting on Miss Silber. I may say,” he added after
a mement, “that I would not attach too much weight
to the child's statement that Miss Silber is Meyan's
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wife. It is understwod, then, that you will meet me
here to-night as I have suggested.”

He nodded to his clients, and ran to catch a pass-
ing trolley car.

Promptly at seven o’clock in accordamce with
Trant’s directions, young Winton Edwards and his
father entered the pawnshop and started negotia-
tions for a loan. Almost immediately after they ar-
rived theie, Trant joined them, still carrying in his
hand his Instrument case. The boy and his father
closed their negotiations and went out with Trant
into the street. They saw then, te their surprise,
that the psyehologist was fiet alene. Twe men were
awalting them, eaeh of whef earvied a case like
Trant’s. The elder of the twe, a man between flify
and sixty years old, met young Edwards’ stare with
a benignant glanee of Nis pale Blue eyes through an
immense pair of gold speetacles. The ether was
young, pale, broad-biowed, with an intelligent faee,
and his gaze was fixed in a 1eek of dreamy contemm:-
platien. They were dessed as meechanies, But their
general appearames was net that of werkmen:

The door of Meyan's lodging house was opened
to them by the landlady. She led the way to the
second floor, but paused to show a room to Trant.

“That is Meyan's room,” Trant explained. “We
will wait for him over here.” He followed the
woman into a small and stuffy bed-room on the other
side of the hall. “We had better not speak while
we are walting and—we had better walt in the
dark.”

In the stramge, stuffy, darkened little room the
five sat in silence. Footsteps passed often In the
street outside, and twice some one went through the
hall. A half hour they waited thus. Then a heavier
footstep warmed them of Meyan ecoming. A mo-
ment later, the front door opened again and ad-
mitted—as Trant felt from the effect of the ffist
tone which reached the bey waiting at his sidde-
Eva Silber. Trant quiekly prevented him from
going out. It was eily after several minutes that
he tuimed on the light and metioned to the twe
strangers who had eeme with him. They immedi-
ately rose and left the reem.

“I am going to submit you both to a very trying
ordeal,” Trant said to his clients, in a tone so low
it could not reach the hallway, “and it will require
great self-control on your part. Within five, or I
hope at most ten, minutes, I am going to show you
into Meyan's room where you will find, ameng other
persons, Meyan himself and Miss Silber. 1 want
you to promise that neither of you will attempt to
question or to speak to Miss Silber until I give
you leave. Otherwise I eannot allow you te ge in
there, and I have my own reasens for wanting yeu
te be present.”

“If it is essential, Mr. Trant—" the elder Ed-
wards said.

Trant looked to the boy, who nodded.

“Thank you,” said the psychologist; and he went
out and closed the door upon them.

Fully a quarter of an hour had passed, in spite
of Trant’s promise to summon them in ten minutes,
before the psychologist again opened the door and
ushered them into the room they already knew as
Meyan's.

The long table in the center of the room had been
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cleared, and behind it three men sat in a row. Two
of these were the stramgers who had come with
Trant, and the cases they had carriied, together with
the one Trant himself had brought, stood open
under the table. The man who sat between these
two was Meyan. Near the table stood Miss Silber.

At sight of her, Winton Edwards made one swift
step forward before he Reuollected the promise he
had made, and checked himself. Ewa Silber had
grown pale as death. She stood now with small
hands clenched tight against her breast, staring
into the face of the young American she loved.
Trant closed the door and locked it.

A Story of the Russian Revolution

¢CXXTE can begin now, I think,” he said.

»Y He stooped at once over the imstrument
eases and Dbrought out from them three folding
sereens, about eighteen inches square when ex-
tended, which he set on the table—one in front of
each of the thiee fen, At the bottom of eaeh screen
was a cireular hele just large enough for a man’s
arm to go threugh; and at Trant’s eommand the
men put their arms thiough them. Steeping again
swiftly ever the instrument eases, Trant took out
thiee sphygmographs.

He rapidly adjusted these on the arms of the
three men, and set in motion the revolving drums,
against which the pencil points trawed their wavy
fines on smoked paper. His clients, leaning for-
ward in their interest, could then understamd the
purpose of the screens, which were designed to
hide the pitilessly exaet records from the three
men.

For several moments Trant allowed the in-
strumhents to run quletly, until the men had re-
covered from the nervousness caused by the begin-
nlng of the test.

“I am going to ask Miss Silber to tell you now,
as briefly as she can,” he said, after a pause,
evenly and steadily, “the circumstamces of her
father's connection with the Russian revolution
which breught him to the state you have seen, and
the reasons why she has left you to go with this
man to Russia.”

“To Russia?” broke from Winton Edwards.

“To Russia, yes! The girl's pale cheeks
glowed.  “You have seen my father, what he is,
what they have made of him, and you did not know
he was a Russian? You have seen him as he is!
Let me tell you—you, who wear proudly the badge
of your revolution fought in seven short years by
your great-grandfathers—what my father was!

“Before I was born—it was in the year 1887—
my father was a student in Moscow. He had al-
ready married my mother the year before. The
Czar, finding even the teachings he had been advised
to permit made people dangerous, closed the uwniver-
sities. Father and his fellow students protested.
They were imprisoned; and they kept my father,
who had led the protest, so long that I was three
years old before he saw his home again!

“But suffering and prison could not frighten him!
In Zurich, before he went to Moscow, he had been
traiimed for a doctor. And seeing how powerless
the protest of the students had been, he determined
to go among the people. So he made himself a
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medical missionary to the poorest, the most op-
pressed, the most miserable; and wherever he was
called to carry a cure for disease, he carriied, too,
a word of hope, of courage, of protest, a cry for
freedom!

“Late one night, in a ternmible snowstorm, just
twenty years ago, a peasant brought to our door
a note, unsigned for the sake of safety, it seemed,
telling father that an escaped political prisoner was
dying of exposure and starvation in a hut on a
deserted farm ten miles from the town. My father
hurriied to his horse and set out, with food and
fagots, and by morning, through the cold and deep
snow, he reached the place.

“There he found a man apparently freezing to
death, and fed and warmmed him; and when the
flellow was able to tell his pitiful talle, father boldly
encouraged him, told him of the organizatiom of
protest he was forming, and asked him to join.
Little by little father told him all he had done and
all his plans. At nightfall father held out his
hand to say farewell, when the other pulled a pistol
from his pocket. In the fight that followed, father
was able only to wound the other upon the chest
with the blunt knife they had used to cut their
food, before the spy called a confederate down from
the loft, and father was overcome,

“On the information of these police spies, with-
out trial of any sort—father's friends could discover
only that the name of his betrayer was Valerian
Urth—father was sentemced to solitary confimement
in an undergroumd cell for life! And my mether—
because she sent food and fagots to a supposed con-
viet—was exiled to Siberia! Ten years ago, her
sister who took me, received word that she died on
the convict island of Sakhalin; but my father—"
she gasped for breath—"lied, at lkeasf!”

She stopped as suddenly as she had begun. Trant,
who had stooped swiftly to watch his records more
closely when the name of the police spy was men-
tioned, still kept his gaze steadfastly upon his in-
struments. Suddenly he motioned to the girl to
complete her narrative.

“Fiwve years ago, when I was eighteen, I left my
mother’s sister and went back to my father’s
friends, such of them as were still free,” she con-
tinued. “Many who had worked with him for the
organization, had been caught or betrayed. But
others and more had come in their places: and they
had work for me. 1 might meve about with less
suspicion than a man. So I helped prepare for the
strifkes of 1905, whieh at 1ast so teriified the Czar
that on the 80th of October he issued his manifesto
te free these in prison. 1 had helped te free my
father with the rest. I teek him te Hungary and
left him with friends while I came here. New, do
you net understand why 1 am geing bBaek?” she
turhed iR pitiful appeal te yeung Edwaids. “It is
Beeause there is werk again in Russia fer me te 46!
The Russian gevernment is taking vengeamee ie-
gagn f?ﬁ the amnesty ot 1905 which freed my
ather!?

Records Given by the Instrument

HE checked herself agaim and turmed to Trant
to see If he would force her stilll to proceed. But
he was facing intently, as if fascinated, the strange
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“hammering man” and his two stranger com-
panions; yet he was not watching thelr faces or
their fiiguress at all. His eyes followed the little
stylus points which, before each of the thiee, e¢on-
tinually tiaced their lines of record. Then he took
guiekly from his poecket a folded paper, yellow with
age, worn, ereased, and piereed with pin marks,
1n the sight of all he unfelded it swiftly upen the
table before the thiee, refelded it, and put it baek
inte his peelket. And though at sight ef it ne faee
ehanged ameng the thiee, even Trant’s elients eould
see hew ene line new suddenly grew flat, with lew
glevations, irtegular and far apart, as the peneil
peint seemed almest te step its metien ever the
smoked paper of the man A the middle, Meyan.

“That is all,” said Trant, in a tone of assured
triumph, as he unstrapped the sphygmographs from
their wrists. “You can speak now, Mr. Edwards.”

“Eva!” cried Winton Edwards, in wild appeal.
“You are not married to this mam?”

“Married? No!” the girl exclaimed in harror.
“Until last Thursday, when he came to the office,
I never saw him! But he has come to call me for
the cause which must be to me higher and holier
than love! I must leave my love for the cause of
the Russian revoluiiem!™

“‘Im the cause of the revolution’! So!" Meyan
now, with a heavy slouch of his muscular body, left
his two companions at the table and moved up be-
side the girl. “Hawe any more of you anything to
say to her before she goes back with me to Russia?”

“To her?—no!"” Trant replied. “But to you—and
to these gentlemen,” he motioned to the two who
had sat at the table with Meyan, “I have to announce
the result of my test, for which they are waiting.
This elder gentleman is Ivan Munikov, who was
forced to leave Russia eight years ago because his
parmphlet on ‘Inalienable Rights’ had incurred the
displeasure of the police. This younger man is
Dmitri Vasili, who was exiled to Siberia for political
offenses at thirteen years of age, but escaped to
Ameriea. They both are members of the Russian
revelutionary orgamization in Chicago.”

“But the test—the test!” cried Vasili.
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“The test,” the psychologist turmed stermly to face
Meyan, “has shown as conclusively and irrefutably
as I could hope that this man is not the revolutionist
he claims to be, but is, as we suspected might be the
case, an agent of the Russian secret police. And
not only that! It has shown just as trully, though
this fact was at first wholly unsuspected by me, that
he—this agent of police who would have betrayed
the daughter now and taken her back to Russia to
be punished for her share in the agitation of 1905
—is the same agent, who twenty years age, be-
trayed the father, Herman Silber, inte imprisen-
ment! True riame frem false I de net knew; but
this man, whe calls himself Meyan new, called him-
gelf then, Valerian Urth!”

“Valerian Urth!” Ewva Silber cried, staggering
back into Winton Edwards’ arms.

But Meyan made a disdainful gesture with his
huge, fat hands. “Bah! you would try to prove
such things by your foolish testt?”

“Then you will not refuse, of course,” Trant de-
manded, stermly, “to show us if there is a knife-
scar on your chesit?”

Even as Meyan would have repeated his denial,
Vasili and Munikov leaped from the rear of the
room and tore his shirt from his breast. The
psychologist rubbed and beat the skin, and the blood
rose to the surface, revealing the thim line of an
almost invisible and tirhe-effaced sear.

“Our case is proved, I think!” The psychologist
turmed from the two who stared with eyes hot with
hate at the cringing spy, and again faced his cliients.

He unlocked the door, and handed the key to
Munikov; then, picking up his instrument cases and
record sheets, with Miss Silber and his clients he
left the room and entered the landlady’s sitting
room.

A Happy Denouement

«‘NHHEIN I received Mr. Edwards’ letter this
morning,” Trant said in answer te the
questions that showered upon him, “it was elear to
me at once that the advertisement he inelesed de-
pended for its appeal on reminding Eva Silber of
some avent of prime importanee to herself, but alse,
from the wording empleyed, of popular er natienal
significance as well. You further teld me that
October 30th was a speeial heliday with Miss Silber.
That, 1 found, to be the date ef the CZar's mani-
festo of ficedom and declaration of awnesty e
politieal priseners. At efee it flashed upen me!

“Eva Silber was a Russian. The difference be-
tween the 17th given in the advertisements and the
30th—thirteen days—is just the present difference
between the old-style calendar used in Russia and
ours.

“Before going to the Crerar Library, then, it was
clear that we had to do with a Russian revelutionary
intrigme. At the library I obtained the key to the
cipher and translated the advertisement, obtaining
the name of Meyan and his addiess, and alse the
name and address of Dmitri Vasili, a well-knewn
pro-revelutionary writer, Te Yy sufpiie, Vasili
knew nothing of any revelutienist named Meyan.
It was inconeeivable that a revelutienary emissary
should eoffie to Chieago and he net knew of it. 11
beeame neeessary to find Meyan immediately.
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“My first direct clew was the hammering that we
heard in this house. It was too much to suppose
that in two separate instamces this hammering
should be heard, and in each case Ewva’s father be
present and no other discoverable agent, and that
still he should have had nothing to do with it. Ob-
viously, it must have been Herman Silber who did
the hammering at Eva’s home and here in this
hotise. It was obvieus, too, that Herman Silber
was the ‘your ewn’ of the advertisement.

“To test Meyan, whom we found in the saloon,
was not difficullt. I arramged to have him owerhear
some one speaking of an arrest at Warsaw, which
would at once suggest itself as a hotbed of Russian
revolutionists to either a revolutionist or a police
agent; but the idea would certaimly give positive
and very opposite reactions If the man were a true
revolutionist or {f he were a spy. Meyan’s pulse
80 strengthened and slowed—as under a plensurable
stimulus—that I felt I had received confirmation of
My suspicions, though I had net then the informa-
tien whieh would enable me to expese the man. Te
secure this 1 sought eut Dmitei Vasili. He intro-
duced me te Munikov, whe had been a friend of
Silber before his imprisonment, and bBetween them
1 get the histery of Herman Silber and his deughter.

“I explained to Munikov and Vasili that the
methods of the psychological laboratory would be as
effiicacions in picking out a spy as I have many times
proved them to be In convicting the eriminal.

“Every emotion reacts upon the pulse, which
strengthens in joy and weakens in sorrow, grows
slower with anger, faster with despair; and as every
slightest variation is detected and registered by the
Sphygmograph—I felt certain that if I could test
the three men together by having Miss Silber tell
her father’s story aloud, I could determine conclus-
ively by comparison of the records of the two revolu-
tionists with that of Meyan, what his symmpathies
really were. I arramged with them to come here
with me to-night, and after Meyan had arrived,
they went as representatiwes of the revelufionary
movement to ask his eredemtials.

“When he could furnish none, they proposed, and
in fact forced him, into this test. It is a dangerous
thing to endeavor to pass one’s self off as a revolu-
tionist, and it was safer for him to submit to a test
than to have his mission frustrated by imewrring
not only their suspicion, but possibly death. Com-
pletely ignorant of the pitiless powers of psycho-
logieal methods, and confiding in his steely nerves,
whieh undoubtedly have carried him through many
less searching ordeals, he agieed, You saw how
perfeetly he was able to control his face and every
moevement of his body while the test went on. But
you ean see here,” Trant spread out his strips of
smeked paper, “en these reeerds, whieh I shall
preserve by pagsing them thiough a bath of var-
fish, hew useless that self-eontrol was, sinee the

phygmegraph feeerded By its meving stylus the
Ridden feelings of his hea¥t.

“As I lay these side by side, you can see how
consistently at each point in the story, Munikov and
Vasili experienced the same feelings, but Meyan had
feelings which were different. I did not dream, of
course, when I started the test that I would dis-
cover in Meyan the same man who had betrayed
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Herman Silber. It was only when at her ffirst
mention of Valerian Urth I obtained from Meyan
this startling and remarkalblle record,” he pointed to
a place where the line suddenly had grown almost
straight and flat, “that I realized that if the man
before me was not himself Urth, he at least had
some close and oppressive eonfiection with hif.

“Eva Silber had still the note that had been sent
to summon her father on the erramd of mercy which
had caused his imprisonment.

“She gave it to me before you entered the room.
I was certain that of all men in the world there
was but one who could recognize or feel any emotion
at sight of that yellowed and time-worn paper; and
that man was Valerian Urth, who had used it to
betray Herman Silber.

“I showed it to Meyan, and obtaimed this really
amazing reaction which ends his record.” The
psychologist pointed to the record. “It assured me
that Meyan and Urth were one.”

“This is amazing, Mr. Trant,” Cuthbert Edwards
said. ‘““But you have left unexplained the most per-
plexing feature of all—the hammeerimg!”

“To communicate with one another from their
solitary cells, Russian prisoners long ago devised a
code of spelling letters by knocking upoen the wall—a
code widely spread and known by every revolution-
ist. It is extremely simple; the letters of the alpha-
bet,” Trant took from his pocket a slip of paper,
“are ariamged in this manner.”

He set down rapidly the alphabet, scanittfing ttwo
letters, arramged in four lines, thus:

a becde f
g h i k I m
n opr s t
u vV w Xy z

“A letter is made,” the psychologist explained,
“by giving fiirst the proper number of knocks for
the line, a short pause, then knocks for the number
of the letter in the line. For instamce, e i3 one
knock and then five; y Is four knocks and then five,

“By means of this code I tramslated the figgures
in the advertisement and obtaimed Meyan’s name
and address. I presumne he used it not only in the
advertisement, but at the offiee, because his lang
experience had taught him that Herman Silber, as
many another man condemned to the horrors of a
Russian prison for a term of years, had probably
lost the power of speech, and contihued to com-
municate, in freedom, by the means he had used
for so many years in prison.”

“Wonderful, Mr. Trant, wonderful!” exclaimed
Cuthbert Edwards. “I only regret that we can do
nothing to Meyan; for there is no law, I think, by
which he can be punished.”

The psychologist’s face darkened.

“Vengeance is not ours,” he answered. “But I
have given the key of Meyan's room to Mumikow!™

The elder Edwards, clearing his throat, moved
over toward Eva and put his arm about her.

“Since you cannot go back to Russia,” he said
awkwardly, “will you not let me welcome you into
your place in my home?” And as the son sprang
swiftly forward and caught his father’s hand, Trant
took up his instrument cases and went out alone into
the warm April night.

Toe END
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He grasped the brass bed post with one hand and stretched sut the other to aid the stageering iﬂ%iﬁ [
bodies stiffened; a slight erackling seund was audible and simultanceusly a blue flash shot frem where thelr
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with the bed post.

FOFESSOR CARBONIC was diligently
at work in his spacious laboratory,
analyzing, mixing and exparimenting.
He had been employed for more than
‘ fifieen years in the sarne pursuit of
happiness, in the same house, same laboratory, and
attended by the same servant woman, a negress,
who in het long period of service had attaimed the
plumpness and respectability of
two hundred and ninety pounds.

“Yes, Marse,” answered Mag Nesia in a tone like
citrate.

The professor busied himself with a new pre-
paration of zinc oxide and copper stulphate and sal
ammoniac, his latest concoction, which was about
to be used and, like its predecessors, t0 be aban-
doned.

Mag Nesia appeared bringing another rat, dead.
The professor made no experi-
ments on live animals. He had
hired a boy in the neighborhood

“Mag Nesia,” called the pro-
fessor. The servant’s name was
Maggie Nesia — Professor Car-
bonic had comtracted the fitle to
save time, for in fiifteem years he
had not mounted the heights of
greatness; he must work harder
and faster as life is short, and
eliminate such shameful waste of
time as putting the “gie” on

N thiss stayy, [ee in waryy  odiher

satitess, themee wifll be famdd a whole
lot of truthh. Bwmeyy day bribggs fihe
matden studdont neareer to the coamic-
tiony thatt the wartdd reallyy is chletwical
in ewaryy semsee of the wodd. [if you
with: a faive wmowenists of geed! eamter-
tainment t, we reewwmendhd thiss staryy o
yous,

to bring him fresh dead rats at
twenty-five cents per head.
Taking the tray he prepared a
hypodermic filled with the new
preparation. Carefully he made
an incision above the right eye of
the carcass through the bone.
He lifted the hypodermie, half
hopelessly, half expectantly. The

Maggie.

“Mag Nesial” the professor repeated.

The old negress rolled slowly into the room.

“Get rid of these and bring the one the bey
brought today.”

He handed her a tray comtaining three dead rats,
whose brains had been subjected to analysis.

old negress watched him, as she had done many
times before, with always the same pitiful expres-
sien. Pitiful, either for the man himself or for the
dead rat. Mag Nesia seldom expressed her views.

Inserting the hypedermic needle and injecting
the econtents of the syringe, Professor Carbonic
stepped baek.

ey
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Prof. Carbonic Makes a Great Discovery

ot/ VRIEAT SAINTS!” His volee could have been

heard a mile, Slewly the rat’s tail began to
peint skywaid; and as slowly Mag Nesia began te
turh white, Professer Carbenie steed as paralyzed,
The rat tiefed and feved his feet. The man ef
sixty years fiade ene jump with the alaerity ef a
Bey of sixteen, he grabed the enlivened animal, and
hield it high abeve his head as he jwmped abeut the
reei.

Spying the negress, who until now had seemed un-
able to move, he threw both arms around her, bring-
ing the rat close to her face. Around the laboratory
they danced to the tune of the negress's shrieks.
The professor held on, and the negress yelled. Up
and down spasmodically on the laboratory flloor
came the two hundred and ninety pounds with the
professor thiewsn if,

Bottles tumibled from the shelves. Furmiture was
upset. Precious liquids flowed unrestraiined and
unnoticed. Fimally the professor dropped with Ex-
haustion and the rat and Mag Nesia made a dash
for freedom.

Early in the morning pedestrians on Arlington
Avenue were attraeted by a sign in brilliant letters.

Death Is Only a Disease—It Can Be Cured iy
Professor Paul Carbonic

Professor Carbonic early in the morning betook
himself to the nearest hardware store and pur-
chased the tools necessary for his new profession.
He was an M.D. and his recently acquired knowl-
edge put him in a position to startle the world.
Having procured what he needed he returmed home.

Things were developing fast. Mag Nesia met
him at the door and told him that Sally Soda, who
was known to the neighhboirhood as Sal or Sal Soda
generally, had fallen down two fllights of stairs, and
to use her own words was “Putty bad.” Sal Soda's
mother, in sending for a doctor, had read the elab-
orate sign of the new enemy of death, and begged
that he come to see Sal as soon as he returned.

Bidding Mag Nesia to accompany him, he went to
the laboratory and secured his precious preparation.
Professor Carbonic and the unwilling Mag Nesia
started out to put new life into a little Sal Soda who
lived in the same block.

Reaching the house they met the family physician
then attendant on little Sal. Doctor X. Ray had also
read the sign of the professor and his greeting was
very chilly.

“How is the child?” asked the professor.

“Fatzllly hurt and can live but an hour.,” Then
he added, “I have done all that can be dene.”

“All that yow can do,” corrected the professor.

With a withering glance, Doctor X. Ray left the
room and the house. His reputation was such as to
admit of no imtrusion.

—And the Child Lives

{CT AM sorry she is not dead, it would be easier

to work, and also a more reasonable charge.”
Giving Mag Nesia his instruments he administered
a local anesthetic; this done he selected a brace and
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bit that he had procured that morning. With these
instruments he bored a small hole Into the child’s
head. Inserting his hypodermmic needle, he injected
the immortal fluid, then cutting the end off a dowel,
which he had also procured that morning: he ham-
mered it Into the hole until it wedged itself tight.

Professor Carbonic seated himself comfortably
and awaited the action of his lnjection, while the
plump Mag Nesia paced of rather waddled the floor
with a bag of carpenter’s toels under her arm.

The fluid worked. The child came to and sat up.
Sal Soda had regaimed her pep.

“It will be one dollar and twenty~five cents, Mirs.
Soda,” apologized the professor. “I have to make
that charge as it is so inconvenient to work on them
when they are still alive.”

Having collected his fee, the professor and Mag
Nesia departed, amid the ever rising blessings of
the Soda family.

At 3:30 P. M. Mag Nesia sought her employer,
who was asleep in the sitting room.

“Marse Paul, a gentleman to see you.”

The professor awoke and had her send the man
in.

The man entered hummidlly, hat in hand. “Are
you Professor Carbomic?”

“I am, what can I do for yow?”

“Can you——?" the man hesitated. “My friend
has just been Kkilled in an accident. You couldn't
~——" he hesitated again.

“I know that it is unbelievable,” answered the
professor, “But I ecan.”

A Tough Case

ROFESSOR Carbonic for some years had suf-

fered from the effects of a weak heart. His
fears on this score had recently been entirely re-
lleved. He now had the prescription—Death no
more! The startling discovery, and the happenings
of the last twenty-four hoturs had begun to take ef-
fect on him, and he did net wish te make another
eall until he was feeling better.

“I'll go,” said the professor after a period of
musing. “My discoveries are for the benefit of the
human race, I must not consider myself.”

He satiisfied himself that he had all his tools. He
had just sufficient of the preparation for one in-
jection; this, he thought, would be enough; how-
ever, he placed in his case, two vials of different
solutions, which were the basis of his discovery.
These flwids had but to be mixed, and after the
chemical reaction had takeh place the preparation
was ready for use.

He searched the house for Mag Nesia, but the old
servant had made it certain that she did not intend
to act as nurse to dead men on their jourmey back to
life. Reluctantly he decided to go without her.

“How is it possible!” exclaimed the stramger, as
they climbed into the waiting machine.

“T have worked for fiffteem years before I found
the solution,” answered the professor slowly.

“I cannot understand on what you could have
based a theory for experimenting on something
that has been universally accepted as impossible of
solution.”

"With electricity, all is possible; as I have prov-
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en.” Seeing the skeptical look his companion as-
sumed, he continued, “Electricity Is the basis of
every motive power we have: it is the base of every
formation that we know.” The professor was
warming to the subject.

“Go on,” said the stranger, “I am extremely in-
terested.”

“Every sort of heat that is known, whether dor-
mant or active, Is only one arm of the gigantic force
electricity. The most of our knowledge of electric-
ity has been gained through its offfispring, magnet-
ism. A body entirely devold of electricity, is a
body dead. Magnetism is appareat in many things
including the human race, and its presence In many
people is prominent.”

“But how did this lead to your experimmeants?"”

“If magnetism or motive force, is the offigpring
of electricity, the human body must, and does con-
tain electricity. That we use more electricity than
the human body will Induce is a fact; it is appar-
ent therefore that a certain amount of elegiricity
must be generated within the human boedy, and
without aid of any outside forces. Science has
known for years that the body's power is brought
inte actien through the brain. The brain is our
generator. The little cells and the fluid that separ-
ate them, have the same action as the liquid of a
wet battery; like a wet battery this fluid wears eut
and we must replace the fluid or the sal ammeniae
of we lose the use of the battery or bedy. 1 have
diseevered what fluid te use that will preduee the
eleetricity in the brain eells whieh the human bedy
is unable to induee.”

“We are here,” said the stranger as he brought
the car to a stop at the curb.

“You are still a skeptic,” noting the voice of the
man. “But you shall see shortly.”

The man led him into the house and imtroduced
him to Mrs. Murray Attic, who conducted him to
the room where the deceased Murray Attic was
laid.

Without a word the professor began his prepar-
ations. He was ill, and would have preferred to
have been at rest in his own comfortable house.
He would do the work quickly and get away.

The Professor Operates on a Dead Man

NNG a gimlet, he bored a hole through

the skull of the dead man; inserting his hypo-
dermic he injected all the fluid he had mjxed. He
had not calculated on the size of the gimlet and
the dowels he canmied would not fit the hole. As a
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last resource he drove in his lead pencil, broke it
off close, and carefully cut the splinters smooth with
the head.

“It will be seventy-five cents, madam,” said the
professor as he fiinished the work.

Mrs. Murray Attic paid the money uncomsciously;
she did not know whether he was embalming her
husband or just trying the keenness of his new
tools. The death had been too much for her.

The minutes passed and still the dead man showed
no signs of reviving. Professor Carbonic paced
the floor in an agitated manner. He began to be
doubtful of his ability to bring the man back. Wor-
ried, he continued his tramp up and down the room.
His heart was affecting him. He was tempted to
return the seventy-five cents to the prostrate wife
when—THE DEAD MAN MOWVED!

The professor clasped his hands to his throat,
and with his head thrown back dropped to the fitanr.
A fatal attack of the heart.

He became conscious quickly. “The beottles
there,” he whispered, “Mix—, make Injection.” He
became unconscious again.

The stranger found the gimlet and bored a hole
in the professor’s head, hastily seizing one of the
vials, he poured the contents into the deeply made
hole. He then realized that there was another
bottle.

“Mix them!"” shrieked the almost hysterical wo-
man.

It was too late, the one vial was empty, and the
professor’s body lay lifeless.

In mental agony the stranger grasped the sec-
ond vial and emptied its eontents also inte the pro-
fessor’s head, and stopped the hole with the cork.

Miraculously professor Carbonic opened his eyes,
and rose to his feet. His eyes were like balls of ffi%e;
his lips moved inaudibly, and as they moved little
blue sparks were seen to pass from one to another.
His hair stood out from his head. The chemleal
reaction was going on in the professor’s brain, with
a dose powerful eneugh te restore tem fen. He
tottered slightly.

Murray Attic, now thoroughly alive, sat up
straight in bed. He grasped the brass bed post with
one hand and stretched out' the other to aid the
staggering man.

He caught his hand; both bodies stiffened; a
slight crackling sound was audible; a blue fliash
shot from where Attic's hand made contact with
the bed post: then a dull thud as both bodies struek
the floor. Both men were electrocuted, and the
formula is still a secret.

THE END
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PEOPLE 47 tfe PIT
By of. ‘Momits

GANBEE
CARRIIL
“I was, in movement and sound, one with these nameless things . .... ] saw the things under the lights—great transparent, snail-like

bodies—dozens of waving tentacles stretching from them. . . . the¥ were like specters of inconceivably monstrous slugs! . . . they
did not crawl or walk—they floated!”
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ORTH of us a shaft of light shot half
way to the zenith. It came from be-
hind the ragged mountain toward which
we had been pushing all day. The
‘ beam drove up through a column of
blue haze whose edges were marked as sharply as
the rain that streams from the edges of a thunder
cloud. It was like the flash of a searchlight
thiough an azure mist and it cast no shadows.

As it struck upward the five summits were out-
lined hard and black, and we saw that the whole
mountain was shaped like a hand. As the light
silhouetted it, the gigantic fiingers of the peaks
seerned to stretch, the bulk that was the palm of
the hand to push. It was exactly as though it
moved to thrust something back. The shining beam
held steady for a moment, then broke into myriads
of tiny lumineus globes that swung te and fre and
dropped gently. They seered to be searching.

The forest had become very still. Every wood
noise held its breath. I felt the dogs pressing
against my legs. They, too, were silent; but every
mugele in their bodies tremibled, their hair was stiff
along their backs, and their eyes, fixed on the fall-
ing phosphorescent sparks, were filmed with the
teror-glhaze.

I looked at Starr Anderson. He was staring at
the North where once more the beam had pulsed up-

ward.
I spoke

“*The mountain shaped like a hand "
without moving my lips. My mouth was as dry
as though Lao T'zai had poured his fear-dust down
my throat.

“It's the mountain we've been looking for,” he
answered in the same tone.

“But that light—what is it? Not the aurora
surely,” I said.

“Whoever heard of an aurora at this time of the
year?”

He voiced the thought that was in my own mind.

“It makes me think something is being hunted up
there,” he said. “That the lights are seekimg—an
unholy sort of humt—it’s
well for us to be out of
range.”

“The mountain seems
to move each time the
shaft shoots up,” I said.
“What's it keeping back,
Starr? It makes me think
of the frozen hand of
cloud that Shan Nadour

clewmer sttory.

]al.T BRE is a “difeant” stoyy by tie walblbhogwn

autloor, a stayy thatt dealks vwiit: imedlibgmeses that

searm almosst incovpyeteieindéble to ouwr wiheds.

abwayys waithdiited that # is possibde fo hawe inteliljgonce
in an enmilppe otterr tham stitn, fleh
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ped fimgers and it filled me with a vast longing to
race on and merge myself in the light. It must
have been so that Ulysses felt when he straimed at
the mast and strove to obey the crystal sweet sing-
ing of the sirens.

The whispering grew louder.

“What the hell’'s the matter with those dogs?”
cried Starr Anderson savagely. “Look at them!”

The malemiuts, whining, were racing away to-
ward the light. We saw them disappear among
the trees. There came back to us a mournful
howling. Then that too died away and left noth-
ing but the insistent murmuring overhead.

The glade we had camped in looked straight to
the North. We had reached, I suppose, three hin-
dred miles above the fiirst great bend of the Kuskok-
wim toward the Yukon. Certainly we were in an
untrodden part of the wilderness. We had pushed
through from Dawsen at the breaking of the spring,
on a fair lead to a lest moeuntain between the five
peaks of which, so the Athabasean medieine man
had teld us, the geld streams eut like putty frem
a €linehed flis.

Not an Indian were we able to get to go with us.
The land of the Hand Mountain was accursed, they
said.

We had sighted a mountain the night before,
its ragged top faintly outlined against a pulsing
giow. And now by the light that had led us, we
saw that it was the very place we had seught,

Anderson stiffened. Through the whispering
had broken a curious pad—pad and a rustling. It
sounded as though & small bear were meving te-
ward us.

I threw a pile of wood on the fire, and as it
blazed up, saw something break thieugh the
bushes. It walked on all fours, but it did net walk
like a bear. All at onee it fllashed upen me—it was
like a baby crawling upstairs. The ferepaws lifted
themselves in giotesquely infantile fashien. M
was grotesque but it was=teriitie. 1t drew closer.
We reached for 6uf guRs—and dropped them. SHA:
denly we knew that {Ris
erawling thing was 4 man !

It was a man. Still with
that high climbing pad—
pad he swayed to the fiire.
He stopped.

“Safe,” whispered the
crawling man in a volce
that was an echo of
the whispering owerhead.

Wee Heve
andl bibopd.

set before the Gate of
theuls to keep ther in the lairs that Eblis cut for
ther,”

He raised a hand, listening.

From the north and high overhead there came a
whispering. It was not the rustling of the aurora,
that rushing crackling sound like ghosts of the
winds that blew at Creation racing through the
gkeleton leaves of aneient trees that sheltered
Lilith. This whispering held in it a demand. It
was eager. It ealled us to eome up where the beam
was filsphlg. H—drew!

There was in it a note of inexorable insistence.
It touched my heart with a thousand tiny, fear-tip-

“Quite safe here. They
can’t get out of the blue, you know. They can’t get
you—unless you answer them—"

“He's mad,” said Anderson, and then gently to
this broken thing that had been a man; “*You're all
right—there’s nothing after you.”

“Don’t answer them,” repeated the crawling man,
“the lights, I mean.”

“The lights,” I cried, startlled even out of pity.
“What are they?”

“The people of the pit!” he murmured.

He fell upon his side. We ran to him. Ander-
son knelt.

“God’s love!” he cried. “Frank, look at thist”
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He pointed to the hands. The wrists were covered
with torn rags of a heavy shirt. The hands them-
selves were—stumps! The fiingers had been bent
into the palms and the flesh had been worn to the
bone. They looked like the feet of a little
blaek elephant! My eyes tiaweled down the body.
Around the waist was a heavy band of yellow metal.
Fiom it fell a ring and a dezen links of shining
white ehain !

“What is he? Where did he come from?” said
Anderson. “Look, he’s fast asleep—yet even in
his sleep his arms try to climb and his feet draw
themselves up one after the other! And his knees
—hew in God’s name was he ever able to move on
them?”

It was even as he said. In the deep sleep that
had come upon the crawler, arms and legs kept
raising in a deliberate, dreadful climbing metion.
1t was as though they had a life of their own—they
kept their movement independently of the metion-
less bedy. They were semaphorie moetiens. If you
Rave ever steed at the baek 6f a train and watched
the semapheres rise and fall yeu will knew exastly
what 1 mean.

Abruptly the overhead whispering ceased. The
shaft of light dropped and did not rise again. The
crawling man became still. A gentle glow began to
grow around us. The short Alaskan summer night
was over. Anderson rubbed his eyes and turned
e a haggaid faee.

“Man!"” he exclaimed.
have been sick!™

“No more tham you, Starr!” I said. “That was
titheer, stark horror! What do you make of it all?”

“I'm thinking our only answer lies there,” he
answered, pointing to the figure that lay so motion-
less under the blankets we had thrown over him.
“Whatever they were—that’s what they were after.
There was no aurora about those lights, Frank.
It was llke the fitaringg up of some queer hell the
preacher folk never frightened us with.”

“We’'ll go no further to-day,” I said, “I wouldin't
wake him up for all the gold that runs between the
fingenss of the five peaks—nor for all the devils
that may be behind them.”

The crawling man lay in a sleep as deep as the
Styx. We bathed and bandaged the pads that had
been his hands. Arms and legs were as rigid as
though they were crutches. He did not move while
we worked over him. He lay as he had fallen, the
arms a teifle raised, the knees bent.

I began filing the band that ringed the slegpar's
waist. It was gold, but it was like no gold I had
ever handled. Pure gold is soft. This was soft
too—but it had an unclean, viscid life of its own.

It clung to the file and I could have sworn that
it writhed like a live thing when I cut into it. 1
gashed through it, bent it away from the body and
hurled it away. It was—Ilaathsone!

All that day the crawler slept. Darkness came
and still he slept. But that night there was no
shaft of blue haze from behind the peaks, A6 gues-
tioning globes of light, ne whispering. Some spell
of horror seemed withdrawhn—but net far. Beth
Anderson and I felt that the menace was there,
withdiawn perhaps, but waiting.

“You look as though you
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It was noon next day when the crawling man
awoke. I jumped as the pleasant drawling voice
sounded.

“How long have 1 slept?” he said. His pale blue
eyes grew quizzical as I stared at him.

“A night—and almost two days,” I said.

“Were there any lights up there last night?” Ho
nodded to the North eagerly. “Any whisperimg?”

“Neither,” I answered. His head fell back and
he stared up at the sky.

“They've given it up, then?” he said at last.

“Who have given it up?” asked Anderson,

And once more—“The people of the pit!” the
crawling man answered.

We stared at him and again faintly I, for one,
felt that queer, maddening desire that the lights
had brought with them.

“The people of the pit,” he repeated. “Things
some god of evil made before the Flood and that
somehow have escaped the good God's vengeance.
They were calling me!l" he added simply.

Anderson and I looked at each other, the same
thought in both our minds.

“No,” said the crawling man, reading what it
was, “I'm not insane. Give me a very little to
drink. I'm going to die soon. Will you take me
as far South as you can before I die? And after-
wards will you build a fire and burm me? I want
to be in such shape that no hellish wile of thelrs can
drag my bedy baek to them. You'll do it when I've
told you about them,” he said as we hesitated.

He drank the brandy and water we lifted to his
lips.

“Arms and legs quite dead,” he said. “Dead as
I'll be soon. Well, they did well for me. Now I'll
tell you what's up there behind that hand. Hell!

“Listen. My name is Stanton—Sinclair Stanton.
Class 1900, Yale. Explorer. 1 started away from
Dawson last year to hunt for five peaks that rose
like a hand in a haunted country and ram pure gold
between them. Same thing you were after? 1
thought so. Late last fall my comrade sickened. 1
sent him back with some Indians. A little later my
Indians found out what I was after. They ran away
from me. I decided I'd stick, built a cabin, stocked
myself with food and lay down to winter it. Did
it not badly—it was a pretty mild winter you'll
remember. In the spring I started off again. A
little less than two weeks ago I sighted the five
peaks. Not from this side though—the other. Give
me some more brandy.”

“I'"d made too wide a detour,” he went on. *I'd
gottem too far north, I beat back. From this side
you see nothing but forest straight up to the base
of the hand. Over on the other side—"

He was silent for a moment.

“Over there is forest too. But it doesn’t reach
so far. No! I came out of it. Stretching for miles
in front of me was a level plain. It was as worn
and ancient looking as the desert around the broken
shell of Babylon. At its end rose the peaks. Be-
tween me and them—far off—wsas what looked like
a low dike of rocks. Then—I ran across the romdi?”

“The road!” cried Andersoa incredulously.

“The road,” said the crawling man. “A fine,
smooth, stone road. It ran straight on te the moun-
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taim. Oh, it was a road all right—amd worn as
though millions and millions of feet had passed
over it for thousands of years. On each side of it
were sand and heaps of stones. After a while I be-
gan to notice these stones. They were cut, and
the shape of the heaps somehow gave me the idea
that a hundred thousand years ago they might have
been the ruins of houses. They were as old loaking
as that. I sensed man about them and at the same
time they smelled of immemorial antiquity.

“The peaks grew closer. The heaps of ruins
thicker. Something inexpressibly desolate hovered
over them, something sinister; something reached
from them that struck my heart like the touch of
ghosts so old that they could be only the ghosts of
ghosts. T went on,

“And now I saw that what 1 had thought to be
the low range at the base of the peaks was a thicker
litter of ruins. The Hand Mountaip was really much
farther off. The road itself passed through these
ruins and between two high rocks that raised them-
selves like a gateway.”

The crawling man paused. His hands began that
sickening pad—pad again. Little drops of bloody
sweat showed on his forehead. But after a momemt
or two he grew quiet. He smiled.

“They were a gateway,” he said. “I reached
them. I went between them. I sprawied flat, clutch-
ing the earth in awe and-terror. For I was on a
broad stone platform. Before me was—sheer space!
Imagine the Grand Canyon three times as wide,
roughly circular and with the bottom dropped out.
That would be something like what I was lodking
into.

“It was like peeping over the edge of a cleft
world down into the infimity where the planets rolll
On the far side stood the five peaks. They looked
like a gigantic warning hand stretched up to the
sky. The lips of the abyss curved away on each
side of me.

“I could see down perhaps a thousand feet. Then
a thick blue haze shut out the eye. It was like the
blue you see gather on the high hills at dusk. But
the pit—it was awesome! Awesome as the Maori's
Gulf of Ranalak, that sinks between the living and
the dead and that only the freshly released soul
has strength to leap across—but never strength to
leap back again.

“I crept back from the verge and stood up, weak,
shaking. My hand rested against one of the rocks
of the gateway. There was carving upon it. There
in sharp outlines was the heroic figure of a man.
His back was turmed. His arms were stretched
above his head and between them he carried some-
thing that looked like a sun disk with radiating
lines of light. There were symbols on the disk
that reminded me of Chinese. But they were not
Chinese. No! They had been made by hands,
dust ages before the Chinese stirred in the womb
of time.

“I looked at the opposite rock. It bore an ex-
actly similar figguree. There was an odd peaked
head-dress on both. The rocks themselves were tri«
angular and the carvings were on the side closest
the pit. The gesture of the men seemed to be that
of holding something back—of barrimg. I looked
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closer. Behind the outstietched hands and the
disks I seemed to see a host of vague shapes and,
plainly a multitude of globes,

“I traced them out vaguely. Suddenly I feit
unaccountably sick. There had come to fe an
Impression—I can’t call it sight—an impression of
enormous upright slugs. Their swellen bedies
seemed to dissolve, then swim ifite sight, then dis-
selve agaim—alll exeept the globes which were their
heads and that remained elear. They werR—uh-
tterably leathseme. Overceme By an inexplieable
and everpewering nausea f §§&%&th%@_ myselt upen
the slab. And thea—t saw the stairway that led
dewh inte the pitd’

“A stairway!” we eried.

“A stairway,” repeated the crawling mam as
patiently as before. “It seemed not so much carved
out of the rock as bullt into it. Each slab was
perhaps twenty feet long and five feet wide. They
ran dewn from the platform and vanished inte the
blue haze.”

*“A stairway,” said Andersomn incredulously,
“built into the wall of a precipice and leading dewn
into a bottoraless pit—"

“Not bottomless,” interrupted the crawling man.
“There was a bottom. Yes. I reached it,”" he went
on dully. “Down the stainwey—down the stalr-
way."”

He seemed to grip his mind.

“Yes,” he went on fifimily. “I went down the
stairway. But not that day. I made my camp back
of the gates. At dawn I filled my knapsack with
food, my two canteens with water from a sSpring
that wells up there by the gateway, walked be-
tween the carved monoliths and stepped over the
edge of the pit.

“The steps run along the side of the pit at a
forty degree pitch. As I went down and down 1
studied them. They were of a greenish roek guite
different from the granitic porphyry that formed
the wall of the pit. At first 1 thought that the
builders had taken advantage of an euwteropping
strabuim, and had earved the gigantie flight frem #.
But the regularity of the angle at whieh it fell made
me deubtful of this theery.

“After I had gone down perhaps half a mile I
stepped out upon a landing. From this landing the
stairs made.- a V-shaped turm and again ran on
downward, clinging to the cliff at the same angle
as the fiiet fiflgit. After I had made thiee of these
turns 1 knew that the steps dropped straight dewn
te wherever they went in a sueecession of angles.
Ne strata eeuld be se regular as that. Ne, the
staipway was built by hands! But whese? And
why? The answer i§ in these ruiRs arouwnd the
gdge of the pit—nmnever I think 8 be read.

“By noon I had lest sight of the lip of the abyss.
Above me, below me, was nothing but the blue haze.
Beside me, too, was nothingmess, for the further
breast of rock had long since vanished in the same
haze. 1 felt no dizziness, and no fear; only a vast
curiesity. What was I to discover? Some ancient
and wonderful civilization that had ruled when the
poles were tiopical gardens? A new world? The
key to the mystery of man himself? Nothing liv-
ing, I felt sure—alll was too old for life. Siill, a
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work so wonderful must lead to something quite as
wonderful I knew. What was it? I went on.

“At regular intervals I had passed the mouths of
small caves. There would be three thousand steps
and then an opening, three thousand steps more and
an opening—and so on and on. Late that aftermoon
I stopped before one of these clefis. I suppose 1
had gone then thiee miles down the pit, although
the angles were such that I had walked in all
fully ten miles. I examined the entramee. On each
side was carved the same figuies as on the great
portals at the lip of the pit. But now they were
standing face forward, the arms outstietched with
their disks, as though holding something back from
the shaft itself. Now, too, their faces were
covered with veils and there were no hideous shapes
behind them.

“I went inside the cave. It ram back for twenty
yards like a burrow. It was dry and perfectly light.
I could see, outside, the blue haze rising upward
like a column. I felt an extraordinary sense of se-
curity, although I had not been conscious of any
fear. I felt that the figures at the entramce were
guardians—but against what? I felt so secure that
even curiosity on this point was dulled.

“The blue haze thickened and grew faintly
luminescent. I famcied that it was dusk above. I
ate and drank a little and slept. When I awoke the
blue had lightened again, and I fancied it was dawn
above. I went on. I forgot the gulf yawning at my
side. I felt no fatigue and little hunger or thirst,
although I had drunk and eaten sparingly. That
night I spent within another of the caves. And at
dawn I descended again.

“It was late that day when I flirst saw the city—"

He was silent for a time.

“The city,” he said at last, “the city of the pit]
But not such a city as you have ever seem—nor
any other man who has lived to tell of it. The pit,
I think, must be shaped like a bottle; the opeming
before the five peaks is the neck. But how wide
the bottom is I do not know—thousands of miles,
maybe. And what may lie behind the city—I do
not know.

“I had begum to catch little glints of light far
down in the blue. Then I saw the tops of—trees,
I suppose they are. But not our kind of trees—
unpleasant, reptilian trees, They reared themselves
on high, thin trumks and their tops were nests of
thick tendrils with ugly little leaves like narrow
heads—or snake heads.

“The trees were red, a vivid, angry red. Here
and there I began to glimpse spots of shining yel-
low. I knew these were water because I could see
things breaking through their surface—or at least
I could see the splash and ripple but what it was
that disturibed them I never saw.

“Straight beneath me was the city, Mile after
rile of closely packed cylinders that lay upon their
gides in pyramids of three, of five—of dozems—
piled upon each other. It is so hard to make you
see what that city is like—look, suppose you have
water pipes of a certain length and first you lay
thiee of them side by side and on top of them you
place two and on these two one; or suppose you
take five for a foundation and place on these four
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and then threes, then two and then one.
see? That was the way they looked.

“And they were topped by towers, by minarets,
by flkares, by fans and twisted monstrosities. They
gleamed as though coated with pale rose fllame. Be-
side them the venomous red tiees raised themselves
like the heads of hydras guarding nests of gigantie
jeweled and sleeping worms!

“A few feet beneath me the stairway jutted out
into a titamic arch, unearthly as the span that
bridges Hell and leads to Asgard. It curved out and
down straight through the top of the highest pile
of carven cylinders and then—it vanished through
it. It was appalling—it was demomnisc—"

The crawling man stopped. His eyes rolled up
into his head. He trembled and again his arms and
legs began their horrible crawling movemernt.
From his lips came a whispering. It was an echo
of the high murmuring we had heard the night
he came to us. I put my hands over his eyes. He
quleted.

“The things accursed!” he said. “The People of
the Pit! Did I whisper? Yes—but they can’t get
me now—they canrtt?”

After a time he began as quietly as before.

“I crossed that span. I went down theough the
top of that—building. Blue darkness shrouded me
for a moment and I felt the steps twist inte a
spiral. I wound down and then I was standing
high up in—I can’t tell you what. I'll have te €all
it a room. We have no images for what is in the
pit. A hundred feet below me was the fldteet. The
walls sloped down and out from where 1 steod in a
series of widening creseents. The place was ¢€olos-
sal—and it was filled with a eurious mottied red
light. It was llke the light inside a green
and pold-flecked fire opal. The spiral stairs wound
below fe. I went down te the last step. Far in
front of me rose a high eolumned altar. Its pillars
were earved in menstrous serells—like mad octe-
puses with a thousand drunken tentaeles; they
rested on the baeks ef shapeless menstresities
earved iR erimsen stene. The altar frent was a
gigantie slab of puple eevered with earvings.

“I can’t describe these carvings! No human be-
ing could—the human eye cannot grasp them any
more than It can grasp shapes that haunt the
fourth dimension. Only a subtle sense in the back
of the brain grasped them vaguely. They were
formless things that gave ne eonseious image, yet
pressed inte the mind like small het seals—ideas of
hate—of eembat between unthinkable mMenstreus
thingg—victories iA a nebuleus hell ef steaming,
obseene jungles—aspirationt and ideals ImMeASHF:
ably leathseme—

“And as I stood I grew aware of something that
lay behind the lip of the altar fifty feet above me.
I knea it was there—I felt it with every hair and
every tiny bit of my skin. Something infinitely
malignant, infinitely hortilblle, infinitely ancient.
It lurked, it brooded, it saw me, it threatened and
it—was invisible!

“Behind me was a circle of blue light. Some-
thing urged me to turn back, to climb the stairs
and make away. It was impossible. Terror of
that unseen watching thing behind the altar raced

Do you
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me onward like a whirlwind. I passed through the
circle. I was in a way that stretched on into dim
distamce between the rows of carvem cylimders,

“Here and there the red trees arose. Between
them rolled the stone burrows. And now I could
take in the amazing ornamentafiom that clothed
them. They were like the trumks of smooth skinned
trees that had fallen and had been clothed with
high reaching fantastic orchids. Yes—those
cylinders were like that—amd more. They should
have gone out with the dinosaurs. They were—
monstrous! They struck the eyes like a blow and
they passed across the nerves like a rasp. And no-
where was there sight or sound of a living thing.

“There were circular openings in the cylimders
like the opening in the temple of the stairway
through which I had run. I passed through one of
them. I was in a long bare vaulted room whose
curving sides half closed twenty feet over my head,
leaving a wide slit that opened into another vaulted
chamber above. I saw nothing in the room save
the same mottled reddish light of the temple.

“I stumibled. Still I could see nothing, but—my
skin prickled and my heart stopped! There was
something on the floor over which I had trijpped !

“I reached down—and my hand touched a—thing
—cold and smooth—that moved under it—I turned
and ran out of that place. I was filled with a sick
loathing that had in it something of madness—I
ran on and on—blindly—wringing my hands—weep-
ing -with herror—

“When I came to myself I was still among the
stone cylinders and red trees. I tried to retrace
my steps, to find the temple; for now [ was more
than afraid. I was like a new soul panic-stricken
with the fiirst terrors of hell. But I could not find
the temple! And the haze began to thicken and
glow; the cylinders to shine more brightly.

“Suddenly I knew that it was dusk in my own
world above and that the thickening of the haze
was the signal for the awakening of whatever things
lived in the pit.

“I scramibled up the sides of one of the burrows.
I hid behind a twisted nightmare of stone. Per-
haps, I thought, there was a chance of remaining
hidden until the blue lightened, the peril passed,
and I could escape. There began to grow around
me a murmur. It was everywhere—amnd It grew and
grew into a great whispering. I peeped from the
side of the stone down into the street.

“I saw lights passing and repassing. More and
more lights—they swam out of the elreular door-
ways and they thiomged the street. The highest
were eight feet above the pave; the lowest perhaps
two. They hurtied, they saunteied, they bowed,
they stopped and whispered—and there was noeling
under them!”

“Nothing under them!” breathed Anderson.

“No,” he went on, “that was the tertiible part of
it—there was nothing under them. Yet certainly
the lights were living things. They had eon-
sciousness, volition—what else I did not know. They
were nearly two feet across, the largest. Their
center was a bright nucleus—red, blue, green. This
nucleus faded off gradually into a misty glow that
did not end abruptly. It, too, seemed to fade off
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into nothingness—but a nothingmess that had under
it a—sometthingness.

“I straimed my eyes trying to grasp this body in-
to which the lights merged and which one could
only fedl was there, but could not see.

“And all at once I grew rigid. Something cold,
and thin like a whip, had touched my face. I turned
my head. Close behind were three of the lights.
They were a pale blue. They looked at me—if you
can imagine lights that are eyes.

“Another whiplash gripped my shoulder. Under
the closest light came a shrill whispering. 1
shrieked. Abruptly the murmuring in the street
ceased.

“I dragged my eyes from the pale-blue globe
that held them and looked out; the lights in the
streets were rising by myriads to the level of
where I stood! There they stopped and peered at
me. They crowded and jostled as though they were
a crowd of curious people on Broadway.

“That was the horrible part of it. I felt a score
of the lashes touch me—I shrieked again. Then—
darkness and a sensation of falling through vast
depths.

“When I awoke to consciousness I was again in
the great place of the stairway, lying at the foot
of the altar. All was silent. There were no lights
—only the mottled red glow.

“I jurnped to my feet and ran toward the steps.
Something jerked me back to my knees. And then
I saw that around my waist had been fastened a yel-
low ring of metal. From it hung a chain, and this
chain passed up over the lip of the high ledge.

“I reached into my pockets for my knife to cut
through the ring. It was not there! 1 had been
stripped of everything except one of the camteens
that I had hung around my neck, and which I sup-
pose they had thought was part of me.

“I tried to break the ring. It seemed alive. It
writhed in my hands and drew itself closer around
me!

“I pulled at the chain. It was immovable. There
came over me in a flood consciousness of the unseen
thing above the altar, and I groveled at the foot
of the slab. Think—alone in that place of strange
light with the brooding ancient horror above me—
a monstrous thing, a thing unthinkable—an un-
seen thing that poured forth heorror—

“After a while I gripped myself. Then I saw
beside one of the pillars a yellow bowl filled with
a thick, white liquid. I drank it. If it killed I
did not care. But its taste was pleasant, and as
I drank strength came back to me with a rush.
Clearly I was not to be statwed. The people of the
pit, whatever they were, had a conception of human
needs.

“And now once more the reddish mottled gleam
began to deepen. Again outside arose the hum-
ming, and through the circle that was the emtrance
to the temple came streaming the globes. They
ranged thermnselves in ramks until they filled the
teraple. Their whispering grew into a chant, a
cadenced whispering chant that rose and fell, rose
and fell, while to its rhythm the globes lifted and
sank, lifted and sank.

“All the night the lights came and went; and all
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that night the chant sounded as they rose and fell.
At the last I felt myself only an atom of comscious-
ness in the sea of that whispering; an atom that
rose and fell with the bowing globes.

“I tell you that even my heart pulsed in unison
with them! And the red glow faded, the lights
streamed out; the whispering died. I was again
alone, and I knew that again day had begun in my
own world.

“I slept. When I awoke I found beside the pillar
another bowl of the white liquid. I scrutimized the
chain that held me to the altar. I began to rub
two of the links together. I did this for hours.
When the red began to thicken there was a ridge
worn in the links. Hepe rushed up within me,
There was, then, a chanee to escape.

“With the thickening the lights came again. All
through that night the whispering chant sounded,
and the globes rose and fell. The chant seized me.
It pulsed through me until every nerve and mtuscle
guivered te it. My lips began te quiver. They
stiove like a man teying te ery out in a nightmare.
And at last they, tee, were wiiispering—whispering
the evil ehant of the peeple of the pit. My bedy
Bewed in unisen with the lights.

“I was—God forgive me!—in movement and
sound, one with these nameless things, while my soul
sank back sick with horror, but powerless. And
as I whispered I—saw tihowil

“Saw the things under the lights. Great trans-
parent snail-like bodies—dozens of waving tentacles
stretching from them; little round gaping mouths
under the luminous, seeing globes. They were like
specters of inconceivably monstrous slugs! And as
I stared, still bowing and whispering, the dawn
came, and they streamed to and through the
enttenoes, They did not crawl or walk—they
floatedl! They floated and were—gone!

“I did not sleep. I worked all that day at my
chain. By the thickening of the red I had worn it
a sixth through.. And all that night, under their
spell, I whispered and bowed with the pit people,
joining in their chant to the thing that brooded
above me!

“Twice again the red thickened and lessened and
the chant held me. And then, on the morning of the
fifth day, I broke the worn links. I was freel 1
ran to the stairway. With eyes closed I rushed up
and past the unseen horror behind the altar-ledge
and was out upon the bridge. I crossed the span
and began the ascent of the stairway.

“Can you think what it is to climb straight up
the verge of a cleft-world—with hell behind you?
Well—worse than hell was behind me, and terror
rode.

“The city of the pit had long been lost in the blue
haze before I knew that I could climb no more,
My heart beat upon my ears like a sledge. I fell
before one of the little caves, feeling that here
at last was sanctuary. I crept far back within it
and waited for the haze to thicken. Almost at once
it did so, and from far below me came a vast and
angry murmur. Crouching at the back of the cave,
I saw a swift light go shooting up through the blue
haze, then die down and break, and as it dimmed
and broke I saw myriads of the globes that are the
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eyes of the pit people swing downward into the
abyss. Again and again the light pulsed, and the
globes rose with it and fell.

“They were hunting me! They knew I must be
somewhere still on the stairway, or, if hiding be-
low, I must some time take to the stairway to es-
cape. The whispering grew louder, more imsistent.

“There began to pulse through me a dreadful
desire to join in the whispering as I had done in
the temple. Something told me that if I did, the
sculptured fiigures could no longer save me; that I
would go out and down again into the temple for-
ever! I bit my lips through and through to still
them, and all that night the beam shot up through
the abyss, the globes swung, and the whispering
sounded—amnd I prayed to the power of the caves
and the sculptured fiiguress that still had power to
guard them.”

He paused—his strength was going.

Then almost in a whisper: “I thought, what
were the people who had carved them? Why
had they built their city around the verge, and
why had they set that stairway in the pit? What
had they been to the things that dwelt at the bot-
tom, and what use had the things been to them
that they should live beside their dwellimmg-place?
That there had been some purpose was certain. No
work so prodigious as the stairway would have been
undertaken otherwise. But what was the purpose?
And why was it that those who had dwelt about
the abyss had passed away ages gone and 'the
dwellers in the abyss still lived!?”

He looked at us: “I could find no answer. 1
wonder if even when I am dead I shall know? T
doubt it.

“Dawn came as I wondered, and with it—silence.
I drank what was left of the liquid in my camteen,
crept from the cave, and began to climb again.
That aftermoon my legs gave out. I tore off my
shirt and made from it pads for my knees and
coverings for my hands. I crawled upward. 1
crawled up and up. And again I crept into one
of the caves and waited until again the blue thick-
ened, the shaft of light shot thtough it, and the
whispering came.

“But now there was a new note in the whisper-
ing. It was no longer threatenimg. It called and
coaxed. It—drew.

“A terror gripped me. There had come upon me
a mighty desire to leave the cave and go out where
the lights swung; to let them do with me what
they pleased, carry me where they wished. The
desire grew. It gained fresh impulse with every
rise of the beam, until at last I vibrated with the
desire as I had vibrated te the chant in the Temiple.

“My body was a pendulum. Up would go the
beam, and I would swing toward it! Only my soul
kept steady. It held me fast to the floor of the
cave, and it placed a hand over my lips to still them.
And all that night I fought with my body and lips
against the spell of the pit people.

“Dawn came. Again I crept from the cave and
faced the stairway. I could not rise. My hands
were torn and bleeding, my knees am agony. I
forced myself upward step by step.

“After a while my hands became numb, the pain
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left my knees. They deadened. Step by step my
will drove my body upward upon them. And time
after time I would sink back within myself to
oblivion—only to wake again and find that all the
time I had been steadily climbing wpward.

“And then—only a dream of crawling up in-
finitte stretches of steps—mernories of dull herror
while hidden within caves, with thousands of lights
pulsing without, and whisperings that called and
called me—memory of a time when 1 awoke to find
that my body was obeyifig the eall and had esrried
me half-way out between the guardians of the per-
tals, while thousands of gleaming globes rested in
the blue haze and watehed mme. Glimpses of bitter
fights against sleep, and always—a elimb up and
up along infinite distanees of steps that led from a
lost lgbadden to a paradise of the blue sky and epen
world !

“At last a consciousness of clear sky close above
me, the lip of the pit before me. Memory of passing
between the great portals of the pit and of steady
withdrawal from it. Dreams of giant men with
stramge, peaked crowns and veiled faees whe puished
me onward and onward and onward, and held back
pulsing globules of light that sought te draw me
back to a gulf wherein planets swam between the
branches of red trees that had snakes for erowns.

“And then a long, long sleep—how long God alone
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knows—in a cleft of rocks; an awakening to see
far in the north the beam still rising and falling,
the lights still hunting, the whispering high above
me calling—and knowledge that no longer had they
power to draw me.

“Again crawling on dead arms and legs that
moved—that moved—like the Ancient Mariner’s
ship—without wvolition of mine. And then—your
fire—andd this—safety.”

The crawling man smiled at us for a moment,
then quickly fell asleep.

That aftermoon we struck camp, and, carrying the
crawling man, started back south. For three days
we carried him, and still he slept. And on the
third day, still sleeping, he died. We built a great
pile of wood and we burned his body, as he had
asked. We scattered his ashes about the forest
with the ashes of the tiees that had consumed him.

It must be a great magic, indeed, that can dis-
entangle those ashes and draw them back in a rush-
ing cloud to the pit he called accursed. I do not
think that even the people of the pit have such a
spell. No.

But Anderson and I did not returm to the five
peaks to see. And if the gold does stream out
between the five peaks of the Hand Mountain, like
putty from a clenched fiaft—therce it may remain
for all of us.

THE END
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¢...and as 1 glanced up, I saw a most terrific creature swooping down upon me, It must have been fully eighty feet long,
It was hissing frightfully as it same straight down toward the muzzie of the machine-gun,

with an equal spread of wings.

11138



Wihatr Wenir Before

HE teller of thits stomy diszowess a quartt tier-

mos botite tunmidgg and twisstigg in the sunff of a
smadll islandl on Cape Fanawelll at the soutlieenn ex-
tremiify of Greenibmdd. He reswuess it and finds tiat
it contmifns a mammsscipipt, neaitly writttan and tigiitiy
follitet], whiith tells the folllowing sttony:

A yourny HAweiczan, with his Aiieddide, Nuohs,
wiidte floatity on a rafff, appemambly the lone sur-
vikarss of a shijp tommetdedd by a Germam swbbraative,
diseowsss a beawtbiful yourty gint], seemitnhly died,
floatitng on the sea. He resauess her, she retwras 40
consciuesress, and later they both are pichest up by
an Ehgjilish vesssdl. Soom thait vesssdl also is adtweked
by the samee submetivine, but the Ewngilibh coptiain
trikes to mansewoer his shifp to saltdyy and a Huifle
ensuass. Thee shifp siniss, but the crets, togaitler wdith
the Amesigean and the gill, Lys La Rue, gain con-
trol of the submediine and the Germanss. Beausse it
is a Germamm sullmediine, no nedtiekl oy fiéenlly bewt
will ansuper thedir call for help, and natupdly tiey
aslk for nosge fiom & Germamn sivp.

Bewson, who later conffssses himssélf a trailber to
the groyp, mamippldides the compasss so thatt they
sowmmee far foorm their intbewddd coursse and finally find
themsstless near an islad], whitth they decide mwst
be Capronaz. On accountt of its tremeerdous iimaces-
sible cliffss, they canmoil gaiin access to fhe inbeerior,
Aif¢er moath imestigpiidion and seanaiivmg, they dis-
cover whatt seemss a sulbtberzueran rizar. They sub-
mengre and soom find thenssblers in an opem indtarior
sea. Bexmuse Uhey are im a sultmerinae, thay are able
to go wilth compmmibive safedyy pasi the monstnwus

sea and air regiiies, whitdh are plemtifli and den-
gerauss in weanmeer wadtors,

They soon comz to wikall seemss a good llamiiing
place and an adwancee partyy lamds to find a good
camgiing place. They meatt willh a band of bbémygs,
closely remmibling the Neanddetidal wmeam, who ere
quicily scaved! off by the sowndl of the dilikhaiging
rifte. One, a litiée mone higily dewdhpsed, is cap-
tunast! and brougfit back to the partyy. Thay soen
lean somaitbipg of his languagee and find him a
gieait help avountd the istant whilte they are Buwdld-
ing thaitr comp,

Latber, some of the grayp discoswer ofl and dhe
Germanss are penrnitibibd to stay on tike greundis, well
proniooedd and witth plentyy of ammumitibivn, wihile
they are refiniing the oil. Wiham they hawe eenough
for theiir pungmeses, tiky sunreppitidishisly retwrn to
the soimexiine and startt forr home, leawiny the
otihargs strandddd on the iidtovd.

Atiom, the Neamddetidlal mam, tells of tie “evolu-
tiont”’ of his people—aa processs of gradhedidon, where-
by each one leawss his triike and goes to the mewt
one somaxnblant highicer in the stagpe of dewskippuesct,
“odform the call comes.” He empenits somee day to be-
come a Galu—tbhe higiastt stagpe, mosit neantly ap-
proximbiting the civiiicdd mwn.

One mommigg, Dys La Rue failts to appemsr and
Aiom hes dismyppeardd. Bowsen Tybry, the young
Ameeidann, alarmeed, goes to Lyss’ room and finds ber
gorie, apparceniily hadihgg beem kidhepppdd. He dm-
medlaaehbly malloss pregaretitioms to attemppt a sasreh
and a resrme.

THE LAWD THAT TTMEE FOORE0T

By EDGAR RICE IHURRQUGHS
Part 11

CHAPTER VIII

T WAS a sad leave-taking as in silence

I shook hands with each of the three

remaining men. Even poor Nobs ap-

peared dejected as we quit the com-
pound and set out upon the well-marked
spoor of the abdueter,
Not once did I turn my
eyes backward toward
Fort Dinosaur. I have
not looked upon it since—
nor in all likelihood shall
1 ever look upon it again.
The trail led northwest
until it reached the west-
ern end of the sandstone
cliffs to the north of the
fort: there it ran Into a
well-defined path which
wound northward into a
country we had not as yet
explored. It was a beau-
tiful, gently rolling country, broken by oceasional
outcroppings of sandstone and by patehes of dense
forest relieved by open, parklike stretehes and
broad meadows whereon grazed eountless herbivor-
ous animals—red deer, auroehs, and infinite variety
of antelope and at least three distinet species of

wayy Hiuss fior,

]
Y0 try to gine you any idea of the seammd inistablment

n o fow l%wmtdd be a task alitn to gy a resummé
off the hitbeyy off amiten: Romme in sexernt! popagrpips.
Ft cam nott be dome. Buroogighs has suth a tremendivus
imangisigtion, antl so wmaryy diffeeem: things haghen om
allnootst evaryy pagre, thatt he leawes you bewriddexed at the
ridieess off his imagginivéve ousppaniing.

Purnhpps the owbténdiding fertvre in this fmstdllument ds
the degittiton off ewailtition, whibh, alitleoghh i taxes awr
cvadldibyty, mewetifleless 15 nott wiotlly imppesidble, amil it
giimes us 8 prettyy gowl indipht intto 8 sefigert thatt has bwen
wschh disewssed, butt wihcbh has not wazbe muchh Hewd-

horse, the latter ranging in size from a creature
about as large as Nobs to a magnificenit animal
fourteen to sixteen hands high. These creatures
fed together in perfect amity; nor did they show
any great indieations of terrer when Nobs and 1
approached. They meved eut ef euf way and kept
their eyes upon us until
we had passed; then they
resumed their feeding.
The path led straight
across the clearing into
another forest, lying upon
the verge of which I saw
a bit of white. It ap-
peared to stand out in
marked contrast and in-
eonigruity to all its sur-
roundings, and when 1
stopped to examine it, T
found that it was a small
istrip of muslin — part of
the hem of a garment.
At once T was all excitement, for I knew that it was
a sign left by Lys that she had been carried this
way; it was a tiny bit torn from the hem of the
undergarment that she wore in lieu of the night-
robes she had lost with the sinking of the liner.
Crushing the bit of fabrie to my lips, I pressed
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on even more rapidly than before, because I now
knew that I was upon the right trail and that up
to this point at least, Lys still -had lived.

I made over twenty miles that day, for 1 was
now hardened to fatigue and accustomed to long-
distamce walking, having spent considerable time
hunting and exploring in the immediate vicinity
of camp. A dezen times that day was my life
thieatemed by fearsome ereatures of the earth or
sky, theugh 1 eould net but note that the farther
ferth 1 thavelled, the fewer were the great dine-
saues, theugh th@y still persisted in lesser numbers.
On the ether Hand, the quantity ef ruminants and
the variety and ﬂ%qu@a@y ot earnivereus animals
inereased. Each square rmile ot Caspak harbered its
teFEOS.

At intervals along the way I found bits of mus-
lin, and often they reassuted me when otherwise I
should have been doubtful of the trail to take where
two crossed or where there were forks, as ecawrred
at several points. And so, as night was drawing
on, I came te the southern end of a line of eliffs
loftier than any I had seen before, and as I ap-
proached them, there was wafted to my neostrils
the pungent arema of weed-smeke. What eeuld it
mean? There eould, te my mind, Be but a single
selution: man ama@a glese By, a higher erder of
man thah we had as yet seen, ether than Ahm, the
Neanderthal man. 1 wendered again ag I had se
many tices that day it it had net been Ahm whe
stele Lys.

Cautiously I approached the flank of the cliffs,
where they termimated in an abrupt escarpment as
though some all powerful hand had broken off a
great section of rock and set it upon the surface of
the earth. It was now quite dark, and as I crept
around the edge of the cliff, I saw at a little dis-
tanee a great fire around whieh were many fijgittes
—apparently human figaires. Cautioning Nobs to
silenee, and he had learmed fmany lessens in the
valug of ebedience sinee we had entered Caspak, 1
slunk ferward, taking advantage of whatever eover
I esuld find, until frem pehind 3 Bush 1 esuld dis-
tinetly see the ereaturey assembled By the five.
They weie human and vet fAet human. 1 sheuld
say Eha% they were a liftle Righer in the §eale of
sveu oh than ARmM, EHééiBl}.’r 8ECHpYing 2 plane of

814t Bé{:‘%@ﬂ that of the Neanderthal man and
wﬁa& IS KRBWR as me ﬂm \dy face. Their fea:
tites were distincHy g% . theugh thetp §i€iﬁ§

Wé % willle. E8H§iﬂqﬁf% 18 % £ 8? Bot f§8
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Lys Is Found—An Attack and a Deadly Shot

what interested me most was the slender
figuree of a dainty girl, clad only in a thin bit
of muslin which scarce covered her knees—a bit
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of muslin torn and ragged about the lower hem.
It was Lys, and she was alive and so far as I could
see, unharmed. A huge brute with thick lips and
prognathous jaw stood at her shoulder. He was
talking loudly and gesticulating wildly. I was close
enough toe hear his words, whieh were similar to
the language of Ahm, though mueh fuller, for
there were many werds I eould not wnderstand.
Hewever, 1 eaught the gist of what he was saying
=which in effeet was that he had feund and eap-
tured this Galu, that she was his and that he defied
anyene te gquestien his right of pessessien. It ap-
peared te me, as I afterward learned was the faet,
that 1 was witnessing the mest primitive ot mat-
Fiage eeremenies. The assembled members of the
trine leeked on and li§£%ﬂ%@ i a §8f¥: 6f dull and
E@fﬂiﬂ@%@fy aaamo» fef th % speaker Waé By far

he Hllghﬁ%é% gF he €13, There seemed A 8% i8

dispHte Ris clalms wnsn Hs §as 8f Eai 8t § SHEEQ
i §£‘éﬂieﬁi% t8ReS: this 1s my sne
Whe wishes fer more & al;a ég?»

“I do,” I said in the language of Ahm, and I
stepped out into the fiirelightt before them. Lys
gave a little cry of joy and started toward me, but
Tsa grasped her arm and dragged her back.

“Who are you?” shrieked Tsa. “I kill! I kill
I kil

“The she is mine,” I replied, “and I have come to
claim her. I kill if you do not let her come to
me.” And I raised my pistol to a level with his
heart. Of course, the ereature had no coneeptien
of the purpose of the stramge litte implement
which 1 was peking teward him. With a seund
that was half human and half the giowd ef a wild
beast, he sprang teward me. 1 aimed at his heart
and fired, and as he sprawied headleng te the
ground, the 6thers 6f Ris tribe, GVEreaRme y fright
at the repert of the pistel, seatieid teward the
eliffs=while Lys, with oSulstichrd arms, f£an
toward e

As T crushed her to me, there rose from fhe
black night behind us and then to ouf right and
to our left a series of frightful sereams and
shrieks, bellowings, reafs and growls. It was the
night-life of this jungle werld esming inte its ewn
—the huge, earniverous neeturnal Beasts whieh
make the nights of Caspak hideeus. A shuwddsrin
sob ran through Lys' fldaire. “O Geod* she &rie
“give e the SiFength 0 BAAUKR, T6F his sake!’ 1
saw that she was 4pen the verge of a i@fsakeeWﬂ
after all that she must Ba% Bﬁ%%% tREBLEH
fear and Rerrer Eha& day, gsﬁ% {8 qHie 4
%§§§H§% Rer as Best 1 might H’c Even 18 {HS {ne
Hﬂf% E ed most HA 98 ﬁ%ﬁ E; WE% &R éﬂs

116 We agatil ?{ 4l H{R k8
the night wWhe SVSH HeW WSF% pEa1Ing 818&81? 8 Hs?

Now I turmmed to see what had become of the
triibe, and in the fitful glare of the fire I percelved
that the face of the cliff was pitted with large holes
inte which the man-things were clambering.
*“Come,” I said to Lys, “we must follow them. We
cannot last a half-heur out here. We must find a
eave.” Already we eould see the blazing green eyes
of the hungry earnivera. 1 seized a Brand frem
the fire and Rudied it eut inte the m%m, and there
eame back an answering eherus savage and
rageful pretest; But the eyes vanished for & shoH
time. Selecting a BUrning Braneh For each oF s,
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we advanced toward the cliffs, where we were met
by angry threats.

“They will kill us,” said Lys. “We may as well
keep on in search of another refuge.”

“They will not kill us so surely as will those
others out there,” I replied. “I am going to seek
shelter in one of these caves: nor will the man-
things prevent.” And I kept on in the direction
of the elif's base. A huge ereature stoed upoh a
ledge and brandighed his stene hatehet. “Ceme
and 1 will kill yey and take the she,” he beasted.

“You saw how Tsa fared when he would have
kept my she,” I replied in his own tongue. “Thus
will you fare and all your fellows if you do not
permit us to come in peace among you out of the
dangers of the night.”

“Go north,” he screamed. “Go north among the
Galus, and we will not harta you. Some day will
we be Galus: but now we are not. You do not
belong among us. Go away or we will kill you.
The she may remain if she is afraid, and we will
keep her; but the he must depart.”

“The he won't depart,” I replied, and approached
still nearer. Rough and narrow ledges formed by
nature gave access to the upper caves. A man
might scale them if unhampered and unhindered,
but to clamber upward in the face of a bellligerent
trilbe of half-men and with a girl to assist was
beyond my ecapability.

“T do not fear you,” screamed the creature, “You
were close to Tsa; but 1 am far above you, You
cannot harm me as you harmed Tsa. Go away!”

Cave Dwellers

I PLACED a foot upon the lowest ledge and
clambered upward, reaching down and pulling
Lys to my side. Already I felt safer. Soon we
would be out of danger of the beasts again clesing
in upon us. The man above us raised his stone
hatehet above his head and leaped lightly down to
meet us. His position above me gave him a great
advantage, or at least so he probably thought, for
he came with every show of confidence. 1 hated
to do 1t, but there seemed no other way, and so 1
ghot him down as I had shot down Tsa.

“You see,” I cried to his fellows, “that T ean
kill you wherever you may be. A long way off |
can kill you as well as T can kill you near by. Let
us come among you in peace. | will not harm yeu
if you do not harm us. We will take a eave high
up:’ Ll

“Come, then,” said one. “If you will net harm
us, you may eeme. Take Tsa's hele, which lies
above you."

The ‘ereature shewed us the meuth of 2 hlagk
cave, but he kept at a distance while he did it
and Lys fellowed me as | erawled in t9 explore:
had matches Wwith me, and In the light of ope |
found a small eavern with a flat resf and |
which followed the cleavage of the strata. Bigses
of the roof had fallen at seme leng-distant date,
as was evidenced by the depth of the filth and
rubble in which they were embedded: Even a
superficial examinatiom revealed the fact that
nothing had ever been attempted that might have
improved the habitability of the cave; nor, should
I judge, had it ever been cleaned out. With con-
siderable difficuitty I loosened some of the larger
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pieces of broken rock which littered the floor and
placed them as a barrier before the doorway. It
was too dark to do more than this. I then gave
Lys a piece of dried meat, and sitting inside the
entramee, we dined as must have some of our an-
clent forbears at the dawning of the age of man,
while from below the open diapasem of the savage
night rose weird and herrifying te our ears. In
the light of the great fire still burning we eould
see huge, skulking ferms, and in the Blaeker baek-
ground eeuntless Alaming eyes.

Lys shuddered, and I put my arm around her
and drew her to me; and thus we sat throughout
the hot night. She told me of her abduction and
of the fright she had undergone, and together we
thanked God that she had come thiough whharmed,
because the great brute had not dared to pause
aleng the danger-infested way. She said that they
had but just reached the eliffs when I ariiwed, for
on several eeeasions her eapter had been foreed
to take to the tiees with her to eseape the ehutehes
of seme huﬂ%w eave-lien oF sabei-toth tiger, and
that twice they had been obliged te remain fer
eonsideraipie perieds befere the beasts had retired:

Nobs, by dint of much scrambling and one or
two narrow escapes from death, had managed to
follow us up the cliff and was now curled between
me and the doorway, having devoured a piece of
the dried meat, which he seemed to relish im-
mensely. He was the first to fall asleep; but 1
imagine we must have fellowed suit seen, for we
were both tired. 1 had laid aside my ammunitien-
belt and rifle, theugh beth were elese beside me;
but my pistel I kept in my lap Beneath my hand.
Hewever, we were net disturded during the Right,
and when 1 aweke, the suR was §hmmﬂg en the
{ree-tops in the distamee. Lys' head had dresped
te My breast, and my ace was still about Ref.

Shortly afterward Lys awoke, and for a monient
she could not seem to comprehend hef situation,
She looked at me and then tuimed and glanced at
my arem about her, and then she seemed gquite sud-
denly to realize the seantiness of her appaiel and
drew away, covering her face with her palms and
blushing furiously, 1 drew her baek teward me
and kissed her, and then she threw her arms abeut
iny neck and wept seftly in mute suriender te the
inevitable.

The Bathers

lT was an hour later before the tribe began to
stir about. We watehed them frem owr
“apartment,” as Lys called it. Neither men RAer
women wore any sort of clething or ernaments,
and they all seemed to be abeut of an age; ner
were there any babies or children ameng them.
This was, to us, the strangest and mest inexplie-
able of faets, but it recalled to us that though we
had seen many of the lesser developed wild peeple
of Caspak, we had never yet seen a ehild or an 6ld
man of old wemsan,

After a while they became less suspicious of us
and then quite friendly 1n their brutish way. Thay
picked at the fabrie of our clothing, which seemed
to interest them, and examined my rifle and pistel
and the ammunitiom in the belt around my waist.
I showed them the thetmwes-bottle, and when 1
poured a little water from it, they were delighted,
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thinking that it was a spring which I carried about
with me—a never-failing source of water supply.
One thing we both noticed among their other
characteristics: they never laughed or smiled;
and then we remerbered that Ahm had never dome
80, elther. I asked them If they knew Ahm; but
they said they did net.
One of them said: “Back there we may have
known him.” And he jerked his head to the south.
“You came from back there?” I asked. He
looked at me in surprise.
“We all come from there,” he said. “After a
while we go there.” And this time he jerked his
head toward the north. “Be Galus,” he cencluded.
Many times now had we heard this reference to
becoming Galus. Ahm had spoken of it many
timmes. Lys and I decided that it was a sort of
original religious conviction, as much a part of
themn as their instinet for self-preservation—a
primal aceeptance of a hereafter and a holier state.
It was a brilliant theery, but it was all wrong. 1
kiew it new, and hew far we were frofi guessing
the wenderful, the mireulous, the gigantie truth
whieh even yet I may efly puess at—the thing
that sets Caspak apart frem all the rest of the
werld far mere dehinitely than Rer iselated gee-
graphic pesition of Her impreghale barrier 6f
{ant eliffs: 1% 1 eould live to returh 18 &iviliZatien,
sheuld Rave meat for the slergy and the Jayman
%ggehew Hpen for years—and tef the evalwtionists,
After breakfast the men set out to hunt, while
the women went to a large pool of warm water
covered with a green scum and filled with billions
of tadpoles. They waded in to where the water
was about a foot deep and lay down in the mud.
They refaained there frofn one to two hours and
then returmed to the eliff. While we were with
them, we saw this same thing repeated every morn-
ing; but theugh we asked them why they did it we
eaiild get Ao reply whieh was intelligible to wus.
All they veuehsated by way of explanation was the
single werd Ata;, They twrd to get Lys 8 ge ifl
{fh them and could Ret understand why she re-
ysed: After ihe first day 1 went BHHH_B% With
he FEFI{EH; isawgg My Bistol and NebBs with Lys,
Hi she Rever Rad 18 Hse EB%ET, for ne reptile of
gast ever appraached the BAsl while ihe wemen

fe there—HoF, S8 aé a3 W@bgﬂﬁw; at other times;

86 Was AQ SpOSE ot wild Beast 1 the soff mu
Q% b & Watet ESHQE?:& ﬂiﬂeﬂ“c %BE

P

This tribe lived largely upon the smaller ani-
mals which they bowled over with their stone
hatchets after making a wide circle about their
quarry and driving it so that it had to pass close
te one of their number. The little horses and the
gtaller antelope they secured in sufficient numbers
te suppert life, and they also ate numerous vari-
gties of fruits and vegetables. They never brought
in mere than sufficient foed for their imimediate
feeds; but why bether? The foed problem of
Gaspak is net ene te eause weorry te her hihabitants,

Lost in Caspak A Recent Grave

HE fourth day Lys told me that she thought
she felt equal to attempting the return journey
on the morrow, and so I set out for the hunt in
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high spirits, for I was anxious to returm to the
fort and learn if Bradley and his party had re-
turmed and what had been the result of his expe-
dition. I also wanted to relieve their minds as to
Lys and myself, as I knew that they must already
have given us up for dead. It was a cloudy day,
though warm, as it always is in Caspak. It seemed
odd to realize that just a few miles away winter
lay upon the storm-tossed ocean, and that snow
might be falling all about Caprona; but no snow
could ever penetrate the damp, hot atmosphere of
the great crater.

We had to go quite a bit farther than usual be-
fore we could surround a little bunch of antelope,
and as I was helping drive them, I saw a fine red
deer a couple of humdred yards behind me. He
must have been asleep in the long grass, for I saw
him rise and look about him in a bewildered way,
and then I raised my gun and let him have it. He
dropped, and I ran forward to finish him with the
long thin knife, which one of the men had given
me; but just as I reached him, he staggered to
his feet and ran on for another two hundred yards
—when I dropped him again. Once more was this
repeated before I was able to reach him and cut
his throat; then I looked around for my com-
panions, as I wanted them to come and carry the
meat home; but I could see nothing of them. I
called a few times and waited, but there was no
response and no one came, At last I became dis-
gusted, and cutting off all the meat that I could
conveniently carry, I set off in the direction of the
clifis. I must have gone about a mile before the
truth dawned upon me—I was lost, hopelessly lost.

The entire sky was still completely blotted out
by dense clouds; nor was there any landmark vis-
ible by which T might have taken my bearings. I
went on in the direction I thought was south but
which I now imagime must have been about due
north, without detecting a single familiar object.
In a dense wood I suddenly stumbled upon a thing
which at first filled me with hope and later with
the most utter despair and dejection. It was a
little mound of new-turmed earth sprimidled with
flowers long since withered, and at one end was a
flat slab of standstome stuck in the ground. It was
a grave, and it meant for me that I had at last
stumbled into a country inhabited by human be-
ings. I would find them; they would direct me to
the clifis; perhaps they would accompany me and
take us back with them to their abodes—to the
abodes of men and women like ourselves. My
hopes and my imagination ran riot in the few yards
I had to cover to reach that lonely grave and stoop
that T might read the rude characters scratched
upon the simple headstome. This is what I read:

HERE LIES JOHN TIPPET
ENGLISHMAN
KILLED BY TYRANNOSAURUS
10 SEP., A. D, 1916
R. 1. P.

Tippet! It seemed incredible. Tippet lying
here in this gloomy wood! Tippet dead! He had
been a good man, but the personal loss was net
what affected me. It was the fact that this silemt
grave gave evidence that Bradley had come this



THE LAND THAT TIME FORGOT

far upon his expedition and that he too probably
was lost, for it was not our intention that he should
be long gone. If I had sturnbled upon the grave
of one of the party, was It not within reason to
believe that the bones of the others lay scattered
somewhere near?

CHAPTER 1X
q S T stood locking down upon that sad and

lonely mound, wrapped in the most dismal

of reflections and premonitions, I was sud-
denly seized from behind and thrown to earth. As
I fell, a warm body fell on top of me, and hands
grasped my arms and legs. When I could leok up,
I saw a number of piant figures pinloning me down,
while others steod about surveying tne. Here
again was a new type of man—a higher type than
the Fifitive tribe I had just guitted. They were

taller peeple, tee, with better-shaped skulls and

fﬁ@i‘é intelligent faees. There were less of the ape
eharasteristies abeut their features, ane less of the
negreid, te8. THey earrled weapens, stene: §Hed
Spears, ‘stene fnives, and Ratehets—and they wers
oFRaments and b fsseh Gfﬂé—%h% former of feaﬁhs&s
WOrR 1n thetr A %Bs h&@f made of 3 sip s
sHake-skin EHFS Wl‘é the Head on, the head
pending 19 thelr knees:

Of course I did not take in all these details upon
the instant of my capture, for I was busy with
other matters. Three of the warriors were sitting
upon e, trying to hold me down by main strength
and awkwardness, and they were having their
hands full ia the deing, I ean tell you. I don’t like
te appear eeneeited, but 1 may as well admit that
I am preud ef my stfeﬁgth and the seienice 1 have

%uwed and develeped in the diresting ef it—that

my hersemanship t always have been preud of.
Aﬂa new, that day, all the leng heurs that 1 had
Eué inte eareful study, praetiee and #raining
Feught fﬂe iR twe oF t P@% minutes a full return
Bon My %e,gmem ésli gFAtans, §§ a rule, are
lPHii 8\?1 {u WEsY, ?H t egasaa had msde

SOHEES

mif# e e
; Eﬂa& {0 MY empley, a Jap wHe was

It took me Just about thirty seconds to break
the elbow of one of my assailants, trip another
and send him stumbling backward among his fel-
lows, and throw the third completely over my head
in such a way that when he fell his neck was broken.
in the instant that the others of the party stood
in mute and inaective surprise, I unslung my rifle
=whieh, earelessly, 1 had been earrying across my
baek ; and when they eharged, as I felt they would,
1 But a bullet in the forehead 6f ene of them. This
stopped them all temperarily—net the death of
their fellew, But the repert of the rifle, the fiwst
they had ever heard. Befere they were ready t6
aitack me again, eﬁe of them § eke m a eommand-

% tane Ee his Rlews, I8 a simitar te

ore EBfH fs HEN% %haa ha ot the tribe
s §8H£ § mere esmplete than
% igs 88 maﬂ é gm 18 stand baek and
g FQvance afaressed me:

He asked me who I was, from whence I came
and what my intentions were. I replied that T was
a stranger in Caspak, that I was lost and that my
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only desire was to find my way back to my com-
panions, He asked where they were and I told
him toward the south somewhere, using the Cas-
pakian phrase whieh, literally translated, fieans
“toward the beginning.” His surprise showed
upon his faee befere he veiced it in werds. ‘“There
are ne Galus there,” he said. “Yeu have lied, The
Galus have turned yeu eut.”

“T tell you,” I said angrily, ‘that I am from an-
other country, far from Caspak, far beyond the
high cliffs. I do not know who the Galus may be:
I have never seen them. This 18 the farthest north
I have been. Look at me—leek at my elething and
my weapons. Have you ever seed a Galu 6f any
other ereature in Caspak Wwho pessessed sueh
things?”

He had to admit that he had not, and also that
he was much Interested in me, my rifle and the
way I had handled his three warriors. Finally he
became half convineed that I was telling him the
truth and offered to aid me if I would shew him
how I had thrown the tnan over my head and alse
make him a present of the ‘‘bang-spear,” as he
called it. I refused to give hifm fy riHle, But prof-
ised te shew him the triek he wished e learn if he
would guide e in the right direstien. e told me
that he weuld de se tomerrevy, that it was tee late
teday and that 1 might eeme te their village and
spend the night with them. I was 18ath i 8§% ]
fueh time; HE the fellaw Wﬁé SBQHFQE% QH §8 1
ﬁ@&@fﬁﬁ&ﬂi@d % em., The twe dead gi é
where they had fail ei} HGF pave them a ESEBH
glanee—thls shsaa 18 11¥6 HpBH Easpak:

Tracing the Evolution of the Races of Man

THESE people also were cave-dwellers, but
their caves showed the result of a higher intel-
ligence that brought them a step nearer to eivilized
man than the tribe next “toward the beginning.”
The interlors of their caverns were cleared of rub-
bish, though still far from ¢lean, and they had
pallets of dried grasses covered with the sking of
leopard, lyax, and bear, while before the entrances
were barriers of stone and small, rudely eireular
stone ovens. The walls of the cavern te whieh I was
conducted were covered with drawings scratehed
upon the sandstone. There were the outlines eof
giant red deer, of mammoths, of tigers and ether
beasts. Here, as in the last tribe, there were ne
children or any old people. The men of this tribe
had two names, or rather names of twe syllables,
and their language contained words of twe syl-
lables; whereas in the tribe of Tsa the words were
all of a single syllable, with the exception of a very
few like Atiss and Galus. The chief’s name was
To-jo, and his household consisted of seven females
and himself. These women were mueh mere
comely, or rather less hideous than these of Tsa’s
people; one of them, even, was almost pretty, being
less hairy and having a rather niee skin, with high
coloring.

They were all much interested in me and exam-
ined my clothing and equipment carefully, han-
dling and feeling and smelling of each artiele, 1
learned from them that their people were knewn
as Band-lu, or spear-men: Tsa’s race was ecalled
Sto-lu—hatchet-men. Below these in the scale of
evolution came the Bo-lu, or club-men, and then the
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Alus, who had no weapons and no language. In
that word I recognized what to me seemed the most
remarkable discovery I had made upon Caprona,
for unless it were mere coincidence, I had come
upon a word that had been handed down from the
beginning of spoken language upon earth, been
handed down for millions of years, perhaps, with
little ehange. It was the sole remaining thread
of the aneient woof of a dawning eulture which
had been weven when Caprena was a fiery meunt
ypen a great land-mast teeming with life. 1t
linked the unfathomable then to the eternal new:.
And yet it may have Been pure esineidence; my
petier judgment tells me that it 18 esineidence that
iR Caspak the term for speechless man I8 Aluss, and
iR the suter werld of suf swn £8d§)f it is m@m
Bortewed frem the creek By Haeeke

The comely woman of whom I spoke was called
So-ta, and she took such a lively interest in me
that To-jo flisally objected to her attemtions, em-
phasizing his displeasure by knocking her down and
kleking her into a corner of the cavern. 1 leaped
between them while he was still kieking her, and
obtaining a quiek hold upen him, dragged him
sereafming with pain frem the eave. There I made
him promise not te hurt the she again, upen pain
of werse punishment. Se-ta gave me a grateful
leok; but Te-jo and the balanee of his wemen were
sullen and emineus.

Later in the evening So-ta confided to me that
she was soon to leave the tribe.

“So-ta soon be Kro-lu,” she confided in a low
whisper. I asked her what a Kro-lu might be, and
she tried to explain, but I do not yet know if 1
understood her. From her gestures I deduced that
the Kro-lus were a people whe were armed with
bows and amiows, had vessels in whieh to eook their
food and huts of some sert in whieh they lived,
and were aceenipanied by animals. It was all very
fragmentary and vague, but the idea seered to Be
that the Kro-lus were a mere advanced peeple than
the Band-lus. 1 fB@Haefﬁa a long time Hpen all that
I had heard, befere §i€6 éame e me. 1 tried 18
find seme conneetion Between E'%%% Véﬂ%& fﬁES§
that Weulﬂ EB&BIQIB h% HHWE{%%'J hepe which 8 E
gf them Rarhered E t some day imey wauld
sems ééllti§ §g8 3 f % given S§§H QSé BH HHE
the {%§H HH& | Sﬁ was §8 Welt &8Hld
&vell Sél Ham if;

¥E it Goinctae Wi’ch Al
L si‘syé’féf‘*&i%%%% ah i
8E EXaMPle, 4
c %s as ég a, o} m
E{ R Tl

iy Ly
sy
o f@% 3 z@i“%%:;%f@’i%’?é

I'IOWS

Thinking the thoughts of a lunatic or a dope-
fiend, I fell asleep; and when I awoke, my hands
and feet were securely tied and my weapons had
been taken from me. How they did it without
awakening me I cannot tell you. It was humil-
iating, but it was trume. To-jo stood above me.

%?ég{:g
m
<D
m
33

_Mna

AMAZING STORIES

The early light of morning was dimly filtikeiing
into the cave.

A Prisoner and an Escape

acPIEE.UL me,” he demanded, “how to throw a
man over my head and break his neck, for
I am going to kill you, and I wish to know this
thing before you die.”

Of all the ingenuous declarations I have ever
heard, this one copped the proverbial bun, It
struck me as so funny that, even in the face of
death, I laughed. Death, I may remark here, had,
however, lost much of its terror for me. I had
become a disciple of Lys' fllssting philosophy of
the valuelessness of human life. I realized that
she was quite right—that we were but comic fig-
tres hopping from the cradle to the grawe, of in-
terest to practicallly no other ereated thing than
ourselves and eur few intimates,

Behind To-jo stood So-ta. She raised one hand
with the palm toward me—the Caspakiam equiva-
lent of a negative shake of the head.

“Let me think about it,” I parried, and To-jo
said that he would wait until night. He would
give me a day to think it over; them he left, and
the women left—the men for the hunt, and the
women, as I later learmed from So-ta, for the
warm pool where they immersed their bodies as
did the shes of the Sto-lu. "Ata,” explained So-ta,
when 1 questioned her as to the purpose of this
matutimal rite; but that was later.

I must have lain there bound and uncomfort-
able for two or three hours when at last So-ta
entered the cave. She carried a sharp knife—
mine, In fact, and with it she cut my bonds,

“Come!” she said. “So-ta will go with you back
to the Galus. It is time that So-ta left the
Band-lu. Together we will go to the Kro-lu, and
after that the Galus, To-jo will kill you tonight.
He will kill So-ta if he knows that So-ta alded
you. We will go together.”

“I will go with you to the Kro-lu,” I replied,
“but then I must returm to my own people ‘toward
the beginning.’”

“You cannot go back,” she said.
bidden. They would kill you.
come—there is no returning.”

“But I must return,” I insisted.
are there.
direction.”

She insisted, and I insisted; but at last we com-
promised. I was to escort her as far as the
country of the Kro-lu and then I was to ge back
after my own people and lead them north inte a
land where the dangers were fewer and the peeple
less miurderous. She breught me all my beleng:
ifigs that had been filched from fe—rifle, ammu-
nition, knife, and thermos bette, and them hand in
hah?h we deseended the eliff and set off toward the
nerth.

For three days we continued upon our way, until
we artived outside a village of thatehed huts just
at dusk. So-ta said that she would enter alene;
I must not be seen if 1 did net intend te remain,
as it was forbidden that ene sheuld returh and live
after having advameed this far. So she left ma.
She was a dear girl and a stanch and true comrads
—fnere like 4 mMan tham & weman. IR her simple

“It is for-
Thus far have you

“My people
I must return and lead them in this
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barbaric way she was both refined and chaste. She
had been the wife of To-jo. Among the Kre-lu she
would find another mate after the manner of the
strange Caspakian world; but she told me very
frankly that whenever I returmd, she would leave
her mate and come to me, as she preferred me above
all ethers. 1 was becoming a ladies’ man after a
lifetimne of bashfulness!

At the outskirts of the village I left her without
even seeing the sort of people who inhabited it, and
set off through the growing darkness toward the
south. On the third day I made a detour westward
to avoid the country of the Band-lu, as I did not
care to be detained by a meeting with To-jo. On
the sixth day I came to the cliffs of the Sto-lu, and
my heart beat fast as I approached themm, for here
was Lys, Seen I would hold her tight in my arms
again; seen her warm lips would merge with mine.
1 felt sure that she was still safe ameng the hatehet
?eeale, and 1 was already pieturing the jey and the

fight iR her eyes when she sheuld see me efee
mere as 1 emerged frem the last elump of trees
and almest ran toward the eliffs.

Another Grave

T was late in the morning. The women muast
have retumed from the pool; yet as I drew near,

Amveﬂ&tgfgﬁ oﬂa t RPé’sl/erYet ‘@Heﬁrh‘ﬂv@elﬁé»
nfb nO
8&398 ¢ se asé 6&“

-whehN3Y wAaV§uits
3& %noez

I’V@%’%v ltpugs “ﬂﬂttﬁ

. 2 33 d eg &, dHls

il f@% R

%g L fgg W
ars s& ?sg‘y §§§§ t?)r BHS

§§p B ? w § net {Es

aag HF@ kﬁ?*gg Erar ahet srrg mh;ss

ay§ § re guth, east ang wes a;

a§ a Bt REVEF & trace 8
‘h@m é} twa raining most of the time
ReW, and the Weather was as Rnear esld as it ever
SBEMS to g6t OR Caprona:

At last I gave up the search and set off toward
Fort Dinosaur. For a week—a week filled with the
terrors and dangers of a primeval world—I pushed
on in the direction I thought was south. The sun
never shone; the rain scarcely ever ceased falling.
The beasts I met with were fewer In aumber but
infinitely more teriiible in temper; yet I lived on
until there came te me the realization that 1 was
hepelessly lost, that a year ef sunshine weuld net
again give me my bearings; and while 1 was east
dewn By this terrifying knewledge, the knewledge
that 1 never again eetld find my Lys, 1 stumbled
Hpen ansther grave—the grave of Wﬁliﬁm James
with its little erude headstene and its serawl eé
gharacters f%eefamg that e had died upen the 19th
gf September—iinicd By a saber-teeth tiger.

I think that I almost gave up then. Never in my
life have I felt more hopeless or helpless or alone.
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I was lost. I could not find my friends. I did net
even know that they still lived; in fact, I could not
bring myself to believe that they did. 1 was sure
that Lys was dead. I wanted myself to die, and
yet I clung to life—useless and hopeless and har-
rowing a thing as it had become. I clung to life
because some anelent, reptiliam forbear had clung
to life and tramsmitied to e thiough the ages the
mest pewerful metive that guided his minute brain
=the metive of self-preservation.

At last I came to the great barnier-cliffs; and
after three days of mad effort—of maniacal effort
—I scaled them. 1T built crude ladders; I wedged
sticks in narrow ffisaures;; I chopped toe-holds and
fingerrbHoddds with my long knife: but at last I scaled
them. Near the summit I came upon a huge cav-
ern. It is the abode of some mighty winged e¢rea-
ture of the Triassie—or rather it was. New it is
mine. 1 slew the thing and teek its abede. 1
reached the sumit and loeked eut upen the Bread
gray terriiple Pacific of the fai-seutherh winter.
It was eold up theie. It is eeld here teday; vet
here 1 sit watehing, watehing, watehmg for the
thing I knew will never eeme—fer a sai

CHAPTER X

NCE a day I descend to the base of the cliff

and hunt, and fill my stomach with water

from a clear cold spring. I have three
gourds which I fill with water and take baek te
my cave against the long nights. I have fashiened
a spear and & bow and ariow, that 1 may eonserve
my ammunition, which is running low. My elethes
are worn to shreds. Temeriow I shall diseard them
for leopard-skins which I have tanmed and sewn
into a garment streng and warth. It is esld §p
here. I have a fire burning, and 1 sit Bent ever it
while I write; but 1 am safe here. Ne sther living
creature veﬂtur@s to the ehill summit of the barrier
eliffs, 1 am safe, and 1 am alene with My SOFFewS
and fy remembeid joys—=but witheut hepe. 1t is
said that hepe springs eternal 1A the RUman Breast;
But there is ABHE in fAiAe.

I am about done. Presently I shall feld these
pages and push them inte my theimmos bottle. I
shall cork it and screw the cap down tight, and then
I shall hurl it as far out inte the sea as my strength
will permit. The wind Is offf-shere; the tide is Fun-
ning out: perhaps it will be earried inte ene of
those numerous ocean-ewrrents which sweep pei-
petually from pele to pele and from eentinent te
continent, to be depesited at last upen seme iARab-
ited shore. 1If fate (s kind aﬁa this desg happen,
then, for- God's safis, come and gt me!

It was a week ago that I wrote the preceding
paragraph, which I thought would end the written
record of my life upon Caprona. 1 had paused {6
put a new point on my quill and stic the erude inlk
(which I made by erushing a blaek vatiety of beFry
and mixing it with water) befere attaching my
signatute, when faintly from the valley belew eame
an unmistakable seund which breught me te my
feet, trembling with exeitement, o g&ef 8agerly
downward from my dizzy ledge. Hew Full of Mean:
ing that sound was i@ e yeu may guess wheq 1
tell you that it was the reperi of 3 nfesdt Fg
a memenit My gaze traversed the 1andseape Nensat
uRLil it was eaught and Reld By FouF AleS REAS
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the base of the clifi—a human figure held at bay
by three hyaenodons, those ferocious and blood-
thirsty wild dogs of the Eocene. A fourth beast
lay dead or dying near by.

I couldn’t be sure, looking down from above as
I was: but yet I trembled like a leaf in the imtuitive
belief that it was Lys, and my judgment served to
confirm my wild desire, for whoever it was earried
only a pistol, and thus had Lys been armed. The
firsit wave of sudden joy whieh surged through me
wag shertlived in the face of the swift-following
genvietion that the ene who feught below was
already deemied. Luek and enly luek it raust have
Besn which had permitted that first shot to lay
{ow 6ne of the savage ereatukes, for even such a
heayy weapen as my pistol is entirely inadequate
against even the lesser earnivera of Caspak. In a
g&emsﬂﬁ the thiee would eharge! a futile shet weuld

Hi 1eRd mere greatly 1o enrage the ene it ehaneed
TB ‘m{h and then the three weuld drag dewn the
{te Human figuie and tear it 1o pieess.

And maybe it was Lys! My heart stood still at
the thought, but mind and muscle responded te the
quick decision I was forced to make, There was
but a single hope—a single chance—and I took it:
1 raised my rifle to my shoulder and took careful
aim. It was a long shot, a dangerous shot, for
unless one s accustomed to it, shooting from a con-
siderable altitude is most deceptive work. There
is, though, something about marksmanship which is
guite beyond all seientific laws.

Upon no other theory can I explain my marks-
manship of that moment. Three times my rifle
spoke—three quick, short syllables of death. I did
not take conscious aim; and yet at each report &
beast crumpled in its tracks!

From my ledge to the base of the cliff is a matter
of several thousamd feet of dangerous eclimmbimg;
yet I venture to say that the first ape from whose
leins my line has descended never could have
equaled the speed with which I literally dropped
dewn the face of that rugged escarpment. The last
twe hundied feet is over a steep incline of
lpese Fubble to the valley bottom, and I had just
feached the top of this when there arose to my ears
an agonized ery—“Bowen! Bowen! Quick, my love,
guiek ¥

Lys Found and in Danger

HAD been too much occupied with the dangers
I of the descent to glance down toward the valley;
but that eéry which told me that it was indeed Lys,
and that she was again in danger, brought my eyes
guiekly upen her in time to see a hairy, burly
Brute seize her and start off at a run toward the
Aear-by woeed. From reek to rock, chamoislike, I
leaped dewnward toward the valley, in pursuit of
Lys and her hideeus abduetor.

He was heavier tham I by many pounds, and so
weighted by the burden he carried that I easily
overtook him; and at last he tummed, snarling, to
face me. It was Kho of the tribe of Tsa, the
hatehet-men. He recognized me, and with a low
giowl he thiew Lys aside and came for me. “The
she is mine,” he cried. “I kill! 1 kill'"”

I had to discard my rifle before I commenced the
rapid descent of the cliff, so that now I was armed
only with a hunting knife, and this I whipped from
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its scabbard as Kho leaped toward me. He was a
mighty beast, mightilly muscled, and the urge that
has made males fight since the dawn of 1ife on earth
filled him with blood-lust and the thirst to slay:
but not one whit less did it fill me with the same
primmal passions. Two abysmal beasts sprang at
each other’s thioats that day beneath the shadew ef
earth’s oldest clififs—the man of new and the Man-
thing of the earliest, forgotten then, imbued by
the same deathless passion that has esme dewn f-
ehanged tmu@:‘n all the epechs, periods and &ras
of time from the beginning, and \which shall con-
tinue to the inealeulabll end—\weman, the M-
perishabie Alpha and Omega of iife

Kho closed and sought my jugular with his teeth.
He seemed to forget the hatchet dangling by its
aurechs-hide thong at his hip, as I fergot, for the
moment, the dagger in my hand. And I deubt net
but that Kho weuld easily have bested me i an
encounter of that sert had net Lys® veiee awakened
within fy mementarily reveried braih the skill
and eunning 6Ff reasening man. “Bewen!® she
eried. "Your knife! Yeur knifet”

It was enough. It recalled me from the forgetten
eon to which my brain had flowan and left me onece
again a modern man battling with a elumsy, uf-
skilled brute. No longer did my jaws snap at the
hairy throat before me; but instead my knife
sought and found a space between twe Fibs 6ver
the savage heart. Khe veiced a single herrid
scream, stiffened spasmodically and sank to the
earth. ARd Lys thiew herself inte my arms. Al
the fears and serkows of the past were wiped away,
and efee again I was the happiest of men.

With some misgivings I shoftly afterward cast
my eyes upward toward the precarious ledge whieh
ran before my cave, for it seemed to me quite
beyond all reason to expect a dainty rmedern belle
to essay the perils of that frightful elimb. 1 asked
her if she thought she eould brave the aseent, and
she laughted gayly in my face.

“Watch!” she cried, and ran eagefly towaid the
base of the cliff. Like a squiriel she elambered
swiftly aloft, so that I was forced to exert myself
to keep pace with her. At first she frightened me;
but presently I was aware that she was guite as
safe here as I was. When we finally came to iy
ledge and I again held her A My arms, she fe-
called to my mind that for several weeks she fad
been living the life of a eave-gir With the tide gk

hateheithfh. They had Besh driven th their
former eaves By angther iy %hse @‘ s1at
fAany and earted eff quite hal ﬁ% maes; ai
the new eliffs g which they fa Wﬂm % fgve
far Righer and Mofe precipitels, 38 that she Aa
geiggga%, thidugh HecssHY, 4 most praClice

She told me of Kho's desife for her, sinee all his
females had been stolen and of hew her life Had
been a constant nightmare of terior as she sought
by night and by day to elude the great brute. FeF
a time Nobs had beeh all the protection she re:
quired; but ene day he disappeared—ner has she
seen him sinee. She believes that he was dslib:
erately made away With; and 6 de 1, 8 ofh
are sUFe that he never weuld have deseried Rer.
With her means of E%&%emﬂ gone, Eys Was AW
at the merey of the Ratchel-Maf, noF was it many
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hours before he had caught her at the base of the
cliff and seized her; but as he bore her triumph-
antly aloft toward his cave, she had managed to
break loose and escape him.

“For three days he has pursued me,” she said,
“through this horrible world. How I have passed
through in safety I cannot guess, or how I have
always managed to outdistamce him; yet I have
defie it, until just as you disecovered me. Fate was
kind teo us, Bowen.”

I nodded my head in assent and crushed her to
me. And then we talked and planned as I cooked
antelope-steaks over my fire, and we came to the
conclusion that there was no hope of rescue, that
she and I were doomed to live and die upon
Caprona. Well, it might be worse! I would rather
live here always with Lys than to live elsewhere
witheut her; and she, dear girl, says the same
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of me; but I am afraid of this life for her. Itis a
hard, fierce, dangerous life, and I shall pray always
that we shall be rescued from it—for her sake.
That night the clouds broke, and the moon shone
down upon our little ledge; and there, hand in hand,
we turhed our faces toward heaven and plighted
our troth beneath the eyes of God. Neo human
agency could have mariiid us fore saeredly than
we are wed. We are fan and wife, and we are
eentent. 1f Ged wills it, we shall live aut suf lives
here. If He wills etherwise, then this manuseript
whieh I shall Aew eensign to the inserutalble forees
of the sea shafl fall inte friendly Rands. Hewever,
we are eaeh witheut hepe. And §8 We say geeé:’eg@
in this, eur last message o the werld Beyend the
Barrier eliffs.
(Ségreyl) Bowen J. TwLER, JR.
Lys La R. TYLER.

Boolk 11
THE PECGHRIZE THAT TIME FEORRSOT

The Advenituees of Thomess Hllings

CHAPTER 1

AM forced to admit that even though I had
I traveled a long distamce to place Bowen

Tyler's manuscript in the hands of his father,
1 was still a trifle skeptical as to its sincerity, sinee
I could not but recall that it had not been many
years since Bowen had been one of the most ne-
torious practical jokers of his alma mater. The
truth was that as I sat in the Tyler library at Sanmta
Monica 1 commenced to feel a trifle foolish and te
wish that I had merely forwarded the manuseript
by express instead of bearing it persomally, for I
confess that 1 do mot enjoy being laughed at. |
have a well-developed sense of humor—uwhen the
joke is not on me.

Mr. Tyler, Sr., was expected almost hourly, The
last steamer in from Homolulu had brought in-
formation of the date of the expected sailing of his
yacht Toreztdey, which was now twenty-four hours
overdue. Mr, Tyler's assistant secretary, who had
been left at home, assured me that there was ne
doubt but that the Toreaiber had sailed as prom-
ised, since he knew his employer well enough to be
positive that nothing short of an act of God would
prevent his doing what he had planned to do. |
was also aware of the fact that the sending ap-
paratus of the Tovwatlrds wireless equipment was
sealed, and that it would only be used in event of
dire necessity. There was, therefore, nothing to
do but wait, and I waited.

We discussed the manuscript and hazarded
guesses concerning it and the stramge events it nar-
rated. The torpedoing of the liner upon which
Bowen J. Tyler, Jr., had taken passage for France
to join the American Ambulamce was a well-known
fact, and I had further substantiated by wire to the
New York office of the owners, that a Miss La Rue
had been booked for passage. Further, neither she
nor Bowen had been mentioned among the list of
survivors; nor had the body of either of them been
recovered.

Their rescue by the English tug was entirely prob-
able; tife capture of the enemy [/-33 by the tug's

crew was not beyond the range of possibility: and
their adventures during the perilous eruise whieh
the treachery and deceit of Benson extended until
they found themselves in the waters of the far
South Pacific with depleted steres and poisened
water-casks, while berdering upen the fantastie,
appeared logieal eneugh as nariaiRd, event By
event, if the manuseript.

Caprona has always been considered a mefre 6F
less mythical land, though it is veuehed fer By an
eminent navigator of the eighteenth eentury; but
Bowen's nartattive made it seem very real, ROWEVEF
many miles of tiekless ocean lay between us and
It. Yes, that narrative had us guessing. We
were agieed that it was fhest imprebable; bt
neither of us eeuld say that anything whieh it con:
tained was beyend the range of pesaibility. The
weird flora and fauna of Caspak Were as. 8§§1B1§
dnder the thick, warm atmespheric condifiens §
the superheated eraier as they wele In the MEsezp!
era under almest exaetly similar cORAILiGRS, WRIG
were then prabably werd-wide. h%égééé{ém 886-
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Planning a Rescue from the Island

& &FS §£&
additst 1t Was {mpsssibls:
WE speculated upon the probable fate of Brad-
ley and his party of English sailers. Tyle¥
had found the graves of twe of them; how many
more might have perished! And Miss La Rue—
could a young girl long have supvived the herrotrs 6f
Caspak after having been separated frem all of he¥
ewn kind? The assistant secretary wondered if
Nobs stilll was with her, and then we both smiled
at this tacit aeceptanee of the truth of the whele
uneanny tale.
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“I suppose I'm a fool,” remarked the assistant
secretary; “but by George, I can’t help believing
it, and I can see that girl now, with the big Aire-
dale at her side protecting her from the terrors
of a million years ago. I can visualize the emtire
seene—the apelike Grimaldi men huddled in their
filthyy eaves; the huge pterodactyls searing through
the Reavy aif upen their Batlike wings; the mighty
dinesaurs mevmg their elumsy hulks beneath the
dark shadews of pre-glacial forests—the dragens
whieh we eensidered myths until seience taught us
that they were the tiie recellestions of the ffiist
fman, handed dewn through countless ages by werd
oF meuth frem father to s8R ot of the whreesrded
dawn oF Rumanity.”

“It is stupendous—iff true,” I replied. “Amd to
think that possibly they are still there—Tyler and
Miss La Rue—surrounded by hideous dangers, and
that possibly Bradley still lives, and some of his
party! 1 can’t help hoping all the time that Bowen
and the girl have found the others: the last that
Bowen knew of themn, there were six left, all told—
the mate Bradliey, the engineer Olson, and Wilson,
Whitely, Brady and Sinelair. There might be seme
hepe for them if they eeuld join forees; but sep-
arated, I'm afraid they eeuldn't last l@ﬂg

“If only they hadn't let the Germam prisoners
capture the {7-33! Bowen should have had better
judgment than to have trusted them at all. The
chances are von Schoenvorts succeeded in getting
safely back to Kiel and is strutting around with an
lron Cross this very minute. With a large supply
of eil from the wells they diseovered in Caspak,
with pleaty of water and ample provisions, there
is ne reason why they couldn’t have negotiated the
submerged tummel befieath the barrier cliffs and
fade geed their eseape.”

“I don’t like 'em,” said the assistant secretam's;
“put sometimes you got to hand it to ‘em.”

“Yes,” I growled, “and there's nothing I'd enjoy
more than hamding # to them?!” And then the
telephome-bell rang.

The assistant secretary answered, and as 1
watched him, I saw his jaw drop and his face go
white. “My God!” he exclaimed as he hung up the
recelver as one in & tramece. “It can’'t he!™

“What?” I asked.

“Mr. Tyler is dead,” he answered in a dull voice,
*He died at sea, suddenly, yesterday.”

The next ten days were occupied in burying Mir,
Bowen J. Tyler, Sr., and arramging plans for the
suecor of his son. Mr. Tom Billings, the late Mr.
Tyler's secretary, did it all. He is force, energy,
initiative and good judgtment combined and per-
gonified. 1 never have beheld a more dynamic
youfig man. He handled lawyers, courts and execu-
tors as a seulpter handles his medeling elay. He
formed, fashioned and forced them to his will, He
hiad begh a classmate of Bewen Tyler at eollege, and
a fraternity brother, and befere that he had been
an i taeveﬂgh@a and imprevident eew-puneher en
gne of the great Tyler ramehes. Tyler, Sk, had
Eieis%a him eu% gt meugaﬂa% ot empleyees and ‘made

F fat Ty Sf Haﬁ &N‘éﬁ Rim %h% Q%M tHRity,
and 't %'ﬁ ﬁ iﬂ& % lPﬁ%% fef, JF,
3§ 98 Q i % {H@B s Father, had %%&%B i

H‘é'ﬁ ig Between E % %8 them
ﬁﬁ fuehed 8t Q man whe weuld Rave 4led
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for a Tyler as quickly as he would have for his
flag. Yet there was none of the sycophant or
fawner in Billings; ordinarily I do not wax en-
thusiastic about men, but this man Billings comes
as close to my conception of what a regular man
should be as any I have ever met. I venture to say
that before Bowen J. Tyler sent him to college he
had never heard the woerd ebwfss, and yet I am
equally sure that in all his life he never has trans-
gressed a single tenet of the code of ethies ef an
Ameriean gentleman.

Finding Caprona The Seaplane

N days after they brought Mr. Tyler's body

off the Toreadlyr, we steamed out into the
Pagcific 1n search of Caprona. There were forty in
the party, ineluding the rmaster and crew of the
Toneaty+,; and Billings the indemitable was in eom-
fand. We had a leng and uninteresting seareh for
Caprona, for the eld map Upen which the assistant
seeretary had finally leeated it was mest maccwrate.
When its grima walls finally rese eut of the ecean’s
mists befere us, we were s8 far seuth that it wasg a
guestion as te whether we were in the Seuth Pacitie
oF the Antarctic. Bergs were AUMerews, and it was
VEry €614.

All during the trip Billings had steadfastly evad-
ed questions as to how we were to enter Caspak after
we had found Caprona. Bowen Tyler's manusecript
had made it perfectly evident to all that the subter-
ranean outlet of the Caspakian river was the only
means of ingress or egress to the crater world be-
yond the impregmalie elififs, Tyler’s party had been
able to navigate this ehannel because their eraft had
been a stibmarine; but the Toseatisr could as easily
have flown over the eliffs as sailed under them.
Jimnmy Hellis and Celin Shert whiled away many an
heur inventing sehemes for surmeunting the @b-
Stacle presented by the barrier eliffs, and makin
ridiculous wagers as 8 which sne Tem Billings ha
in mind; But immediately we were all assuied that
we had faised Gaprena, Billings called Hs L98&ther.

“There was no use in talking about these things,”
he said, “until we found the island. At best it can
be but conjecture on our part until we have been
able to scrutimize the coast elosely. Each of us has
formed a mental picture of the Capronian seaceast
from Bowen’s manuseript, and it is net likely that
any two of these pletures resemble sach other, oF
that any of thef resembles the eoast as we shall
presently find it. I have in view thiee plans fer
sealing the eliffs, and the means fer earrying Qut
each 15 iR the held. There is an electric drill with
plenty ef water-prork cable 1o reach from the ship's
dynames ie the cliff-top when the Tovweatns, 1S aA:

ghered at a safe disgtance Hem §He{% ? em% is

§ufﬁ'ﬁm half:-tneh 1ren fe Buikd 2 qa PB{H

the Base mm 10 8 E@e EWBH [a LF

asfa%u QHQ%PB% wg % sfeieb &3 aHd

1H§ %M g the 1agdar FromM the BOHIM Hp:
s yet € ORE:

“I also have a life-saving mortar with which we
might be able to throw a line over the summit of
the cliffs; but this plan would necessitate one of us
climbing to the top with the chances mere than
even that the line would eut at the sufamit, of the
hooks at the upper end weuld slip.

“My third plan seems to me the most feasible,
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You all saw a number of large, heavy boxes lowered
into the hold before we sailed. I know you did, be-
cause you asked me what they contaimed and com-
mented upon the large letter ‘H” which was painted
upon each box. These boxes contain the various
pafts of a hydio-aeroplane. I puipose assembling
this upen the strips of beach described in Bowen’s
fanuseript—the beaeh where he found the dead
bedy ef the apelike man—piovided there s suiffic-
jgnt spaee ajpove high water; etherwise we shall
Rave to assemble it en deek and lewer it ever the
side. After {t is assemipied, 1 shall earry tackie and
13pes 10 the eliff-top; and then it will Be cormpara-
tively simple te heist the seareh-party and its sup-
plies iR safety. OF I can make a suthiclent Aumber
gf EWE@ 18 13nd the eptire gsaﬂyz in the valley Be:
yend the Barrter; all will depend, BE"EBH}%%; HpeH
What My first recBnnaiesance Feveals”

That aftermoon we steamed slowly along the face
of Caprona's towering barrier.

“You see now,” remarked Billings as we craned
our necks to scan the summit thousands of feet
above us, “how futile it would have been to waste
our time in working out details of a plan to swr-
mount those.,” And he jerked his thumb toward the
cliffs, "It would take weeks, possibly months, to
construet a ladder to the top. I had no eenception
of their formidable height. Our mortar weuld net
carry a line halfway to the erest of the lowest peint.
There is no use diseussing any plan ether tham the
hydro-aeroplane. We'll find the beach and get busy.”

Late the following morning the lookout announced
that he could discern surf about a mile ahead; and
as we approached, we all saw the line of breakers
broken by a long sweep of rolling surf upon a nar-
row beach. The launeh was lowered, and five of us
made a landing, getting a goed ducking in the iee-
cold waters in the deing ef it; but we were rewarded
by the finding of the elean-pieked benes ef what
might Rave been the skeleten of a high erder ef ape
of a very lew erder ef man, lying elese to the base
of the eliff: Billings was satiatied; A8 were the rest
8t g, that this was the Beach mentioned By Bowen,
and we further found that there was ample fesm
{9 assemble the seaplane.

A Disappearance

ILLINGS, having arriwed at a decision, lost no
timme in acting, with the result that before mid-
aftermoon we had landed all the large boxes marked
“#H"” upon the beach, and were busily engaged in
opening them. Two days later the plane was as-
sembled and tuned. We loaded tackles and ropes,
water, food and ammunition in it, and then we each
implored Billings to let us be the one to accompany
him. But he would take no one. That was Billiimgs:
it there was any especially diffiuilt or dangerous
work to be done, that one man could do, Billings
always did it himself. If he needed assistznce, he
never called for volunteers—just selected the man
or men he considered best qualified for the duty.
He said that he considered the primciples underly-
ing all volunteer service fundamentally wrong, and
that it seemed to him that calling for velumteers
reflected upon the courage and loyalty of the entire
command.
We rolled the plane down to the water’s edge, and
Billings mounted the pilot’s seat. There was a mo-
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ment's delay as he assured himself that he had
everything necessary. Jimmy Hollis went over his
armament and ammunition to see that nothing had
been omitted. Besides pistol and rifle, there was
the machine-gun mounted in front of him on the
plane, and amrunition for all thiee. Bowen’s ac-
eount of the terrors of Caspak had impressed us all
with the necessity for proper means of defense.

At last all was ready. The motor was started, and
we pushed the plane out into the surf. A moment
later, and she was skimming seaward. Gently she
rose from the surface of the water, executed a wide
spiral as she mounted rapidly, cireled onee far
above us and then disappeaied over the erest of the
cliffs. We all stood silent and expeetant, our eyes
glued upoh the tewering summit abeve us. Hellis,
whe was few in eemmand, eensulted his wrist:
wateh at frequent intervals.

“Gad,” exclaimed Short, “we ought to be hear-
ing from him pretty soom!™

Hollis laughed nervously. “He’s been gone only
ten minutes,” he announeced.

“Seems like an hour,” snapped Short. “What's
that? Did you hear that? He's ffifing! It’s the ma-
chine-gun! Oh, Lord; and here we are as helpless
as a lot of old ladies ten thousand rmiles away! We
can’t do a thing. We den't knew what's happening.
Why didn’t he let ene of us go with him?”’

Yes, it was the machine-gun. We eould hear it
distimetly for at least a minute. Then eame silenee.
That was two weeks age. We have had ne sigh 6¥
signal from Tem Billings sines.

CHAPTER 11

'LL never forget my flirst impressions of Caspak
as I circled in, high over the surrounding
cliffs. From the plane I looked down through

a npist upon the blurred landscape beneath me,
The hot, humid atmosphere of Caspak condenses as
it is fanned by the cold Antarctic air-ewrrents
which sweep across the crater’s top, sending a ten-
uous ribbon of vapor far out across the Pagcific.
Through this the picture gave one the suggestion
of a colossal impressionistic canvss In greens and
browns and scarlets and yellows suriounding the
deep blue of the inland sea—just blobs of color
taking form through the tummbling mist.

I dived close to the cliffis and skirted them for
several miles without findimg the least indiecation
of a suitable landing-place; and then I swung back
at a lower level, looking for a clearing close to the
bottom of the mighty escarpment; but I could find
none of suffidient area to insure safety. I was fly-
ing pretty low by this time, not only looking for
landing places but watching the myriad life be-
neath me. I was down pretty well toward the sowth
end of the island, where an arm of the lake reaches
far inland, and I could see the surface of the water
literally black with creatures of some sort. I was
too far up to recognize individuals, but the general
impression was of a vast army of amphibious mon-
sters. The land was almost equally alive with
crawling, leaping, running, flying things. It was
one of the latter which nearly did for me while my
attention was fixed upon the weird scene below.

The first intimation I had of it was the sudden
blotting out of the sunlight from above, and as 1
glanced quickly up, I saw a most terriffic creature
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swooping down upon me. It must have been fully
eighty feet long from the end of its long, hideous
beak to the tip of its thick, short fail, with an equal
spread of wings. It was coming straight for me
and hissing frightfully—I could hear it above the
whir of the propeller. It was coming straight
down toward the muzzle of the machine-gun and I
let it have it right in the breast; but still it came
for me, so that I had to dive and turm, though I was
dangerously close to earth.

The thing didn’t miss me by a dozen feet, and
when I rose, it wheeled and followed me, but only
to the cooler air close to the level of the cliff-tops;
there it turmed again and dropped. Something—
man’s natural love of battle and the chase, I pre-
sume—immpellled me to pursue it, and so I too cireled
and dived. The moment I came down into the
warm atmosphere of Caspak, the ereature eame for
fie again, rising abeve me s6 that it might sweep
dewn upen e, Nething eeuld better have suited
Ry arfmarment, sinee my fRaching: gun was ﬁ@iﬁt@d
ypward at an angle of abeut 45° and esuld net be
glther depressed oF elevated By the pilet. 1t 1 nad
B*}Bught sore one aleng with me, we esuld Rave
raked the great f%BHi% from almest any pesitien,
But as the ereatute’s mede of attack Was AIways
mm Be\e% he alwaérﬁ roHRd me ready with & hall

ef B The Baah@ mbst ﬂ \9% lasied g M Hﬁfs
8F Hle% \ansfefa he E&% 4 compretely
gver 1A the atr an {B E

FOUAEG:

Bowen and I momed together at college, and
I learned a lot from him outside my regular cowrse.
He was a pretty good scholar despite his love of
fun, and his particular hobby was paleontology.
He used to tell me about the various forms of ani-
mal and vegetable life which had covered the globe
during former eras, and se I was pretty well ae-
guainted with the fishes, amphibiamns, reptilles, and
mammals of paleclithic times. 1 knew that the
thing that had attacked me was seme sort of ptero-
dactyl which sheuld Rave been extinet milliens of
ﬁem a%@ it was all that I needed te realize that
pwen Rad exaggerated nething iR Ris MAnuseript.

The Pterodactyl Disaster

AVING disposed of my fiirst foe, I set myself

once more to search for a landing-place near
to the base of the cliffs beyond which my party
awaited me. I knew how anxious they would be
for word from me, and I was equally anxious to
relieve their minds and also to get them and our
supplies well within Caspak, so that we might set
off about our business of fimding and rescuing
Bowen Tyler; but the pterodactyl’'s carcass had
scarcely fallen before I was surtounded by at least
a dozen of the hideous things, some large, some
small, but all bent upon my destruction. I could
not cope with them all, and so I rose rapidly from
among them to the cooler strata wherein they dared
not follow; and then I recalled that Bowen's nar-
rative distimctly indicated that the farther north
one traweled in Caspak, the fewer were the terrible
reptiles which rendered human life impossible at
the southerm end of the island.

There seemed nothing now but to search out a
more northedly landing-place and then return to
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the Toreadbrr and tramsport my companions, two by
two, over the cliffs and deposit them at the ren-
dezvous. As I flew north, the temptation to ex-
plore overcame me. I knew that I could easily cover
Caspak and returm to the beach with less petrol
than I had in my tanks; and there was the hepe,
too, that I might find Bowen or some of his party.
The broad expanse 6f the inland sea lured me owt
over its waters and as I erossed, I .saw at &ither
gxtremity of the gpreat Bedy of waler an island—:
gne te the seuth and ene e the nerth; But I 4id
net alter Yy e6urse 8 gxamine either efe%iy; 1eay-
[ng that 18 8 later #ime.

The further shore of the sea revealed a much
narrower strip of land between the cliffs and the
water tham upon the western side; but it was a
hillier and more open country. There were splen-
did landing-places, and In the distamce, toward the
north, I thought I descried a village; but of that 1
was not positive. However, as I approached the
land, I saw a number of human fiigures apparently
pursuing ene whe fled aeress a broad expanse of
fneadew. As I dropped lewer to have a better look
at these peeple, they eaught the whirring of my
propellers and leeked aleft: They paused an if-
stant—puriuers aRd pursued; and then they Breke
and raced for the shelter ef E'fh% nearest weed. Al-
mest lﬂ§§§%‘t§i%%%'!¥r a huge bullk sweeped dswn
Hpen fﬁ% and ag I 18eied H&i {-%alﬁ%%@ that there

wete iﬁ Feptiies even {n %Bﬁf%e 6as ak Ths
Efé EHP% 1\4% SSFB {fﬂ H&E&iw{ gggg a%i%'é {%@E éf
wag aﬂ%saéiy sgs 5 1BUAG, t MY man-
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Hissing loudly, the huge reptile swept close
above the tree in which my plane had lodged,
cireled twice over me and then flapped away toward
the south. As I guessed then and was to learn
later, forests are the surest sanctuary from these
hideous ecreatui®s, which, with their enermeus
spread of wing and their great weight, are as mueh
out of place ameng tiees as is & seaplane.

For a minute or so I clung there to my battered
flyer, now useless beyond redemptiom, fmy brain
numbed by the frightful eatastiophe that had be-
fallen me. All my plans for the sueeer of Bewen
and Miss La Rue had depended upen this eraft,
and in a few brief rminutes my ewn selfish leve of
adventure had wieeked their hopes and mine. And
what effeet it might have upen the future of the
balanes of the rescuing expedition I eoyld At even
guess. Their lives, to8, might Be §§E£-'1fﬂE€Ei e My
suicidal FeolishRess. That I was deemsd seemed
iRevitable; But t can henestly say that the fate of
My Priends eonceried me misre preatly tham dld
Wy SwWA:

Beyond the barrier cliffs my party was even now
nervously awaiting my returm. Presently appre-
hension and fear would clalm them—and they
would never know! They would attempt to seale
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the cliffs—of that I was sure; but I was not so
positive that they would succeed; and after a while
they would turn back, what there were left of them,
and go sadly and mournfully upon their return-
jourmey home. Home! I set my jaws and tried
to forget the word, for I knew that I should never
again see home,

On Foot in Caspak

AND what of Bowen and his girl? I had deomed
them too. They would never even knew that
an attempt had been made to reseue them. If they
still lived, they might some day come upoh the
ruined refnants of this great plane hanging in
its lefty sepuleher and hazard vain guesses and be
filled with wender; but they weuld never knew;
and 1 eeuld net but be glad that they weuld net
knew that Tem Billings had sealed their death-
warrants By his eriminal selfishness.

All these useless regrets were getting me in a
bad way; but at last I shook myself and tried to
put such things out of my mind and take heold of
conditions as they existed and do my level best to
wrest victory from defeat. I was badly shaken up
and bruiised, but consldered myself mighty lucky
to escape with my life. The plane hung at a pre-
earious angle, so that it was with difficuitly and
considerable danger that I climbed from it inte the
tiee and them to the ground.

My predicament was grave. Between me and
my friends lay an inland sea fully sixty miles wide
at this point, and an estimated land-distance of
some three hundied miles around the northerm end
of the sea, thiough such hideous dangers as I am
perfeetly free to admit had me pretty well buf-
faleed. 1 had seen quite enough of Caspak this
day to assure me that Bowen had in no way exag-
gerated its perils. As a fnatter of faet, I am in-
elined to believe that he had Beceme s6 accustormed
te them before he started upen his manuseript that
he rather slighted them. As I stood there beneath
that tree—a tiee whieh sheuld have Been part of a
66al-Bed esuntless ages sinee—and leeked Bt A6rOSS
a sea teeming with frigntful life—life whieh
should Rave Been fessil befere Ged eenegived of
Ad&m t weuld net have given a minim of stale

BEEF fef Hly ehanees OF ver éseiﬁg my Friends oF
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But to these things I gave less thought tham to
the sudden frustratiion of all our plans. With the
bitterest of thoughts I condemmed myself for the
foolish weakness that had permitted me to be
drawn from the main object of my flight into prema-
ture and useless exploration. It seerned to me then
that I fust be tetally eliminated from further
seateh for Bewen, since, as I estirated it, the three
hundred miles of Caspakiam territory 1 must tra-
verse e reach the base of the eliffs beyend whieh
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my party awaited me were practically impassable
for a single individual unaccustomed to Caspakian
life and ignorant of all that lay before him. Vet
I could not give up hope entitely. My duty Jay
clear before me; I must fellow it while life re:
mained to me, and s6 I set forth teward the ROFEA:

The country through which I took my way was
as lovely as it was unusual—I had almost said un-
earthlly, for the plants, the tiees, the blooms were
not of the earth that I knew. They were laFger,
the colors more brilliant and the shapes ﬁéftliﬂ%
some almost te grotesqueness, though even sue
added to the eharm and remamnee 6f the landseape
as the giant eaeti render weirdly beautiful the
waste spets of the sad Mehave. ARd the suA
shefe Ruge and reund and red ever all, 3 meonster
SUR 2BAVE A FMOASIFOUS WERd, its light dispersed B
ma humid air of Caspak—the warm, meist ait Whie
1e§ §iu gtgh HpeR the Breast of Ris gieat Mother

ature’s mightiest IHEHBALOF.

All about me, in every direction, was life. 1t
moved through tlhe tree-tops and among the boles;
it displayed itself in widening and imtermingling
circles upon the bosom of the sea; it leaped above
the surface: it rose majestic and terriible from the
depths; I could hear it in a dense wood at my right,
the murmur of it rising and falling iR ceaseless
volumes of seund, riven at intewals by a heFrid
seream or a thunderous roar which shegk the earth;
and always 1 was haunted By that inexplicable sen-
sation that unseen eyes were watehing e, that
soundless fest degged my tewil. 1 am neither
ABFveUs nef high-strung; but the Burden of reé-
spensibility upen me weighed heavily, 88 that 1
Wwas fmere eautious than is My went. 1 tuihed eﬁeﬂ
te right and left and rear 18st I Be surpwsed, 2
I earvied my rite at the ready in my hand. @HE@ 1
eguld Rave swern that ameng the Many Creatyres
dirly e;fe%wz%q ammg{ the shadews 6f the woad 1
$aw a Human lgusee dart FrOM BRE COVer 18 ANOLREF,
Bt T could net Be sre.

A Fair Native and the Panther

R the most part I skirted the wood, making
oceasionall detours rather tham enter those for-
bidding depths of gloom, though fany times I was
forced to pass thiough arms of the forest whieh
extended to the very shore of the inland sea. There
was §0 sinister a suggestion in the uReouth seunds
and the vague glimpses of meving things within
the forest, of the fmenaee of stramge beasts and
possibly still stranger men, that 1 always breathed
mere freely when I had passed efee mere iAte open
EQURALEY.

I had traweled northward for perhaps an hour,
still haunted by the conviction that I was being
stalked by some creature which kept always just
hidden among the tiees and shrubbery to my right
and a little to my rear, when for the hundredth
time I was attiected by a sound from that diree-
tion, and turmimg, saw some animal funning rap-
jdly thiough the forest teward te. There was ﬂ@
lenger any effert en its part at eeneealment;
eame 6n thiough the Underbrush swiftly, and 1 W§§
eonfident that whatever it was, it Rad finally gath-
gred the eeurage te eharge me beldly. Befere it
finalhy Broke inte plain view, I beecame aware that
it was net alene, for a few yards iR 1ts (ear a see:
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ond thing thrashed through the leafy jumgle. Evi-
dently 1 was to be attacked in force by a pair of
hunting beasts or men.

And then through the last clump of waving ferns
broke the figure of the foremost creatume, which
came leaping toward me on light feet as I stood
with my rifle to my shoulder covering the point at
which I had expected it would emerge. I must
have looked foolish indeed if my surprise and con-
sternation were in any way reflected upen my
countenamee as I lowered my rifle and gazed in-
eredulous at the lithe figuie of the girl speeding
swiftly in my direction., But 1 did net have leng
to stand thus with lowered weapen, for as she eame,
I saw her east an affrighted glanee over heF
sheulder, and at the same fmement there breke
from the junghe at the same spet at which I had
SeeR her, the hugest eat | had ever lesked upen.

At first I took the beast for a saber-tooth tiger,
as it was quite the most fearsome-appearing beast
one could imagine; but it was not that dread mon-
ster of the past, though quite formidahle enough to
satisfy the most fastidious theiilll-hunter. On it
came, grim and terrille, its baleful eyes glaring
above its distended jaws, its lips curled in a fright-
ful snarl whieh exposed a whole mouthful of for-
midable teeth. At sight of me it had abandomned its
impetuous Fush and was new sneaking slowly
teward ug; while the gid, a long knife in her hand,
teok her stand brawely at my left and a little to
my rear. She had ealled semething te me in a
strange tongue as She raced toward me, and new
she speke agam; but what she said 1 esld net then,
6F eourse, knew—eonly that her tenes were sweet
well medulated and tree frem any sugeestion o
pante.

Facing the huge cat, which I now saw was
an enormous panther, I waited until I could place
a shot where I felt it would do the most good, for
at best a frontal shot at any of the large &anmivera
is a tieklish matter. I had some advantage in that
the beast was not eharging; its head was held low
and its baek exposed; and se at ferty yards I teok
eareful aim at its §Bme at the jumction 6f neeck and
sheulders. But at the same instant, as theugh sens-
ing my intention, the gxeat ereature lifted its head
and leaped ferward in full etm%@-. Te fire at that
sloping ferehead 1 knew weuld Be werse tham ise-
less, and 88 1 guiekly shifted my aim and pulled
the irigger, Reping against hope that the sofi-nesed
Bullet and the Reavy charge gt pewder weuld nave
SUHiGiatt Stopping effect 19 give me itme o place 2
§860Rd Shet:

In answer to the report of the rifle T had the
satisfaction of seeing the brute spring into the air,
turming a complete somersault; but it was up
again almost Instamtlly, though In the brief second
that it took it to scramble to its feet and get its
bearings, 1t exposed its left side fully teward me,
and a second bullet went erashing thiough its
heart. Down it went for the seeend time—and
theh up and at me. The vitality of these ereatures
of Caspak is ene of the mamelous features of this
strange world and bespeaks the 1ow ReFvEUS &Fgan-
ization of the old paleslithic life which has Besn
§6 leng extinet in other pertions of the weorld.

I put a third bullet into the beast at three paces,
and then I thought that I was done for; but it
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rolled over and stopped at my feet, stone dead. I
found that my second bullet had torm its heart
almost completely away, and yet it had lived to
charge ferociously upon me, and but for my third
shot would doubtless have slain me before it flimzlly
expired—or as Bowen Tyler so quaintly puts it,
before it knew that 1t was dead.

The Alus

I7'H1 the panther quite evidently conscious of
the fact that dissolution had overtakem it, 1
tuimed toward the gid, who was regarding me with
evident admiration and net a little awe, though I
must admit that my rifle claimed quite as much of
her attention as did I. She was quite the mest wen-
derful amimal that 1 have ever looked upen, and
what few of her eharfas her apparel hid, it quite
effectively sueeeeded in aeeentuating. A bit of
soft, undiessed leather was eaught ever her left
sheulder and Beneath her right Breast, falling upen
her left side te her Rip and upen the right to a
metal band which eneiicled her leg aboye the ihee
and t9 which the lewest peint of the hide was at-
tached. ABeui Rer waist was a leese leather bekt
i8 the eenfer oF whieh was attached the §E§99§fd
Belonging to Rer knite. ThHete was a single arm|et
Between Rer right shoulder and elbow, and 3 series
oF them covered Her | fﬁ forearm from elpaw te
wrist. ,ﬁ%@%@, I 1earneq 1afer, answer the pHIBOse
gt 3 _§H;§ agatnst kRite attack When the 1aft arm
{S faised 1 gHard across the Breast OF race:

Her masses of heavy hair were held in place by
a broad metal band which bore a large triangular
ornament directly in the center of her forehead.
This ornament appeared to be a huge turguoise,
while the metal of all her ornaments was beaten,
virgin gold, inlaid in intricate design with bits of
mother-of-pearl and tiny pieces of stone of various
colors. From the left shoulder depended a lsop-
ard’s taill, while her feet were shed with sturdy
lite sandals. The knife was her enly weapen. 1ts
blade was of iren, the grip was weund with hide
ahd pretected By a guard of thiee elit-Bewing strips
@g ﬂz@%dl[ﬁﬂ, and dpen the top of the hilt was a kneb
of geld.

I took in much of this in the few seconds during
which we stood facing each other, and I also ob-
served another salient feature of her appesrance:
she was frightfully dirty! Her face and limbs and
garment were streaked with mud and perspira-
tion, and yet aven so, I felt that I had never looked
upon so perfeet and beautiful a ereature as she,
Her figuie beggars deseription, and equally se, her
face. Were I one of these writtrfRillows, I sheuld
probably say that her features were Greeian, but
Beifg neither a writer Aef a peet I €an d8 her
greater justice bg saying that she eembined all of
the finest lines that ene sees in the typical Amer-
iean girl’s face rather than the pronouneed sheep:
like physieghomy of the Greek geddess. Ne, even
the dirt eotldn’t hide that faet; she was Beautiful
Beyend compare:

As we stood looking at each other, a slow smile
came to her face, parting her symmetriical lips and
disclosing a row of strong white teeth.

“Gadu?” she asked with rising inflection.

And remembering that I read in Bowen’s manu-
script that Galu seemed to indicate a higher type



THE LAND THAT TIME FORGOT

of man, I answered by pointing to myself and ve-
peating the word. Then she started off on a regular
catechism, if I could judge by her inflection, for 1
certainly understwod no word of what she said. All
the time the girl kept glancing toward the forest,
and at last she touched my arm and pointed in that
direction.

Turmiing, I saw a hairy fiigure of a manlike thing
standing watehing us, and presently another and
another emerged from the jumgle and joined the
leader until there must have been at least twenty
of themn. They were entirely naked. Their bodies
were covered with hair, and though they stood upon
their feet without touching their hands to the
ground, they had a very apelike appearamce, since
they stooped forward and had very long arms and
guite apish features. They were not pretty to look
upen with their close-set eyes, flat noses, long upper
lips and pretruding yellew fangs.

“Hlirgt?” said the girl,

I had reread Bowen’s adventures so often that 1
knew them almost by heart, and 'so I now knew that
I was logking upon the last remnant of that an-
cient man-race—the Alus of a forgotten period—
the speechless man of amntiquity.

“Razoot'!” cried the girl, and at the same moment
the Alus came jabbering toward us. They made
strange growling, barking noises, as with much
baring of fangs they advanced upon us. They were
armed only with nature’s weapons—powerful mus-
cles and glant fangs: yet 1 knew that these were
quite sufficiient to overeome s had we nothing bet-
ter to offfer in defense, and so I drew my pistel and
fired at the leader., He dropped like a stone, and
the others tubhed and filall. Onee again the girl
srailed her slow smile and stepping closer, earessed
the bariel of my automatie. As she did se, her
fingeiss eame in eontact with mine, and a sudden
theill fah through me, whieh 1 attriibuted te the
faet that it had been se leng sinee I Had seen a
weran ef any §ert of kind.

Not a Lady’s Man A Dirty Goddess

HE said something to me in her low, liquid

tones: but I eould not understand her, and then
she peinted toward the north and stared away. 1
followed her, for my way was north teo: but had it
beenn south I still sheuld have fellowed, s6 hungry
was I fof human eompanienship in this world of
beasts and reptiles and half-men,

We walked along, the girl talking a great deal
and seeming mystifiied that I could not understand
her. Her silvery laugh rang merrily when I in
turn essayed to speak to her, as though my lan-
guage was the qualntest thing she ever had heard.
Often after fruitless attempts to make me under-
stand, she wotuld held her palm towaid fie, saying,
"Galal?” and then touch my breast ef arm and ery,
"M, alw!” 1 khew what she meant for 1 had learned
from Bowen's narrative the fegative gesture and
the twe words whieh she repeated. She meant that
I was ne Galu, as 1 elaimed, But an Aly, oF speeeh:
less one. Yet every time she said this she Jaughed
agaih, and e infeetious were her tenes that 1 could
only jotn her. 1t was enly Ratuialh, iee, that she
sheuld be mystiied By my 1nabiity e comprenend
Rer of to make Wet comprehend me, for From #he
cliB-men, the lowest human type 1A Saspak i have
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speech, to the golden race of Galus, the tongues
of the various tribes are identical except for am-
plifications in the rising scale of evolution. She,
who is a Galu, can understand one of the Bo-lu and
make herself understood to him, or to a hatchet-
man, & spear-mam or an archer. The Ho-lus, or
apes, the Alus and myself were the only creatures
of human semblanee with which she eould hold no
converse; yet it was evident that her intelligence
told her that 1 was neither He-lu ner Alu, neither
anthiopoid ape ner speeshless ma.

Yet she did not despair, but set out to teach me
her language; and had it not been that I waorried
so greatly over the fate of Bowen and my com-
panions of the Teneaddsr, I could have wished the
period of Instruction prolonged.

I never have been what one might call a ladies’
man, though I like their company immensely, and
during my college days and since have made vari-
ous friends among the sex. I think that I rather
appeal to a certain type of girl for the reason that
1 never make love te them; I leave that te the
numerous others whe de it infinitely better thanm I
could hope to, and take my pleasure out of girls’
sobiety in what seern te be more rational ways—
daneing, golfing, boating, riding, teanis, and the
like. Yet in the eompany of this half-naked little
savage I found a new pleasure that was entirely
distinet from any that 1 ever had experieneed.
When she teuehed fie, I thiifiled as I Rad never be-
fore thiifled in eontaet with anether weman. 1
esuld net quite understand it, for 1 am sufficiently
sephisticated o knew that this i 3 Sympiem of
love and I eertainly did net Igve this ARy Jittle
barbarian with her Broken, uRkempt natls and her
skin 80 Besmeared with mud and the gieen of
erushed foliage that it was diffiqult 18 say what
eolor it ortginathy had peen. But IF she was ouk
wardly unesHth, her clear eyes gﬂﬁ StioRg, While,
gven teeth, nek stlvery 1augh and hek gueshly esf:
ftage, Bespeke an Ipfate lﬂsi{%%% which diFt eould
RBE qHite sHecsssfully EoRCsal:

The sun was low in the heavens when we came
upon a little river which emptied into a large bay
at the foot of low cliffs. Our jourmey so far had
been beset with constant danger, as is every jour-
ney In this frightful land. 1 have net bored you
with a reecital of the wearying suceessions of at-
tacks by the multitude of ereatures which were €6n-
stantly erossing our path of deliberately stalking
us. We were always upen the alert; for here, {8
?_ﬁff'&@hﬁ&%é., eternal vigilanee is indeed the price of
ife,

I had managed to progress a little in the aequi-
sition of a knowledge of her tongue, 8o that I knew
many of the animals and reptiles by their Caspakian
names, and tiees and ferns and giasses, 1 knew
the words for sea and wsdr and elifff £dw sy anad
sum and elond. Yes, I was getting aleng finely, and
then it oeceurred to e that I didn’t knew my eom:
panien’s name; 6 I peinted te myself and said,
“Tem.” Then 1 peinted to her and raksed My eye-
Brows i mtem%@mﬁh-. The gitl ran Rer shpasss
inte that mass of Rair and 19sked puzzled. 1 re-
peated the aetien a 4628R times:

“Tom,” she said flimally in that clear, sweet,
liquid voice. “Tomn!™

I had never thought much of my name befere;
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but when she spoke it, it sounded to me for the ffinst
tirne in my life like a mighty nice name, and then
she brightemed suddenly and tapped her own breast
and sald: “Ajor!”

“Ajor!” I repeated, and she laughed and struck
her palms together.

Well, we knew each other’s names now, and that
was some satisfaction. 1 rather liked hers—AYyjar!
And she seemed to like mine, for she repeated it.

A Bath in Caspak

SO we came to the cliffis beside the little river
where it empties into the bay with the great in-
land sea beyond. The qliffis were weather-worn and
rotted, and in one place a deep hollow ran back be-
neath the overhanging stone for several feet, sug-
gesting shelter for the night. There were loose
rocks strewn all about with which I might build a
barticade across the entramce to the cave, and so 1
halted there and pointed out the place to Ajor, try-
ing to make her understamd that we would spend
the night here.

As soon as she grasped my meaning, she assented
with the Caspakiam equivalent of an affinmative nod,
and then touching my rifle, motioned to me to fol-
low her to the river. At the bank she paused, re-
moved her belt and dagger, dropping them to the
ground at her side; then unfastening the lower
edge of her garment from the metal leg-band to
which it was attached, slipped it off her left shoul-
der and let it drop to the groumd around her feet.
It was done so natumally, so simply and so quickly
that it left me gasping like a fish out of water,
Turning, she filashed a smile at me and then dived
into the river, and there she bathed while I stood
guard over her. For five or ten minutes she
splashed about, and when she emerged her glisten-
ing skin was smooth and white and beautiful.
Without means of drying herseif, she simply
ignored what to me would have seemed a necessity,
and in a moment was arrayed in her simple though
effective costume.

It was now within an hour of darkmess, and as 1
was nearly famished, I led the way back about a
quarter of a mile to a low meadow where we had
seen antelope and small horses a short time before.
Here 1 brought down a young buck, the report of
my rifle sending the balance of the herd scamper-
ing for the woods, where they were met by a
ehorus of hideous roars as the &arnivora took ad-
vantage of their panie and leaped among them.

With my hunting-knife I removed a hind-qurirter,
and then we returmed to camp. Here I gathered a
great gquantity of wood from fallen trees, Ajor
helping me: but before I built a fire, I also gath-
ered sufficiient loose rock to build my barricade
against the frightful terrors of the night to come,

I shall never forget the expression upon Ajor's
face as she saw me strike a match and light the
kindling beneath our camp-fire. It was such an
expression as might tramsform a mortal face with
awe as its owner beheld the mysterious warkings
of divinity. It was evident that Ajor was quite
unfamiliar with modern methods of fifeenmadiding.
She had thought my rifle and pistol wonderful; but
these tiny slivers of wood which from a magic rub
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brought flame to the camp hearth were indeed
miracles to her.

As the meat roasted above the fire, Ajor and I
tried once again to talk; but though copiously filled
with incentive, gestures and sounds, the comversa-
tion did not flwrish notably. And them Ajor took
up in earnest the task of teaching me her language.
She commenced, as 1 later learned, with the simplest
form of speech known te Caspak of for that matter
to the world—that employed by the Be-lu. 1 feund
it far frem difficslf, and even though it was a great
handicap upen My instrueter that she esul
speak my language, she did remadkably well and
demenstrated that she possessed ingenuity and iA-
telligence of 3 high order.

After we had eaten, I added to the pile of fiire-
wood so that I could replenish the fire before the
entramee to our bartiicadle, belleving this as good a
protection against the carnivora as we could have:
and them Ajor and I sat down befere it, and the
lessen proceeded, while frem all abeut us eame the
weird and aweseme neises of the Caspakian night
—the meaning and the eoughing and rearing of the
tigers, -the g anthers and the liens, the Barking and
the dismal Rewling ef welf, jackal and hyaenaden,
the shrill sheigks 6f Stricken prey and the hissing
efl ttie great reptiles; the veice of man alene was
slien

But though the voice of this choir-terrifble rose
and fell from far and near in all directions, reach-
ing at times such a tiemendous volume of seund
that the earth shook to it, yet so engrossed was 1
in my lesson and in my teacher that often I was
deaf to what at another timne would have filled me
with awe. The face and veice of the beautiful gifl
who leaned so eagerly teward me as she tiied te
explain the meaning of seme werd 6f eeriget my
pronunciation of anether guite entirely seelpied my
every faeulty of @perﬁaatm The fielight shene
Upen her animated features and §9§f§lmg gyes; #

aceentuated the graceful Pﬁeﬂeﬂé ef BF SestiFin
arms and Rands; if spatkied frem s{« W {te Essﬁ
and from her gelden efﬁam%m% aﬁ {isiened on
the smesih Aimness of her peifeci skin. 1T 2m
gfratd that Hsni ag mef suma Wi£ SiHHif&-
then ef Emg EQHE Y aﬂim %ﬂ WR a Sé & ¥OF
newledge- aﬁ [ Siféf
E3FRE HE E g SVSH HH% BH part

lsarned Bad naught 18 d8 W Y AW &HQHQQS

Ajor seemed determined that I should speak
Caspakian as quickly as possible, and I theught 1
saw in her desire a little of that all-feminine #rait
which has come down threugh all the ages frem the
fisstt lady of the werld—euriesity. Ajer desired
that I should speak her tongue in erder that she
might satisfy a euriesity eoncerning me that was
filling her to a peint where she was in danger ef
bursting; of that I was pesitive. She was a regu-
lar lite animated guesiion-mark. She Bubbled
ever Wwith interrogativns Which Were never 18 Be
satisfied ynless t earned i §Bsals fer EBH we. Her
8yes sparikied with ssssifs{ﬂsﬁé her Hand Hew i

expressive gestures: § f 1&% SREUS [ace Wff
umef y@% a 8 18 QVQE 1 &84l Fa @ and ttfss
ahd 85 Mgk 8 8£W8f§1

9% ana 4 A
aabg il
gral coRvErsation, an Fl & f%ﬁﬁ% Was m%i g:lé}f
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would wax so wroth that she would clench her little
fists and beat me on the breast as hard as ever she
could, and then she would sink back laughing as
the humor of the situation captured her.

She was trying to teach me some verbs by going
through the actions herself as she repeated the
proper word. We were very much emgrossed—so
fuech so that we were giving no heed to what went
on beyond our eave—when Ajor stopped very sud-
denly, erying: "Razes¥!” Now she had been try-
ing te teach me that ju meant stegi; so when she
gried Razeyr and at the same time stopped, I thought
for a mement that this was part of my lesson—
for the mement 1 ferget that kazvr means beawsre.
i therefere repeated the werd after her; but when
i saw the expression ii her eyes as they were
directed past me and saw her peint toward the en-
Hanee 18 the eave, 1 tu guickly—to see a
m%eug face at ihe small agsﬁu;fé leading eut inte

the nig g it was the flerce and snarling eownte:
H%%% 8 W%jl gantic Bear. 1 Rave Aunted sihver- Ei

o4ntatng pF Arizgna %Eﬂea
e ot %;maa £ of i %ig

§§1 H{ gst an

P8 i& e gk the hea
et
i%‘é%ﬁ%@ 8 %SWEG?HHgi

é‘ g&’ﬂ?ﬁﬁﬁ%‘&%lﬁ%l%ﬁé
The Bear of Caspak

UR fire was just within the cave, the smoke
rising through the apertures between the
roeks that I had piled In such a way that they
arched inward toward the cliff at the top. The
opening by means of whieh we were to reach the
putside was barricaded with a few large fragments
whieh did net by any means close it entirely; but
through the apertures thus left ne large animal
eould gain jngress. 1 had depended mest, hewever,
upen eur fire, feeling that nene of the dangereus
necturAal Beasts of prey would venture elgse te the
Hames, 1n this, Hewever, I was guite avidently in
Brier, fof the great bear steed With Ris nese net
3 foot 1tom the Blaze, WhHIER was Rew low, Qwing
te the fact that t Radl besn 8 Gecupied With my
el%%eig aﬁa my teacher that 1 had neghected 18 fe:
Ajor whlpped out her futile little knife and
pointed to my rifle. At the same time she spoke in
a quite level voice entirely devoid of nervousness or
any evidence of fear or panic. I knew she was ex-
horting me to fire upon the beast; but this I did
fnet wish to do other tham as a last resert, for 1
wag quite sure that even my heavy bullets weuld
net mere than further enrage him—Iin whieh case
he might easily feree an entranee te Ouf €ave.
Instead of fiiring;, I piled some more wood upon
the fire, and as the smoke and blaze arose in the
beast’s face, it backed away, growling most fright-
fully: but I still could see two ugly points of light
blazing in the outer darkmess and hear its growls
rumbling tertiffically without. For some tife the
creature stood there watehing the entiamee to our
frail sanetuary while I racked my brains in futile
endeaver to plan seme method of defefise of eseape.
I knew full well that sheuld the Bear make a de-
termiined effert to get at us, the reeks I Rad piled
as a barkier weuld esme tumbling dewn abeut his
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giant shoulders like a house of cards, and that he
would walk directly in upon us.

Ajor, having less knowledge of the effectiveness
of flirearmss than I, and therefore greater confidence
in themn, entreated me to shoot the beast; but I
knew that the chance that I could stop it with a
single shot was most remote, while that I should
but infuriate it was real and present; and so I
waited for what seerned an sternity, watehing these
devilish peints of fire glaring balefully at us, and
listening te the ever-inereasing velume of these
seismie growls which seemed te rumble wpward
from the bewels of the earth, shaking the very
cliffs Beneath which we eowered, Hﬁm a% last T saw
that the Brute was again QEBF@QE ing th % éﬁ@fﬂif@
1t availed me nething that t Bllféﬁ he Blaze high
WiEB firgweed, HHHH i6f and 1 were near 8 reast:

IRg; SR eame that miﬁhw gngine OF dsstryetis
HA sle 68 agatn th 5@ ug 366 yawa%ﬁ {15 faﬂgs
yawn ditecty wit m QH %& smﬂg
é&% a Mem H aﬁ 43 W
[eathe i%% % { iﬂ
{r‘éﬁiélﬂ &l 5% aﬂ WQ§
ggggﬁ %% {HSh% E&éﬂ? B&%SH%% 834 % Fé 3

But my joy was short-lived, and my heart sank
once again as a moment later I saw a mighty paw
insinuated into the opening—a paw as large around
as a large dish-pan. Very gently the paw teyed
with the great rock that partly closed the entranee,
pushed and pulled upon it and then very deliber-
ately drew it outward and te one side. Again €ame
the head, and this time much farther inte the eav-
erfl; But still the great sheulders weuld Ret pass
thmu@h the @F@ﬂm@ Aé@f' meved eleser to e
until her sheulder touched my side, and 1 thew Hf
1 felt a §n§m tremer Fufn through her Bedy,

ptherwise she gave ne indication oF fear. iﬂveiH
amy 1 thiew my 1eft arm abelt Her BE\ dr

to me for an instant. 1t was aﬂ aeie & éHf
Father than a faress, E'B%H% fg %
again and saf A 1n % d m e
eegae wit 311 an%& 3 a{ gg ;g% &ss
Eﬁ% E&HEiHéiB &%ﬂl Hﬁ}ﬁ Ie G8Hl

g gﬂﬁa%% vt
M@&%ssEEﬁais B 88{5) | %gg%u
g Eelfg 1S g i, ”gv. g
SpehIng Y i ol e i R Vm

So now I took careful aim between its eyas: my
right fiingers closed flirmly and evenly upon the small
of the stock, drawing back my triggen-finger by the
muscular action of the hand. The bullet could net
fail to hit its mark! I held my breath lest I swerve
the muzzle a hair by my breathing. I was as steady
and cool as I ever had been upon a target-range,
and I had the full consciousness of a perfeet hit in
anticipation; I knew that I could not miss. And
then, as the bear surged forward toward me, the
hammer fell—futilely, upon an-imperfect cartridge.

Almost simultameously I heard from without a
perfectly hellish roar; the bear gave voice to a
series of growls far tramscending in volume and
ferocity anything that he had yet essayed and at
the same time backed quickly from the cave. For
an instant I couldn’t understand what had happened
to cause this sudden retreat when his prey was
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practically within his clutches. The idea that the
harmless clicking of the hammer had frightened
him was too ridiculous to entertaim. However, we
had not long to wait before we could at least guess
at the cause of the diversion, for from without
came mingled growls and roars and the sound of
great bodies thiashing about until the earth shook.
The bear had been attacked in the rear by some
ether mighty beast, and the twe were now lecked in
a titanie struggle for supremaey. With brief res-
Bit@@, during which we eeuld hear the labered

reathing of the eentestants, the battle eontinued
for the better part of an heur uatil the seunds ef
eombat grew gradwally less and finally eeased
entieely.

At Ajor’s suggestion, made by signs and a few
of the words we knew in common, I moved the fiire
directly to the entramce to the cave so that a beast
would have to pass directly through the fllames to
reach us, and then we sat and waited for the victor
of the battle to come and claim his reward; but
though we sat for a long time with our eyes glued
to the opening, we saw ne sign 6f any beast.

At last I signed to Ajor to lie down, for I knew
that she must have sleep, and I sat on guard until
nearly morning, when the girl awoke and insisted
that I take some rest; nor would she be denied,
but dragged me down as she laughingly menaced
me with her knife.

CHAPTER 111

‘N F{EN I awoke, it was daylight, and I found
Ajor squatting before a fine bed of coals
roasting a large piece of antelope-meat.

Believe me, the sight of the new day and the deli-
elous odor of the cooking meat filled me with re-
newed happiness and hope that had been all but
expunged by the experience of the previous night:
and perhaps the slender figuie of the bright-faced
girl proved alse a potent restorative. She locked up
and smiled at e, showing those perfeet teeth, and
dimpling with svident happiness—the mest adorable
pieture that 1 had ever seen. 1 reeall that it was
then 1 fikst regretied that she was enly a litHe uh-
tutored savage and e far beneath me if the seals
8t svalktien.

Her fiirst act was to beckon me to follow her out-
side, and there she pointed to the explanatiom of
our rescue from the bear—a huge saber-tooth tiger,
its fine coat and its flesh torn to ribbons, lying dead
a few paces from our cave, and beside it, egqually
mamnglled, and disemboweled, was the carcass of a
huge eave-bear. To have had one’s life saved by
a saber-teoth tiger, and in the twentieth eewtury
inte the bargalih, was ah experience that was to say
the least unigue; But it had happened—I had the
proef of it before my eyes.

So enormous are the great carnivora of Caspak
that they must feed perpetually to support their
giant thews, and the result is that they will eat the
meat of any other creature and will attack anything
that comes within their ken, no matter how formid-
able the quarty. From later observation—I men-
tion this as worthy the attention of paleontologists
and natuiglists—I came to the eenelusion that
sueh ereatures as the eave-bear, the eave:-lien and
the saber-toeth tiger, as well as the larger €arnivor-
ous reptiles make, ordinarilly, twe kills a day—oene
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in the morning and one after nightfall. They im-
mediately devour the entire carcass, after which
they lie up and sleep for a few hours. Fortunately
their numbers are comparatiively few; otherwise
there would be no other life within Caspak.
It is thelr very voraelty that keeps their numbers
down to a point whieh permits other forms of life
to persist, for even in the season of love the great
males eften turh upen their ewn fates and deveur
them, while beth males and females @@@@ﬁ@ﬂﬁliy
devauf their zauﬂg How the human and semi-

RUman Faces Rave ManagRd te survive during all
the eountiess ages that these eonditiens must have
gxisted here i3 quite beyend me:

After breakfast Ajor and I set out once more
upon our northward jourmey. We had gone but a
little distance when we were attacked by a number
of apelike creatures arimed with elubs. They
seemed a little higher in the scale than the Alus.
Ajor told me they were Be:lu, of elub-men. A re-
velver-shot killed ofie and seattered the ethers; but
several times later during the day we were mefi-
aeed by them, until we had left their esuntry and
entered that of the Ste-lu, of hatenet-men. These
people were less hairy and mefe manlike; ner did
they appear §8 anxious to desitoy us. Rather they
were eufious, and fellowed us for seme distapee
examining s mest elgsely. They ealled sut 18 us
and Ajor answared them; But her replies ea net
geef 18 §§ﬂ§fy %'Pn%% £F E'B%y gradiahhy 88&%
{h%a%m% 3hd t iRink ey were BE%B%H%
attack Hé Wh %B §fB 5 88 QE had BS%B f}
iR s8Me BW Brus {~% % 88 &F QH
QEPBéé? PB £ % H%% ‘é 8F 1t Was
8A8 es 1 wag Hgﬁ*

Hy Bié’t% QB %@
q"i § u 8 X
g

§ E H
% I:“WE g&%’% §8§£HB%9%% %8% £%8
818 whl Hige

That night we spent beside a little stream in the
Sto-lu country. We found a tiny cave in the rock
bank, so hidden away that only chance could direct
a beast of prey to it, and after we had eaten of
the deer-meat and some frult which Ajor gathered,
we crawled Into the little hole, and with sticks and
stones which 1 had gatheted for the puipese, 1
erected a strong barkieade iRside the eénfranee,
Nothing could reach us witheut swimfiing and
wading thiough the stream, and I felt guite seewre
from attack. Ouf quarters were rather cramped.
The eeiling was se lew that we esuld nst stand
4p, and the fleer §6 nartew that it was Wwith diffi-
sulty that we beth wedged 1nie it 1BgetRer: but We
were very tired, and 38 Wwe made the mest 8f #;
and 88 é feat was the teeling of sgeurity that t M
sure T fell asleep as 2080 a8 1 had stigtched myselt
Beside Ajsf:

? &Iftgg

A Diplodocus

BRENNG the three days which followed, our

progress was exasperatimgly slow. I doubt if
we made ten miles in the entire three days. The
country was hideously savage, so that we were
forced to spend hours at a time in hiding from one
or another of the great beasts which menaced us
continually. There were fewer reptiles; but the
quantity of Gammivora seemed to have imereased,
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and the reptiles that we did see were perfectly
gigantic. I shall never forget one enormous speci-
men which we came upon browsing upon water-
reeds at the edge of the great sea. It stood well
over twelve feet high at the rumyp, its highest point,
and with its enormously long tail and neck it was
somewhare between seventy-five and a hundred feet
in length. Its head was ridiculously small: its body
was Unarmeted, but its great bulk gave it a mest
formidable appearanee. My experience of Cas-
pakian life led me to believe that the gigantie erea-
ture weuld but Rave to see us to attack us, and §e
I raised my ritle and at {he same time drew away
toward seme Brush whieh offered comcaakmant;
But Ajer enly laughed, and pieking ug a stiek, fan
teward the Ef@ﬁ% mm@ sheuting. The little head
was raized Righ upen t % leng neek as the animal
%H&%@lyz looked here and thete in seareh of {he
authey of EB% distuEance. AB last iis eyes Hié
EQV red ¥ £‘c'1% AJBF éﬁﬁ i %H § & Rubied fh

§8HHQ‘%§ { f? iSQE ¥ §H§%& gﬂ‘é E%f&é i
EFSB{H % § lH g the Watek and Was s8eh sHi:-

As I slowly recalled my collegiate studies and
paleontological readings in Bowen's text-books, I
realized that I had looked upon nothing less than a
diplodocus of the Upper Jurassic; but how in-
finitally different was the tiwe, live thing from the
crude restorations of Hatcher and Helland! I had
had the idea that the diplodoeus was a land-animal,
but evidently it is partiaiily amphibious. 1 have
geefl several sinee fy first eneeunter, and in eaeh
ease the ereature took to the water for eeneeal-
fent as seen as it was distuied. With the ex:
eeption of its glﬁﬁﬂtﬁ@ tail, it has ne weapen 6f
defense; but with this appendage it ean lash s
terrific a Blow as to lagf low even a giant eave-bear,
stunned and broken. It is a stupid, simpie, gentle
Beast—one of the few within @§§B§k whitel sueh a
deseription might even remetely fitt

For three nights we slept in trees, fiinding no
caves or other place of concealment. Here we
were free from the attacks of the large land carni-
vora; but the smaller flying reptiles, the snakes,
leopards, and panthers were a constant mernace,
though by no means as much to be feared as the
huge beasts that roamed the surface of the earth.

At the close of the third day Ajor and I were
able to converse with considerable fluency, and it
was a great relief to both of us, especially to Ajor.
She now did nothing but ask questions whenever I
would let her, which could not be all the time, as
our preservation depended largely upon the rapld-
ity with which 1 eould gain knowledge of the
geegraphy and custers of Caspak, and acesrdingly
1 had te ask numereus gquestiens myself.

I enjoyed immensely hearing and answering her,
so naive were many of her queries and so filled with
wonder was she at the things I told her of the
world beyond the lofty barriers of Caspak; not once
did she seem to doubt me, however marvelous my
staternents must have seemed:; and doubtless they
were the eause of marvel to Ajor, whe before had
never dreamed that any life existed beyond Caspak
and the life she knew.

Artless though many of her questions were, they
evidenced a keen intellect and a shrewdness which
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seemed far beyond her years or her experience.
Altogether I was fiinding my little savage a mighty
interesting and companionable person, and 1 often
thamked the kind fate that directed the crossing of
our paths. From her I learmed much of Caspak,
but there still remaimed the mystery that had
proved so baffling to Bowen Tyler—the total ab-
sence of young ameng the ape, the semihuman and
the Ruman raees with whieh bBeth he and 1 had
eeme in eentaet upen oppesite sheres ef the inland
sea. Ajor tvied to explain the matter to me, theugh
it was apparent that she eeuld net eenegive hew
§8 naturah a eenditien §heula demand explanation.
She told me that ameng the Galus there W@F% )
few BéB!%% EBQE §B% had enee B@%B a Baby But that

mest af “E me g, as she. Bu{ it, <eoF
¥ 19> g “HOM %Bs IRRIAG": d4hd é
they alt %y tsed

sHie wou
wave 4 Bm gsﬁu;% toward @xs §8HEE%

The Country of the Band-lu of Caspak

W@IR long,” she explained, leaning very close to
me and whispering the words into my ear

the while she cast apprehensive glances about and
mostly skyward, “for long my mother kept me
hidden lest the Wieroo, passing through the air by
night, should come and take me away to O¢-oh.”
And the child shuddered as she voiced the word. 1
tried to get her to tell me more; but her terror was
so real when she spoke of the Wieteo and the land
of Oo-6h where they dwell that I at last desisted,
though 1 did learn that the Wieree earried off enly
female babes and eeeasionally wemen of the Galus
whe had “ceme up from the Beginning.” It was all
very mysterious and unfathomale, But I get fhe
idea that the Wieree were ereatures of #nagination
=the demens or geds of Her raee, emniseient and
omnipresent. This led me 6 assume that the Salus
had a religious sense, and Purther Questioning
Breught eut the faet that sueh was the case. Agei
speke in tones of feverence of Luata, the ged 8
heat and life. The werd i3 derived from tws
8£Hff§ m? meaning wa and 3% msam VQH

9“5?35 X ngmq g ésvs%}ggg %@meﬁ

§H%%%§E%§HE§§€ éﬂfggfgs% ateria 8

I had noticed that whenever I bullt a. fiire, Ajor
outlined in the air before her with a forefinger an
isosceles triznglle, and that she did the same in the
morning when she first viewed the sun. At fi¥st I
had not connected her aet with anything in partieu-
lar; but after we learned to eenverse and she had
explam@d a little of her religieus superstitions, i
realized that she was making the sigh of the tri-
angle as 3 Reman Catholie makes the sign 6F the
eross. Always the shert side of the trianghe was
uppermast. As she explained all this {8 e, she
peinted to the desorations oA her golden armiets,
Upen the kneb of her Aagaer-Rilt and WO the Hand
whieh eneireled her right leg above m% isﬁss_.
always was the desigh BQFHT magg B BF #sHsceles
{engiey, 3nd when she sxplained the signk EQHES
et thts Ba%%la& geomettic flgHie, 1 a& BHEE SFaspe
{18 2pPropriatengss:

We were now in the country of the Band-lu, the
spearmen of Caspak. Bowen had rematked in his
narrative that these people were analegeus to the
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so-called Cro-Magnon race of the Upper Paleolithic,
and I was therefore very anxious to see them. Nor
was I to be disappointed; I saw them, all right!
We had left the Sto-lu country and literally fought
our way through cordons of wild beasts for two
days when we decided to make camp a little earlier
than usual, owing to the fact that we had reached
a line of cliffis running east and west in which were
numerous likely cave-lodgings. We were both very
tited, and the sight of these caverns, several of
which could be easily barnicadied, decided us to halt
until the following morning. ,It took but a few
minutes’ exploration to discover one particular
eavern high up the face of the cliff which seemed
ideal for our purpose. It opened upon a narrow
ledge where we could build our cook-fire; the open-
ing was so small that we had to lie flat and wriggle
through it to gain ingress, while the interior was
higi-ceiled and spacious. I lighted a faggot and
looked about; but as far as I could see, the chamber
ran back into the cliff.

Laying aside my rifle, pistol and heavy ammuni-
tion-belt, I left Ajor in the cave while I went down
to gather ffiewood. We already had meat and
fruits which we had gathered just before reaching
the cliffs, and my canteen was filled with fresh
water. Therefore all we required was fuel, and as
I always saved Ajor's strength when I could, 1
would not permit her to accompany me. The poor
giel was very tired; but she would have gone with
me until she dropped, I know, so loyal was she.
She was the best comrade in the world, and some-
titnes I regretted and sometimes I was glad that
she was not of my own caste, for had she been, 1
should unquestionably have fallen in love with her,
As it was, we traweled together like two boys, with
huge respect for each other but no softer
sentiment.

There was little timber close to the base of the
cliffs, and so I was forced to enter the wood seme
two hundred yards distant. I realize now how feol-
hardy was my act in such a land as Caspak, teem-
ing with danger and with death; but there is a
certain amount of fool in every man; and whatever
proportion of it I own must have been in the
ascendant that day, for the truth of the matter is
that T went down into those woods absolutely de-
fenseless; and 1 paid the price, as people usually do
for their indiscretioms. As I searched around in
the brush for likely pieces of firewood, my head
bowed and my eyes upon the groumd, I suddenly
felt a great weight hurl itself upon me. I struggled
to my knees and seized my assailant, a huge, naked
man—maked except for a breechcloth of snake-skin,
the head hanging down to the knees. The fellow
was armed with a stone-shod spear, a stone knife
and a hatchet. In his black hair were several gay-
colored feathers. As we struggled to and fro, I
was slowly gaining advantage of him, when a score
of his fellows came running up and overpowered me,

They bound my hands behind me with long raw-
hide thongs and then surveyed me critically, 1
found them fiime-looking specimens of manhood, for
the most part. There were some among them who
bore a resemblance to the Sto-lu and were hairy;
but the majority had massive heads and not unlovely
features. There was little about them to suggest
the ape, as in the Sto-lu, Bo-lu and Alus. I ex-
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pected them to kill me at once, but they did not.
Instead they questioned me; but it was evident that
they did not believe my story, for they scoffed and
laughed.

“The Galus have tummed you out,” they cried.
“If you go back to them, you will die. If you re-
main here, you will die. We shall kill you; but
first we shall have a dance and you shall dance with
us—the dance of death.”

It sounded quite reassuring! But I knew that I
was not to be killed immediately, and so I took
heart. They led me toward the cliffs, and as we
approached them, I glanced up and was sure that
I saw Ajor's bright eyes peering down upon us
from our lofty cave; but she gave noe sign if she
saw me: and we passed on, rounded the end of the
cliffs and proceeded aleng the oppesie face ef them
until we eame te a seetion literally heneyeembed
with eaves. All abeut, upen the greund and
swarming the leageg before the entianfRs, Wwere
hundieds of members of the twine. There wsfs
many wemen But ne Babes 6f ehildien, %'% 1@
neticed that the females had betier geveloped
Breasts than any that haa seen ameﬂg the hatcnet:
men, the elib-men, th Aué 8r the Be§ 13 a£
ameng the 16weF ordefs 8 6&@9@ E1A) ma
temate Breast 1§ Bit & H& i sma& BIE
sHgges iﬂ the apes éi} aé
mere definsd iﬂi‘éﬁB&i
Way.al iﬁgf‘éﬁél'ﬁ%¥ Ft 8Hﬂﬁ
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The members of the tribe showed great mﬁ@fe§t
in me, especially in my clothing, the like of whieh,
of course, they never had seen. They pulled and
hauled upon me, and some of them stiuek me; but
for the most part they were not inelined te Brutal-
ity. It was only the hairier ones, who mest elosely
resembled the Ste-lu, whe fmaltieated me. At last
my captors led e ifnto a great eave in the Mouth
of which a fire was bumm% The flesr was titered
with filth, inelyding the Benes of maﬂy éﬂimalé
and the atm@_s,phm reeked with the §£%ﬂe 8
human bedies and Buéﬂfym ffé%%h H@

e, releasing my arms, aﬂ I ate 8 & 688
aureeh steak and a stew WHEE may have BeeR Ha'&
oF snakes, for many of ihe Qﬂg E% PI&GEs 8
fReat shggested thef mest H&Hé@éﬂﬂ&

The Great Labyrinthian Cavern

E meal completed, they led me well within the
eavern, which they lighted with torehes stuek i
various creviees, in the light of which 1 saw, te my
astonishment, that the walls were eevered Wwith
paintings and etehings. There were auroehs, red
deer, saber-tooth tiger, cave-bear, hyaghaden and
many other examples of the fauna of Caspak dene

ere 18
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in colors, usually of four shades of brown, or
scratched upon the surface of the rock. Often they
were superimposed upon each other until it re-
quired careful examination to tiace out the various
outlines. But they all showed a rather remarkable
aptitude for delineation which further fortified
Bowen’s comparisons between these people and the
extinet Cro-Magnons whose aneient art I8 still pre-
served in the eaverns of Niaux and Le Pertel. The
Band:lu, hewever, did net have the bew and arrew,
and in this respeet they differ frem their extinet
progeniters, of deseendants, of Western EUrepe.

Should any of my friends chance to read the
story of my adventures upon Caprona, I hope they
will not be bored by these diversions, and if they
are, I can only say that I am writing my memeinrs
primcipally for my own edification and therefore
setting down those things whieh interested me par-
tieularly at the time. I have ne desire that the
general publie should ever have aeeess te these
pages; but it is pessible that my friends may, and
alse eertain savants whe are Interested; and te
thesn, while 1 de net apelegize for my philosephiz:
ing, 1 humbly expiain that they are withessing the
giopings of a finitle mind aker the infinite, the
seareh for explanations of the inexplicable.

In a far recess of the cavern my captors bade me
halt. Again my hands were secured, and this time
my feet as well. During the operation they gques-
tioned me, and 1 was mighty glad that the marked
similarity between the various tribal tongues of
Caspak enabled us to understand each other per-
festly, even though they were unable te believe eF
even to eemprenend the truth of my erigin and the
gireurastamees of My advent in Caspak; and finally
they left me saying that they weuld come foF e
befere the danee oF death upen the meriew. Be-
fore they deparied with their terehes, 1 saw that
i had net Been eonducied to the farthest &&tf@mﬂy
gf the cavern, for a dark and glesmy €orrider |
Beyond My Prisen Feem Inte the heart of the Eliff.

I could not but marvel at the immensity of thls
great underground grotto. Already I had traversed
several hundied yards of it, from many polnts of
whieh other corridors diverged. The whele eliff
must be honeycombed with apartments and passages
of which this eommunity oceupied but a eompara-
tively small part, se that the possibility of the
fhore remote passages being the lair of savage beasts
that had ether means eof ingress and egress than
that used by the Band:lu filled me with dire fere-
bedings.

I believe that I am not ordinarily hysterically ap-
prehensive ; yet I must confess that under the condi-
tions with which I was confronted, I felt my nerves
to be somewhat shaken. On the morrow I was to
die some sort of nameless death for the diversion
of a savage horde, but the morrow held fewer ter-
rors for me than the present, and I submit to any
fair-minded man if it is Ret a terrifying thing te
lie bound hand and feet in the Stygian blackness
of an immense cave pespled By unknown dangers iA
a 1and everrun by Ridesus Beasts and reptiles of the
greatest fereeity. At any mement, perhaps at this
Very mement, seme stlent-tepted Beast of prey might
cateh Pﬁy seent where it lalred {n seme @&mgueué

passage, and might ereep steal '?Mr HBsn Mg,
E{F%% H1¥ Heek 4BoHE, and stared tRIQuUgh the fﬂiﬁy

darkness for the twin spots of blazing hate which I
knew would herald the coming of my executioner.
So real were the imaginings of my ewarmrought
brain that I broke into a cold sweat In absolute
conviction that gsome beast was close before me; yet
the hours dragged, and ne sound broke the gravelike
stillness of the eaverh.

This Goddess in the Cave

DURING that period of eternity many events of
my life passed before my mental vision, a vast
parade of friends and ocecurrences which would be
blotted out forever on the morrow. I cursed myself
for the foelish aet which had taken me from the
seareh-party that se depended upon me, and I won-
dered what progress, if any, they had made. Were
they sl begeﬁd the barwier eliffs, awaiting my
return? Ofr Rad they feund a way inte Caspak? 1
felt that the latter weuld Be the {tuth, for the party
was fiet made Up of men esgily tured frem a pus-
geés @Hf&% pre al?%% it wag t-hai m%y Were éif@ﬁdy
gareht Eg rof %&HBE%?SE a& they welld ever find a
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Bivthenen iypild g added to the htter upon the floor
of this mighty cavern.

And through all my thoughts, real and famciful,
moved the image of a perfect girl, clear-eyed and
strong and straight and beautiful, with the car-
riage of a queen and the supple, undulating grace
of a'leopard. Though I loved my friends, thelr fate
seemed of less importamce to me than the fate of
this little barbarian stranger for whom, I had een-
vinced myself many a time, I felt ne greater senti-
ment than passing friendship for a fellow -wayfarer
in this land of heriers. Yet 1 se wervied and
fretted abeut her and Rer future that at last 1 quite
ferget my ewn predicament, though 1 still struggled
intermitiently with m% bends ip vain endeaver s
free myself; as mueh, RoWavEl, EEQ% t might Rasten
{8 her protection as that t might sé{%aeii%% fate

C

men fad Been l% d fF He. 8 t was
ﬂ gaged an oF § % m msm fef 9&@9 my
%ﬁ%’i%% geﬂ@éfﬂ ng Beasts,
e {Ri8 fense §!l€ﬂ€% By a §m {; amf HHEH -
seHnd  Eoming 9
QPE gward the H@af ffff—ttﬂ@ §8H
padded feet moving siea m & m my §ireetion:

I believe that never before in all my life, even
amidst the terrors of childhood nights, have I suf-
fered such a sensatiom of extreme horror as I did
that moment in which I realized that I must lie
bound and helpless while some horrid beast of prey
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crept upon me to devour me in that utter darkness
of the Bamd-lu pits of Caspak. I reeled with cold
sweat, and my flesh crawled—I could feel it crawl.
If ever I came nearer to abject cowardiice, I do not
recall the instance; and yet it was not that I was
afraid to die, for I had long since given myself up
as lost—a few days of Caspak must impress any-
one with the utter nothingmess of life. The waters,
the land, the air teem with death, and one is always
devoured by some other form of life. Life is the
cheapest thing in Caspak, as it is the cheapest thing
on earth and, doubtless, the cheapest cosmic produc-
tion. No, I was not afraid to die; in fact, I prayed
for death, that I might be relieved of the frightful-
ness of the interval of life which remaimed to me—
the waiting, the awful waiting, for that fearsome
beast to reach me and to strike.

Presently it was so close that I could hear its
breathing, and then it touched me and leaped quick-
ly back as though it had come upon e uwnexpects
edly. For long moments no sound broke the sepul-
ghrall silence of the eave, Then I heard a mevement
6n the part of the ereature near e, and again’ it
touched e, and I felt semething like a Rairless
hand pass ever my faee and dewn until it teuehed
the eollar of my fllnael shirt. And then, subdued,
But filled with pent emetien, a veiee Efisé “Fomi”

I think I nearly fainted, so great was the reac-
tion. “Ajor!” 1 managed to say. “Ajor, my girl,
can it be yow?”

“Oh, Tom!” she cried again in a trembly little
voice and flung herself upon me, sobbing softly. 1
had not known that Ajor could ery.

As she cut away my bonds, she told me that from
the entramce to our cave she had seen the Band-lu
coming out of the forest with me, and she had fol-
lowed until they took me Into the cave, which she
had seen was upon .the opposite side of the cliff in
whieh ours was located ; and then, knowing that she
could do nething for me until after the Band-1u
slept, she had hastened te returh te eur eave. With
di Lﬁulﬁy she had reaehed it, after having been
staliked By a eave lin and almest seized. 1 trembled
at the risk she had fuf.

It had been her intention to wait until after mid-
night, when most of the carnivora would have made
thelr kills, and then attempt to reach the cave in
which I was imprisomned and reseue tme. She ex-
plained that with my rifle and pistol—beth of whieh
she assured me she could use, having watehed me se
many times—she planned upen frightening the
Band-lu and f@f@iﬂ? them to give me up. Brave
little girl! She weuld have risked her life willingly
to save me. But seme time after she reached our
eave she Reard veiees frem the far f‘%@%§§%§ within
and 1mmsaiat%hy eonelided that we had But F euﬁé
anether entranee e the caves whieh the Band-14
BEEHBi%Q H eﬁ the 8€H8{~ faee oF the cliff: Then she
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awkwardness of the long rifle which she was unac-
customed to bearing.

I could have knelt and kissed her hand in rever-
ence and gratitude; nor am I ashamed to say that
that is precisely what I did after I had been freed
from my bonds and heard the story of her trials.
Brave little Ajor! Wonder-gil out of the dim, un-
thinkable past! Never before had she been kissed!;
but she seemed to sense semething of the meaning
of the new earess, for she leaned ferward in ﬁhe
dark and pressed ﬁef ewh lips to my ferehead.
sudden urge surged through me e seize her ﬁﬂd
straim Her te my besem and esver her het yowRg
HB§ with Eh‘é Kl§§%§ 8? ﬁ eal l@V@; But 1 did ast 48
9; for I knew that | did nat Iove her; and 18 have

%ﬁ Rer thus, with passion, weuld have Peen 18
l a great erﬂg HBBB &F WhHe Rad ffered her
ite ¥8F Mine:

No, Ajor should be as safe with me as with her
own mother, if she had one, whieh I was inclined to
dotibt, even though she told me that she had once
been a babe and hidden by her mother. I had eome
to doubt if there was sueh a thing as a mether in
Caspak, a mether sueh as we knew. Fiom the Be-lu
to the Kro-lu there is ne werd which ESYFespends
with el werd medwsr. They speak of ak and E0F
m jo, meaning reprasiistiany and Fmaw. Hhe

; . And peift teward the seuth; But ne one has a
me 6{-

Wandering Under Ground

AFTEIR considerable difficultty we gained what we
thought was our cave, only to find that it was
net, and then we realized that we were lost In the
labyrinthine mazes of the great eavern. We re-
traced our steps and sought the point from which
we had started, but only suceeeded in lesing our-
selves the more. Ajor was aghast—mot so mtch
from fear of our predicament; but that she should
have failed in the fumnctioning of that wonderful
sense she possessed in common with most ether
creatures Caspakiam, which makes it possible for
them to move unerrimgly from place to place with-
out compass or guide.

Hand in hand we crept along, searching for an
opening into the outer world, yet realizing that at
each step we might be burrowing more deeply into
the heart of the great cliff, or circling futilely in
the vague wandering that could end only in death.
And the darkness! It was almost palpable, and ut-
terly depressing. I had matches, and in some of
the more diffioult places I struck one; but we
couldn’t afford to waste them, and so we groped our
way slowly along, doing the best we could to keep
to one general direction in the hope that it would
eventually lead us to an opening into the outer
world. When I struck matches, I noticed that the
walls bore no paintings; nor was there other sign
that man had penetrated this far within the cliff,
nor any spoor of animals of other kinds.

It would be difficult to guess at the time we spent
wandering through those black corridors, climbing
steep ascents, feeling our way along the edges of
bottomless pits, never knowing at what moment we
might be plunged into some abyss and always
haunted by the ever-present terror of death by
starvation and thirst. As difficult as it was, 1 still
realized that it might have been infinitely worse had
I had another companion than Ajor—courageous,
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uncomplaining, loyal little Ajor! She was tired and
hungry and thirsty, and she must have been dis-
couraged; but she never faltered in her cheerful-
ness. I asked her if she was afraid, and she replied
that here the Wieroo could not get her, and that if
she died of hunger, she would at least die with me,
and she was quite content that such should be her
end. At the time I attritbuted her attitude to some-
thing akin to a doglike devotion to a new master
who had been kind to her. I can take oath to the
fact that I did not think it was anything more.

Whether we had been imprisomed in the cliff for
a day or a week I could not say; nor even now do
1 know. We became very tired and hungry: the
hours dragged; we slept at least twice, and then
we rose and stumibled on, always weaker and weak-
ef. There were ages during which the tiend of the
corridors was always upwaid. It was hesrtbreak-
ing woerk for people in the state of exhaustien iAn
whieh we then were, but we elung tenaciously te it.
We stumiblied and feil we sank thiough puire physi-
eal inability te Fetain gUF feet; but always we man-
aged o rise at 1ast and ge en. At fiksh, Wheraver it
had been pessinie, we had walked hapd m hand lest
We beeame separated, ﬁ'ﬁé later, when 1 §aw th e
Aj@f Wwas wea eﬁiﬁggﬁélg a W% W@H% ﬁ! & By side
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There came a time when Ajor could no ]@mger
walk, and then it was that I picked her up in my
arms and carried her. She begged me to leave her,
saying that after I found an exit, I could come
back and get her; but she knew, and she knew that
I knew, that if ever I did leave her, I could never
find her again. Yet she insisted. I barely had suf-
ficient strength to take a score of steps at a time:
then I would have to sink down and rest for five or
ten minutes. I don’t know what force urged me on
and kept me going in the face of an absolute con-
viction that my efffarts were utterdly futile. 1
counted us already as good as dead; but even so
1 dragged myself along until the time came when
I ecould no longer rise, but could only crawl along a
few lnehes at a time, dragging Ajor beside e,
Her sweet voiee, now almeost {naudible from weak-
ness, implored e to abandon her and save myself—
she seemmed to think only of te. Of eotirse 1
cotildi’'t have left her there alone, fio fatter hew
mueh I might have desired to do s6: but the faet
of the matter was that I didn’t desire to leave her,
What I said te her then came very simply and nat-
urally te my lips. It eouldn’t very well have baen
otherwise, 1 imagime, for with death so close, 1
doubt if people are much Inelined te heroies. “1
wotild rather net get out at all, Ajor,” I said to her,
“than to get out witheut you,” We were resting
against a rocky wall, and Ajor was leaninig against
fne, het head on my breast. 1 eotld feel her press
closer to me, and one hand stioked my arf in a
weak earess; but she didn't say anything, ner were
words necessary,
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Daylight in the Cavern and a Meeting

FTER a few minutes’ more rest, we started on

again upon our utterly hopeless way; but 1
soon frealized that I was weakening rapidly, and
presently I was forced to admit that I was through.
“It’s no use, Ajor,” I said, “I've come as far as I
can. It may be that if I sleep, I can go on again
after;” but I knew that that was not true, and that
the end was near, “Yes, sleep,"” said Ajor. “We will
sleep together—forever.”

She crept close to me as I lay on the hard floor
and pillowed her head upon my arm. With the
little strength which remained to me, I drew her up
until our lips touched, and them I whispered:
“Good-bye!” I must have lost consciousness almost
immediately, for I recall nothing more until I sud-
denly aweke out of a troubled sleep, during which 1
dreamed that I was drowning, to find the cave
lighted By what appeared to be diffused daylight,
and a tiny tiekie of water i'Uﬂlﬁiﬂ? dewn the €6F-
vider and ferming a puddle in the little depressien
iR whieh it chaneed that Ajer and I lay. 1 turned
My eyes quiekly upen Ajer, fearful for what the
light Pﬁigm digelose; but she still breathed, theugh
VEFY %mﬂy hen i §8§{@Wéﬁ absut For an é%ﬁiﬁﬂﬁ-
?% 8F the 1i 864 Qi%EBV@P%ﬁ that !E E3Me
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I tried to rise, and found that sleep had given me
back a portion of my strength; and then I tasted
the water and was further refreshed. I shook Ajor
gently by the shoulder; but she did not open her
eyes, and then I gathered a few drops of water in
my cupped palm and let them trickle between her
lips. This revived her so that she raised her lids,
and when she saw me, she smiled.

“What happened?” she asked. “Where are we?”

“We are at the end of the corridor,” I replied,
“and daylight is coming in from the outside world
just ahead. We are saved, Ajor!”

She sat up then and looked about, and then,
quite womanlike, she burst into tears. It was the
reaction, of course; and them too, she was very
weak. I took her in my arms and quieted her as
best I could, and finally, with my help, she got to
her feet; for she, as well as I, had found some slight
recuperation in sleep. Together we staggered up-
ward toward the light, and at the flirst turn we saw
an opening a few yards ahead of us and a leaden
sky beyond—a leaden sky from which was falling a
drizzling rain, the author of our little, trickling
stream which had given us drink when we were
most in need of it.

The cave had been damp and cold; but as we
crawled through the aperture, the muggy warmth
of the Caspakiam air caressed and comforted us;
even the'raim was warmer than the atmosphere of
those dank corridors. We had water now, and
warmath, and I was sure that Caspak would soon
offier us meat or fruit; but as we came to where we
could look about, we saw that we were upon the
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summit of the cliffs, where there seemed little rea-
son to expect game. However, there were trees, and
among them we soon descried edible fruits with
which we broke our long fast.

CHAPTER 1V

E SPENT two days upon the cliff-top, rest-

ing and recuperatimg. There was some

small game which gave us meat, and the
little pools of rainwater were sufficient to quench
our thirst. The sun ecame out a few hours after
we emerged from the eave, and in its warmth we
goen east off the gleem whieh our recent experi-
enees had saddled UpeR ws.

Upon the morning of the third day we set out
to search for a path down to the valley. Below
us, to the north, we saw a large pool lying at the
foot of the cliffs, and in it we could discerm the
women of the Band-lu lying in the shallow waters,
while beyond and close to the base of the mighty
bartier-cliffs there was a large party of Band-lu
warriors going north to hunt. We had a splendid
view from our lofty cliff-top. Dimly, to the west,
we could see the farther shore of the inland sea,
and southwest the large southern island loomed
distinctly before us. A little east of north was
the northern island, which Ajor, shuddering, whis-
pered was the home of the Wieroo—the land of
Oo-oh. It lay at the far end of the lake and was
barely visible to us, being fully sixty miles away.

From our elevation, and in a clearer atmosphere,
it would have stood out distinctly; but the air of
Caspak is heavy with moisture, with the result that
distant objects are blurred and indistinet. Ajor
also told me that the mainland east of Qo-6h was
her land—the land of the Galu. She peinted out
the cliffs at its southern boundary, which mawk the
frontier, south of whieh lies the eountry of Kre-lu
—the archers. We new had but te pass through the
Balanee of the Band:-lu territory and that ef the
Kro-lu to be within the eenfines ot her ewn land;
But that meant traversing thinityfive miles of hes-
tile country filed with SVEW lfﬁﬁ%i%‘%‘l‘é {eriok, And
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We ﬁnmally found a place where we could slip
over the edge of the cliff to a narrow ledge which
seemned to give evidence of being something of a
game-path to the valley, though it apparently had
not been used for some time. I lowered Ajor at the
end of my rifle and then slid over myself, and I am
free to admit that my hair stood on end during the
process, for the drop was considerable and the
ledge appallingly nartowy, with a frightful drep
sheer below down to the roeks at the base of the
clifff; but with Ajor there to cateh and steady e,
1 made it all right, and then we set off down the
trail toward the valley. There were twoe or three
more bad places, but for the most part it was an
easy descent, and we came to the highest of the
Band-lu caves witheut further tieouble. Here we
went more slowly, lest we should be set upea by
sofne memmber of the tribe.

We must have passed about half the Band-lu
cave-levels before we were accosted, and then a
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huge fellow stepped out in front of me, barring
our further progress.

“Who are you?” he asked; and then he recognized
me and I him, for he had been one of those who
had led me back into the cave and bound me the
night that I had been captured. From me his gaze
went to Ajor. He was a fiime-looking man with
clear, intelligent eyes, a good forehead and superb
physique—by far the highest type of Caspakian
I had yet seen, barring Ajor, of cmurse.

“You are a true Galu,” he said to Ajor, “but
this man is of a different mold. He has the face
of a Galu, but his weapons and the stramge skins
he wears upon his body are not of the Galus nor
of Caspak. Who is he?”

“He is Tom,” replied Ajor succinctly.

“There is no such people,” asserted the Band-lu
quite trutihfiullly, foying with his spear in a most
suggestive manner,

Ewe¢ "uttion of Man in Caspak

IFY tubfe is POm)” 1 expleime], “ard 1 am
from a country beyond Caspak.” I thought
it best to propitiate him If possible, because of the
necessity of conserving ammumitiom as well as to
avoid the loud alarm of a shot which might hring
other Band-lu warriors upon us. “I am from Amer-
fea, a land of which you never heard, and I am
seeking others of my countrymen who are in Cas-
pak and from whom I am lost. I have no quarrel
with you or your people. Let us go our way in
peace.”
“You are going there?” he asked, and pointed
toward the north.
“I am,” I replied.
He was silent for several minutes, apparently
weighing some thought in his mind. At last he

spoke. “What is that?"” he asked. “And what is
that?” He pointed first to my rifle and them to
my pistol.

“They are weapons,” I replied, “weapons which
kill at a great distamce,” 1 pointed to the women
in the pool beneath us. “With this,” I said, tapping
my pistol, “I could kill as many of those women as
I cared to, without moving a step from where we
now stand.”

He looked his incredulity, but I went on. “And
with this”—I weighed my rifle at the balamce in
the palm of my right hand—"I could slay one of
those distant warriors.” And I waved my left hand
toward the tiny figures of the hunters far to the
north.

The fellow laughed. “Do it," he cried derisively,
“and then it may be that I shall believe the balance
of your stramge story.”

“But I do not wish to kill any of them,” I re-
plied. “Why should 1?”

“Why not?” he insisted. “They would have
killed you when they had you prisoner. They would
Kill you now if they could get their hands on you,
and they would eat you into the bargaim. But I
know why you do not try it—it is because you have
spoken lies; your weapon will not kill at a great
distamee. It is only a queerly wrought club. For
all T kmow, you are nothing more tham a lowly
Bo-lu.”

“Why should you wish me to kill your own
people?” 1 asked.

“They are no longer my people,” he replied
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proudly. “Last night, in the very middle of the
night, the call came to me. Like that it came into
my head”—amnd he struck his hands together
smartly once—*that I had risen. I have been wait-
ing for it and expecting it for a long time; today
I am a Kro-lu. Today I go out into the coséiuypsk”
(unpeopled country, or literally, no man’s land)
“between the Band-lu and the Kro-lu, and there 1
fashion my bow and my ariows and my shield:
there I hunt the red deer for the leatherm jerkin
which is the badge of my new estate. When these
things are done, I can go to the chief of the Kro-lu,
and he dare not refuse me. That {s why you may
kill those low Band-lu if you wish to live, for I am
1n a hurry.”

“But why do you wish to kill me?” I asked.

He looked puzzled and finally gave it up. “I do
not know,” he admitted. “It is the way in Caspak.
If we do not kill, we shall be killed, therefore it is
wise to kill fiirst whoever does not belong to one’s
own people. This morning I hid ln my eave till
the others were gone tipon the hunt, for I knew
that they would know at onee that I had beeome &
Kro-lu and would kill me. They will kill me if they
find me in the ecoslepalk;; so will the Kro-lu if they
come upon me before I have won my Kro-lu weapons
and jerkin. You would kill me if you could, and
that is the reason I know that you speak lies when
you say that your weapons will kill at a great dis-
tance. Would they, you would long since have killed
me. Come! I have no more time to waste in Words.
I will spare the woman and take her with me te the
Kro-lu, for she is comely.” And with that he ad:
vanced upon me with raised spesr.

The Cave Lion

MY rifle was at my hip at the ready. He was
so close that 1 did not need to raise it to my
shoulder, having but to pull the trigger to send
him into Kingdom Come whenever I chose: but yet
I hesitated. It was difficullt to bring myself to take
a human life. 1 could feel no enmity toward this
savage barbarian who acted almost as wholly upon
instinet as might a wild beast, and to the last mo-
ment I was determnimed to seek some way to aveid
what now seemed inevitable. Ajor stood at my
shoulder, her knife ready in her hand and a sneer
on her lips at his suggestion that he would take her
with him.

Just as I thought I should have to fire, a chorus
of screams broke from the women beneath us. 1
saw the man halt and glance downward, and follow-
ing his example my eyes took in the panic and its
cause. The women had, evidently, been quitting the
pool and slowly returmning toward the caves, when
they were confronted by a monstrous cave-lion
which stood directly between them and their cliffs
in the center of the narrow path that led down to
the pool among the tumbled rocks. Screaming, the
women were rushing madly back to the pool.

“It will do them no good,” remarked the man, a
trace of excitement in his voice. "It will do them
no good, for the lion will wait until they come out
and take as many as he can carry away; and there
is one there,” he added, a trace of sadness in his
tone, “who I hoped would soon follow me to the
Kro-lu. Together have we come up from the be-
ginning.” He raised his spear above his head and
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poised it ready to hurl downward at the lion. “She
is nearest to him,” he muttered. “He will get her
and she will never come to me among the Kro-lu,
or ever thereafter. It is useless! No warkior lives
whe could huel a weapon so great a distance.”

But even as he spoke, I was leveling my rifle upon
the great brute below; and as he ceased speaking, I
squeezed the trigger. My bullet must have struck
to a hair the point at whieh I had aimed, for it
stashed the brute’s spine back of his sheulders and
tore of thiough his heart, drepping him dead in his
tiaeks, For a mement the wemen were as teriified
By the repert of the rifle as they had Been by the
fenaee of the lion; But when they saw that the
loud neise had evidently destieyed their enemy,
they eame ecreeping ecautiously baek to examine the
€areaas.

The man, toward whom I had immediately turned
after fiirlng, lest he should pursue his threatened
attack, stood staring at me in amazement and ad-
miration.

“Why,” he asked, “if you could do that, did you
not kill me long before?”

“I told you,” I replied, “that I had no quarrel
with you. I do not care to kill men with whom I have
no quarrel.”

But he could not seem to get the idea through his
head. *I can believe now that you are not of Cas-
pak,” he admitted, “for no Caspakian would have
permitted sueh an opportunity to escape him.”
This, however, I found later to be an exaggeration,
as the tribes of the west coast and even the Kro-lu
of the east eeast are far less bloedifhirsty tham he
would have had me believe. "ARd your wespom!”
he eentinued. "You spoke trwe words when I
theught you speke lies.” And then, suddenly: “Let
us Be friends!”

I turmed to Ajor.

“Yes,” she replied.
asked to be friends?”

I was not at the time well enough aequainted
with Caspakian ways to know that truthfulness and
loyalty are two of the strongest characteristics of
these primmitive people. They are not sufficiently
cultured to have become adepts in hypocrisy, trea-
son and dissimulation. There are, of course, a few
exceptions.

“We can go north together,” continued the war-
rior. “I will fight for you, and you can fiight for
me. Until death will I serve you, for you have
saved So-al, whom I had given up as dead.” He
threw down his spear and covered both his eyes
with the palms of his twe hands. I looked inguir-
ingly teward Ajor, whoe explained as best she cotld
that this was the ferm of the Caspakiam eath of
allegiamee. *"You need never fear him after this,”
she eonchided.

“What should I do?” I asked.

“Take his hands down from before his eyes and
return his spear to him,” she explained.

I did as she bade, and the man seemed very
pleased. I then asked what I should have done had
I not wished to accept his friendship. They told
me that had I walked away, the moment that I was
out of sight of the warrior we would have become
deadly enemies again. “But I could so easily have
killed him as he stood there defenseless!” I ex-
claimed.

“Can I trust him?” I asked.
“Why not? Has he not
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“Yes,” replied the warrior, *but no man with
good sense blinds his eyes before one whom he does
not trust.”

It was rather a decent compliment, and it taught
me just how muech I might rely on the loyalty of
my new friend. I was glad to have him with us,
for he knew the eountry and was evidently a fearless
warrior. 1 wished that 1 might have reeruited a
battaliion like him.

As the women were now approaching the eliffs,
To-mar the warrior siuggested that we make our
way to the valley before they could intercept us,
as they might attempt to detaim ts and were almost
certaim to set ypen Ajor. Se we hastened dowa the
nariow path, reaehing the feet of the eliffs but a
short distance ahead of the wemmen. They ealled
after us to step; but we kept en at a rapid walk,
net wishing te have aRy tiowdie with them, whieh
eould enly result in the death of some of them.

We had proceeded about a mile when we heard
some one behind us calling Te-mar by name, and
whenr we stopped and looked around, we saw a
woman running rapidly toward ts. As she ap-
proached nearef, I eould see that she was a very
comely creatuie, and like all her sex that I had seen
in Caspak, apparently yeung.

“It is So-al!” exclaimed Teo-mar.
that she follows me thus?”

In another moment the young weman stopped,
panting, before us. She paid not the slightest at-
tention to Ajor or me; but devewring Te-mar with
her sparkling eyes, she eried: "I have risen! 1
have risem!”

“So-al!” was all that the man could say.

“Yes,” she went on, “the call came to me just be-
fore I quit the pool; but I did not know that it had
come to you. I ean see it In yotir eyes, To-mar, my
To-mar! We shall go on together!” And she threw
hersel inte his arms.

It was a very affecting sight, for it was evident
that these two had been mates for a long time and
that they had each thotght that they were about to
be separated by that strange law of evelution which
holds goed in Caspak and which was slewly unfeld-
ing befere my inereduleus mind. 1 did net then
eomprehend even a tithe of the wendreus  preeess
which gees on etermally within the eenfines o
Caprena’s barrier eliffs ner am 1 tee sure that I de
B8vEH Hew.

To-mar explained to So-al that it was I who had
killed the cave-lion and saved her life, and that
Ajor was my woman and thus entitlled to the same
loyalty whieh was my due.

At fiirst Ajor and So-al were like a couple of
stranger cats on & back fence, btit seon they began
to accept each other under something of an armed
tiuee, and later became fast friends. Se-al was a
mighty fine-looking giH, built like a tigress as te
strength and sinuesity, but withal sweet and wefh:
anly. Ajor and I eame te be very fend ef her, and
she was, 1 think, equally fend of us. Te-mar was
very mueh of 2 Mah—a savage, it yeu will, But nene
the less 2 man.

Finding that traweling in company with To-mar
made our journey both easier and safer, Ajor and
I did not continue on our way alone while the novi-
tiates delayed thelr approach to the Kro-lu eoutry
in erder that they might properly fit themselves if

“*Is she mad
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the matter of arms and apparel, but remaimed with
them. Thus we became well acquainted—to such
an extent that we looked forward with regret to the
day when they took their places among their new
comrades and we should be forced to continue upon
our way alofie. It was a fatter of mueh concern to
To-mar that the Kre-lu would tindoubtedly net re-
ceive Ajor and me in a friendly manner, and that
gonseguently we should have te aveid these peeple.

It would have been very helpful to us could we
have made friends with them, as their coumtry
abutted directly upon that of the Galus. Their
friendship would have meant that Ajor’s dangers
were practically passed, and that I had accomplished
fully one-half of my long journey. In view of what
1 had passed througth, 1 often wondered what chance
1 had to complete that jourmey Jin search of my
friends. The further sotith I sheuld tiawel on the
weost side of the island, the more frightful would
the dangers beeome as 1 neared the stamping-
greunds of the mere hidesus reptilia and the haunts
of the Alus and the He-ly, all of whieh were at the
seuthern half of the isiand ; and then if 1 sheutd net
find the members of my party, what was to become
of me? 1 esuld net live for 1eng in any pertion ef
Easpak with whieh I was familiaF; the mement my
gm&gumﬁ% wag exhausted, I sheuld be as goed as

£aa.

There was a chamnce that the Galus would receive
me; but even Ajor could not say defimitely whether
they would or no, and even provided they would,
could I retrace my steps from ihe begihniigg, after
falling te find my own people, and returh to the
tar northern land of Galus? 1 doubted it. How-
ever, I was lesrning frem Ajer, whe was more orF
less of a fatalist, a philosephy which was as neees-
sary in Caspak to peace of mind as is faith te the
deveut Christian of the outer werld.

CHAPTER V

were sitting before a little fire inside a
safe grotto one night shortly after we had
quit the cliff-dwelliings of the Band-lu, when

Se-al raised a question which it had never ocourred
to me to propound to Ajor. She asked her why she
had left her own people and how she had come so
far south as the country of the Alus, where I had
found her.

At fiirst Ajor hesitated to explain; but at last she
consented, and for the first time I heard the com-
plete story of her origin and experiences. For my
benefit she entered into greater detail of explanation
tham would have been necessary had I been a native
Caspakian.

“lI am a cos-afasily,” commenced Ajor, and then
she tummed toward me. ‘A cos-aixlly, my Tom, is a
woman” (lo) “who did not come from an egg and
thus on up framm the beginmiigy” (cor sva jo). *1
was a habe at my mother's breast. Only among the
Galus are such, and then but infrequently. The
Wieroo get most of us; but my mother hid me until
I had attaimed such size that the Wieroo could not
readily distinguish me from one who had come up
from the beginning. I knew both my mother and
my father, as only sueh as I may. My father is
high ehief ameng the Galus. His name s Jor, and
both he and my mother came up from the begin-
ning; but ene of them, prebably my mother, had
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completed the seven cycles” (Approximately seven
hundred years), “with the result that their off-
spring might be cos-ataim, or born as are all the
children of your race, my Tom, as you tell me is the
fact. I was therefore apart from my fellows in that
my children would probably be as I, of a higher
state of evolution, and so I was sought by the men
of my people; but none of them appealed to me. I
cared for none. The most persistent was Du-seen,
a huge warrior of whom my father steed in con-
sideralble fear, since 1t was quite possible that Du-
seen could wrest from him his chieftainship of the
Galus. He has a large fellowing of the newer
Galus, those most recently come up from the Kro-lu,
and as this class is usually mueh more powerful
numetically than the older Galus, and as Du-seen’s
ambition knows no bounds, we have for a long time
been expecting him to find some exeuse for a break
with Jor the High Chief, my father.

“A further complication lay in the fact that Du-
seen wanted me, while T would have none of him,
and then came evidence to my father’s ears that he
was in league with the Wieroo; a hunter, returning
late at night, came trembling to my father, saying
that he had seen Du-seen talking with a Wieroo in
a lonely spot far from the village, and that plainly
he had heard the words: ‘If you will help me, 1
will help you—I will deliver into your hands all
cos-ata-lly among the Galus, now and hereafter; but
for that service you must slay Jor the High Chief
and bring terror and confusion to his followers.’

“Now, when my father heard this, he was angry;
but he was also afraid—afraid for me, who am
cos-atwln. He called me to him and told me what
he had heard, pointing out two ways in which we
might frustrate Du-seen. The first was that I go
to Du-seen as his mate, after which he would be
loath to give me into the hands of the Wieroo or to
further abide by the wicked compact he had made
—a compact which would doom his own offfispring,
who would doubtless be as am I, their mother. The
alternative was flight until Du-seen should have
been overcome and punished. I chose the latter
and fled toward the south. Beyond the confines of
the Galu country is little danger from the Wieroo,
who seek ordinarily only Galus of the highest
orders. There are two excellent reasons for this:
One is that from the beginning of time jealousy has
existed between the Wieroo and the Galus as to
whieh constituted the higher order and therefore
whiech would eventually dominate the world. It
seems generally conceded that that race which ffirst
reaches a point of evolution which permits them
to produce young of their own species and of both
sexes must dominate all other creatures. The
Wieroo fiirst began to produce their own kind—
after whieh evolution from Galu to Wieroo ceased
graduallly until now it 1s unknown; but the Wieroo
produce only males—which is why they steal our
female young, and by stealing ees-atadly they in-
crease their own chances of eventually reproducing
both sexes and at the same tifme lessen ours. Al-
ready the Galus produce beth male and female; but
so carefully do the Wiereo wateh us that few of
the males ever grow te manheod, while even fewer
are the ferales that are not stolen away. It is in-
deed a strange eondition, for while euf greatest
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enemies hate and fear us, they dare not exterminate
us, knowing that they too would become extinct but
for us.

“Ah, but could we once get a start, I am sure that
when all were true cos-atzilv there would have been
evolved at last the true dominant race before which
all the world would be forced to bow.”

A Strange Tale of Trouble Continued

AJOR always spoke of the world as though noth-
ing existed beyond Caspak. She could net
seefn to. grasp the truth of my origin or the fact
that there were countless other peoples outside her
stern bartiwreliffs. She apparently felt that I
came from an entirely different world. Where it
was and how I ecame to Caspak from it were mat-
ters quite beyond her with which she refused to
tiouble her pretty head.

“Well,” she continued, “and so I ran away to
hide, intending to pass the cliffs to the south of
Galu and find a retreat in the Kro-lu country. It
would be dangerous, but there seemed no other way.

“The third night I took refuge in a large cave
in the cliffs at the edge of my own coumtry; upon
the following day I would cross over into the Kro-lu
country, where I felt that I should be reasonably
safe from the Wieroo, though menaced by coumntless
other dangers. However, to a cos-atailn any fate
is preferahble to that of falling into the clutches of
the frightful Wieroo, from whose land none returns.

“I had been sleeping peacefully for several hours
when I was awakened by a slight noise within the
cavern. The moon was shining brightily, illurmining
the entramce, against which I saw silhouetted the
dread figure of a Wieroco. There was no escape.
The cave was shallow, the entramce narrow. I lay
very still, hoping against hope, that the creature
had but paused here to rest and might soon depart
without discovering me; yet all the while I knew
that he came seeking me.

“I waited, scarce breathimg, watching the thing
creep stealthily toward me, its great eyes luminous
in the darkmess of the cave’s interior, and at last
I knew that those eyes were directed upon me, for
the Wieroo can see in the darkness better than evem*
the lion or the tiger. But a few feet separated us
when I sprang to my feet and dashed madly toward
my menacer in a vain effart to dodge past him and
reach the outside world. It was madness, of course,
for even had I succeeded temporarilly, the Wieroo
would have followed me and swooped down upon
me from above, As it was, he reached forth and
seized me, and though I struggled, he overpowered
me. In the duel his long, white robe was nearly
torm from him, and he became very angry, so that
he tremibled and beat his wings together in his rage.

“He asked me my name; but I would not answer
him, and that angered him still more. At last he
dragged me to the entramce of the cave, lifted me
in his arms, spread his great wings and leaping into
the air, fllapped dismally through the night. I saw
the moonlit landscape sliding away beneath me, and
then we were out above the sea and on our way to
Oo-oh, the country of the Wieroo.

“The dim outlines of Qo-oh were unfolding below
us when there came from above a loud whirring of
giant wings. The Wieroo and I glanced up simul-
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tameously, to see a pair of huge jo-oos” (flying rep-
tiles—pterodactyls) “swooping down upon us. The
Wieroo wheeled and dropped almost to sea-level,
and then raced southward in an efffort to outdistance
our pursuers. The great creatutes, notwithstand-
ing thelr enormous weight, are swift on their
wings; but the Wiereo are swifter. Ewven with my
added weight, the ereature that bere me maintained
his lead, though he esuld net inerease it. Faster
than the fastest wind we raced thiough the night,
seuthward aleng the eeast. Semetimes we rose 16
gieat heights, where the air was ehill and the
werld belew Bt a Blur of dim sutlines; But always
the jo-088 stuek clgse behind us:

“I knew that we had covered a great diistance,
for the rush of the wind by my face attested the
speed of our progress, but I had no idea where we
were when at last 1 reallized that the Wieroo was
weakening. One of the jo-oes gaimed on us and
succeeded in heading us, so that my eapter had to
turh 1A teward the epast. Furthet and further they
forced him to the left; lewer and lewer he sank.
Mere labered was his breathing, and weaker the
stroke of Ris onee pewerful wings. We wefe net

ten feet above the ground whena they evertoek us
and at the sdge ot a fterest. One of them seize
the Wieree by his right wing, and in an effert te
free himaelf, H@ 199§@q Ris grasp Upen e, drep-
EIH% Hl% 18 saﬁ Li g a Hs@m% geea 1 leaped
iy Fsﬁ and f«a%% fef the shel E@HH% §§H&E éfy

oot s i{rrrﬁg W%% FB% E%Q‘é {8 §8
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“I was saved; yet I felt that T was lost. How
far I was from the country of the Galus I could but
guess: nor did it seem probable that I ever could
make my way in safety to my native land.

“Day was breaking; soon the carnivora would
stalk forth for their first kill; I was armed only
with my knife. About me was a stramge landscape
—the flowers, the trees, the grasses, even, were
different from those of my northerm world, and pres-
ently there appeared before me a creature fully as
hideous as the Wieroo—a hairy man-thing that
barely walked erect. I shuddered, and then I fled.
Through the hideous dangers that my forbears had
endured in the earlier stages of their human evo-
lution I fled; and always pursuing was the hairy
monster that had discovered me. Later he was
joined by others of his kind. They were the speech-
less men, the Alus, from whom you rescued me, my
Tom. From then on, you know the story of my
adventures, and from the ffirst, I would endure them
all again because they led me to youw!”

It was very nice of her to say that, and I appre-
ciated it. I felt that she was a mighty nice little
girl whose friendship anyone might be glad to have;
but I wished that when she touched me, those
peculiar thrillls would not run through me. It was
most discomforting, because it reminded me of
love; and I knew that I never could love this half-
baked little barbarian. I was very much imterested
in her account of the Wieroo, which up to this time
I had considered a purely mythological crestture;
but Ajor shuddered so at even the least mention
of the name that I was loath to press the subject
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upon her, and so the Wieroo still remained a mys-
tery to me.

The Caspakian Races Explained

WHILE the Wieroo interested me greatly, I had
little time to think about them, as our waking
hours were filled with the neeessities of existenee—
the eonstant battle for sufvival whieh is the chief
occupation of the Caspakians. Te-far and Se-al
were new abeut fitted for their advent inte Kre-lu
soclety and must therefere leave us, as we éould
net aseompany them witheut inewrring great dan-
ger ourselves and running the ehanee of endanger-
ing thefd; but eash swere te be always eur friend
and assured us that sheuld we need their ald at
any time we had but te ask it; ner could I deubt
their sineerity, sinee we had been so imstrumental
n bringing them safely upen thelr jourmey toward
the Kro-lu village,

This was our last day together. In the after-
noon we should separate, To-mar and So-al going
directly to the Kro-lu village, while Ajor and I
made a detour to avoid a conflict with the archers.
The former both showed evidence of nervous appre-
hension as the time approached for them to make
their entry into the village of their new people, and
yet both were very proud and happy. They told
us that they would be well received as additions to
a tribe always are welcomed, and the more so a3
the distamce from the beginning increased, the
higher trilbes or races being far weaker numerically
than the lower. The southerm end of the island
fairly swarms with the Ho-lu, or apes; next above
these are the Alus, who are slightly fewer in num-
bers than the Ho-lu; and again there are fewer
Bo-lu than Alus, and fewer Sto-lu than Bo-lu. Thus
it goes until the Kro-lu are fewer in number than
any of the others; and here the law reverses, for
the Galus outnumber the Kro-lu. As Ajor ex-
plained it to me, the reasom for this is that as evo-
lution practically ceases with the Galus, there is
no loss among them on this score, for even the cos-
atallp are still considered Galus and remaim with
them. And Galus come up both from the west and
east coasts. There are, too, fewer carnivorous rep-
tiles at the north end of the island, and not so
many of the great and ferocious members of the
cat family as take their hideous toll of life among
the races further south.

By now I was obtaining some idea of the Cas-
pakiam scheme of evolution, which partly accounted
for the lack of young among the races I had so far
geen. Coming up from the beginning, the Cas-
pakian passes, during a single existemce, through
the various stages of evolution, or at least many of
them, through which the human race has passed
during the countless ages since life fiirst stirred
upon a new world; but the question which comtinued
to puzzle me was: What creates life at the begin-
ning, cor sva jo?

I had noticed that as we traveled northward from
the Alus’ country the land had gradually risem until
we were now several hundred feet above the level
of the inland sea. Ajor told me that the Galu
country was still higher and considerably colder,
which accounted for the scarcity of reptiles. The
change in form and kinds of the lower animals was
even more marked than the evolutionary stages of
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man. The diminutive ecca, or small horse, became
a rough-coated and sturdy little pony in the Kro-lu
country. I saw a greater number of small lions and
tigers, though many of the huge ones still per-
sisted, while the wooly mammoth was more in evi-
dence, as were several varieties of the Labyrinth-
adenta. These ereatukes, frem which God save me,
I sheuld have expeeted te find further south; but
for seme unaeceeuntable feason they gain their

featest bulk in the Kie-lu and Galu eowntries,
theugh fertunately they are rake. 1 rather imag-
ine that they are a very early ferm of life whieh
{8 rapidly nearing extinetion in Caspak, theugh
wherever they are found, they eonstitute a menaee
te all forma of life.

It was mid-aftermoon when To-mar and So-al
bade us good-bye. We were not far from the
Kro-lu village; in fact, we had approached it much
closer than we had intended, and now Ajor and 1
were to make a detour toward the sea while our
cgimgaﬂiens went directly in search of the Kro-lu
6énier.

Ajor and I had gone perhaps a mile or two and
were just about to emerge from a dense wood when
I saw that ahead of us which caused me to diraw
back into concealment, at the same time pushing
Ajor behind me. What I saw was a party of Band-
lu warriors—latge, fléeme-appeatingg men. From the
direction of thelr march 1 saw that they were re-
turming to their caves, and that If we remalned
where we were, they would pass without dis-
6OVEring us,

Presently Ajor nudged me.
oner,” she whispered.

“They have a pris-
“He is a Kro-lu.”

A Prisoner of a Higher Race

AND then I saw him, the fiirst fully developed
Kro-lu I had seen. He was a fiineloocking sav-
age, “all and straight, with a regal carriage. To-
mar was a2 handsome fellow; but this Kro-lu showed
plainly in his every physical attribute a higher
plane of evolution. While To-mar was just enter-
ing the Kro-lu sphere, this man, it seemed to -me,
must be close indeed to the next stage of his de-
velopment, which would see him an envied Galu.

“They will kill him?” I whispered to Ajor.

“The dance of death,” she replied, and I shud-
dered, so recently had I escaped the same fate. It
seemed cruel that one who must have passed safely
up through all the frightful stages of human evo-
lution within Caspak, should die at the very foot
of his goal. I raised my rifle to my shoulder and
took careful aim at one of the Band-lu. If I hit
him, T would hit two, for another was directly be-
hind the finst,

Ajor touched my arm. “What would you do?”
she asked. “They are all our enemies.”

“I am going to save him from the dance of
death,” I replied, “enemy or no enemy,” and I
squeezed the trigger. At the report, the two Band-
lu lunged forward upon their faces., I handed my
rifle to Ajor, and drawing my pistol, stepped out
in full view of the startlled party. The Band-lu did
not rum away as had some of the lower orders of
Caspakians at the sound of the rifle. Instead, the
moment they saw me, they let out a series of
demoniac war-cries, and raising their spears above
their heads, charged me.

1167

The Kro-lu stood silent and statwmesgue, watching
the proceedings. He made no attempt to escape,
though his feet were not bound and none of the
warriors remained to guard him. There were ten
of the Band-lu coming for me. I dropped three of
them with my pistel as rapidly as a fman might
count te thiee, and then fy rifle spoke close to my
left sheulder, and anether of them stumbled and
rolled over and ever Hpen the ground. Plueky little
Ajor! She had never. fired a shet befere in all her
lite, though 1 Rad taught Rer 18 sight and aim and
Rew ie squeesze the trigger instead of pulling it.
She had practised these new aceomplishments aften,
But 1itthe had t theught they weuld make a marks-
man ot her 88 quickly.

With six of their fellows put out of the fight so
easily, the remaining six sought cover behind some
low bushes and ecommenced a couneil of war. 1
wished that they would ge away, as I had ne am-
munition te waste, and I was fearful that sheuld
they institute anether eharge, seme of them woeuld
reach us, for they were already quite elese. Sud-
denly ene of them rese and launehed his spear. 1t
was the mest marvelous exhibition of speed 1 have
gver witnessed. It seemed te me that he had searee
Eam@a an upright pesition when the weapen was

alfway upen its ﬁ;eumm speeding like an AFrew
teward Ajer. ARd then It was, with that {itthe life
in danger, that 1 made the best shet 1 have ever
made 1 my life. 1 teek ne conseisys aim; it was
38 theugh My suBeBASEIRHS Mind, }FRB%H%H By 2
stonger power even tham that gk ¢ :pféééfVé’EiSIi;
ditected tmy hand.  AjgF was i BIlH &'  Simul
taneausty w% ¢ thelght my Bl@&é&sp W 18 B

i

toR, a stied {peandeseent ped E%@
aih oF 1he Hﬁ8£ EKB{H it %H ﬁg Eﬂﬁm&iﬁ gfﬁ;
E8IH §f\§‘&%§§ﬁiﬁ; Was g8 8&% ﬁﬂl IR ;

{t %W gF dISmay the st¥ Bantly F3s8 FEQM
tHelr sHEMEr and Faced away [Bward the sOUH:

I turmed toward Ajor. She was very white and
wide-eyed, for the clutching flingers of death had
all but seized her; but a little smile came to her
lips and an expression of great pride to her &ves.
"My Tom!” she said, and took my hand iA Rers.
That was all—"My Tem!” and a pressure of the
hand. Her Tem! Semething stiried within my
besem. Was it exaltation ef was it eanstamation?
Impessible. I turmed away almest brusquely.

“Come!” I said, and strode off toward the Kro-lu
prisoner.

The Kro-lu stood watehing us with stolid indiffer-
ence. I presume that he expected to be killed; but
if he did, he showed no outward sign of fear, His
eyes, indleating his preatest interest, were fixed
upen my pistel or the rifle which Ajor still carried.
I eut his bends with my knife. As 1 did se, an
expression of surprize tinged and animated the
haughty reserve of his eountenanee. He eyed me
guizzieally.

“What are you going to do with me?” he asked.

“You are free,” I replied. "Go home, if you
wish.”

“Why don’t you kill me?” he ingquired.
defenseless.”

“Why should I kill you? I have risked my life
and that of this young lady to save your life. Why,
therefore should I now take it?” Of course, 1
didn’t say “young lady” as there is fe Caspakian

“T am
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equivalent for that term; but I have to allow my-
self considerable latitude in the tramslatiom of Cas-
pakian conversation. To speak always of a bheau-
tiful young gifl as a “she” may be literal; but it
seemms far from gallant.

The Enmity of the Different Races

HE Kro-lu concentrated his steady, level gaze
upon me for at least a full minute. Then he
spoke again.

“Who are you, man of stramge skins?"” he asked,
“Your she is Galu; but you are neither Galu nor
Kro-lu nor Band-lu, nor any other sort of man
which I have seen before. Tell me from whence
comes so mighty a warrior and so generous a foe."

“It is a long story,” I replied; “but suffice it to
say that I am not of Caspak. I am a stranger here,
and—let this sink in—I am not a foe. I have no
wish to be an enemy of any man in Caspak, with
the possible exception of the Galu warrior Du-seen.”

“Du-seen!” he exclaimed. “You are an enemy
of Du-seen? And winy?”

“Because he would harm Ajor,” I replied. “You
know himm?*

“He cannot know him,” said Ajor. “Du-seen rose
from the Kro-lu long ago, taking a new name, as
all do when they enter a new sphere. He ¢annot
know him, as there is no intercourse between the
Kro-lu and the Galu.”

The warrior smiled. “Du-seen rose not so long
ago,” he said, “that I do not recall him well, and
recently he has taken it upon himself to abrogate
the ancient laws of Caspak; he has had imtercourse
with the Kro-lu. Du-seen would be chief of the
Galus, and he has come to the Kro-lu for help.”

Ajor was aghast. The thing was incredible.
Never had Kro-lu and Galu had friendly relations;
by the savage laws of Caspak they were deadly
enemies, for only so can the several races maintain
their individuality.

“Will the Kro-lu join him?" asked Ajor.
they invade the country of Jor, my father?”

“The younger Kro-lu favor the plan,” replied the
warriior, “since they believe they will thus become
Galus immediately. They hope to span the long
years of change through which they must pass in
the ordinary course of events and at a single stride
become Galus. We of the older Kro-lu tell them
that though they occupy the land of the Galu and
wear the skins and ornaments of the golden people,
still they will not be Galus till the time arrives
that they are ripe to rise. We also tell them that
even then they will never become a true Galu race,
since there will still be those among them who can
never rise. It is all right to raid the Galu cowmtry
occaslonally for plunder, as our people do; but to
attempt to conquer it and hold it is madness. For
fmy part, I have been content to walit until the call
came to me. 1 feel that it cannot now be lamg.”

“What is your name?” asked Ajor.

“Chal-az,” replied the man.

“You are chief of the Kro-lu?" Ajor comtinued.

“No, it is Al-tan who is chief of the Kre-lu of
the east,” answered Chal-az.

“And he is against this plan to invade my
father's courtny?”

“Unfortunately he is rather in favor of it,” re-

“Will

AMAZING STORIES

plied the man, “since he has about come to the con-
clusion that he is batw. He has been chief ever
since before I came up from the Band-lu, and I
can see no change in him in all those years. In
fact, he still appears to be more Band-lu than
Kro-lu. However, he is a good chief and a mighty
warrior, and if Du-seen persuades him to his cause,
the Galus may find themselves under a Kro-lu
chieftain before long—Durseen as well as the
others, for Al-tan would never consent to occupy
a subordinate position, and once he plants a vie-
torious foot tn Galu, he will not withdraw it with-
out a struggle.”

I asked them what batx meant, as I had not be-
fore heard the word. Literally tramslated, it is
equivalent to thnauwghh, fimiékkdd, done-ifer, as applied
to an individual’s evolutionary progress in Caspak,
and with this information was developed the inter-
esting fact that not every individual is capable of
rising through every stage to that of Galu. Soie
never progress beyend the Alu stage, others step
as Bo-lu, as Sto-lu, as Band-lu 6r as Kro-lu. The
Ho-lu of the fiirst generation may rise to become
Alus; the Alus of the second generation may beceme
Bo-lu, while it requires thiee generations of Be-lu
to become Band-lu, and so on until the Kre-lu's
parent on one side faust be of the sixth generation.

It was not entirely plain to me even with this
explanatiom, since I couldn’t understamd how there
could be differemt generations of peoples whe ap-
parently had no offispring. Yet I was cormmencing
to get a slight glimmer of the strange laws which
govern propagation and evolution in this weird
land. Already I knew that the warm pools whieh
always lie close to every tribal abiding-place were
closely linked with the Caspakiam scheme of evelu-
tion, and that the daily immersion of the femalss
in the greenish slimy water was In response to
some natutal law, since nelther pleasure nor elean-
liness could be derived from what seemed almost a
religious rite. Yet I was still at sea, and sesmingly,
Ajor eould not enlighten e, sinee she was ¢ompelled
to use words whieh I could net understand and
whieh It was impossible for her to explain #he
meanings of.

“She Is Mine!” A Competition

AS we stood talking, we were suddenly startled
by a commotion in the bushes and among the
boles of the trees surrounding us, and simultane-
ously a hundred Kro-lu warkiors appeared In a
rough circle about us. They gieeted Chal-az with
a volley of questions as they approached slowly from
all sides, thelr heavy bows fitted with long, sharp
artows. Upon Ajor and me they looked with covet-
ousness 1n the one instamce and suspicion in the
other; but after they had heard Chal-az’s story,
their attitude was more friendly. A huge savage
did all the talking. He was a mountain of a man,
yet perfeetly proportioned.

“This is Al-tan the chief,” said Chal-az by way
of introduction. Then he told something of my
story, and Al-tan asked me many questions of the
land from which I came. The warriors crowded
around close to hear my replies, and there were
many expressions of incredulity as I spoke of what
was to them another world, of the yacht which had
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brought me over vast waters, and of the plane that
had borne me Jo-oo-like over the summit of the
barmiercliffs. It was the mention of the hydro-
aeroplane which precipitated the fiirst outspoken
skepticism, and then Ajor came to my defense.

“I saw it with my own eyes!” she exclaimed. *“I
saw him flying through the air in battle with a
Jo-00. The Alus were chasing me, and they saw
and ran away.”

“Whose is this she?” demanded Al-tan suddenly,
his eyes fixed fliercely upon Ajor.

For a moment there was silence. Ajor looked up
at me, a hurt and questioning expression on her
face. “Whose she is this?"” repeated Al-tan.

“She is mine,” I replied, though what force it
was that impelled me to say it I could not have
told; but an instant later I was glad that I had
spoken the words, for the reward of Ajor's proud
and happy face was reward indeed.

Al-tan eyed her for several minutes and then
turmed to me. “Can you keep her?” he asked, just
the tinge of a sneer upon his face.

I laid my palm upon the grip of my pistol and
answered that I could. He saw the move, glanced
at the butt of the automatic where it protruded
from its holster, and smiled. Then he turmed and
raising his great bow, fitted an arrow and drew
the shaft far back. His warriiors, supercilious
smiles upon their faces, stood silently watching
him. His bow was the longest and the heaviest
among them all. A mighty man indeed must he be
to bend it; yet Al-tan drew the shaft back until stone
point touched his left forefinger, and he did it with
consummate ease. Then he raised the shaft to the
level of his right eye, held it there for an imstant
and released it. When the arrow stopped, half its
length protruded from the opposite side of a six-
inch tree fifty feet way. Al-tan and his warriors
turmed toward me with expressions of immense sat-
isfaction upon their faces, and them, apparently for
Ajor’'s benefit, the chieftain swaggered to and fro
a couple of times, swinging his great arms and his
bulky shoulders for all the world like a drunken
prize-fighter at a beach diance-hall.

I saw that some reply was necessary, and so in
a single motion, I drew my gun, dropped it on the
still quivering arrow and pulled the trigger. At
the sound of the report, the Kro-lu leaped back and
raised their weapons; but as I was smiling, they
took heart and lowered them again, following my
eyes to the tree; the shaft of their chief was gone,
and through the bole was a little round hole mark-
ing the path of my bullet. It was a good shot if
I do say it myself, “as shouldir't;” but necessity
must have guided that bullet; I simply had to make
a-good shot, that I might immediately establish my
position among those savage and warlike Caspakians
of the sixth sphere. That it had its effect was im-
mediately noticeable, but I am none too sure that
it helped my cause with Al-tan. Whereas he might
have condescended to tolerate me as a harmless and
interesting curiosity, he now, by the change in his
expression, appeared to consider me in a new and
unfavorable light. Nor can I wonder, knowing this
type as I did, for had I not made him ridiculous in
the eyes of his warriors, beating him at his own
game? What king, savage or civilized, could con-
done such impudence? Seeing his black scowls, I
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deemed it expedient, especially on Ajor's account, to
terminate the interview and continue upon our way:
but when I would have done so, Al-tan detaimed us
with a gesture, and his warriors pressed around us,

A Duel with a Saber-tooth Tiger

ooy THAT is the meaning of this?” I demanded,
Y and before Al-tan could reply, Chal-az
raised his volee in our behalf.

“Is this the gratitude of a Kro-lu chieftain, Al-
tan,” he asked, “to one who has served you by sav-
ing one of your warriors from the ememy—saving
him from the death dance of the Band-lhu?”

Al-tan was silent for a moment, and then his
brow cleared, and the faint imitation of a pleasant
expression struggled for existence as he said:
“The stranger will not be harmed. I wished only
to detain him that he may be feasted tonight in
the village of Al-tan the Kro-lu. In the morning
he may go his way. Al-tan will not hinder him.”

I was not entirely reassured; but I wanted to
see the interior of the Kio-lu village, and anyway
I knew that if Al-tan intended treachery I would
be no more in his power In the morning than I now
was—in fact, during the night I might find oppor-
tunity to escape with Ajor, while at the instant
neither of us eould hope to escape unseathed from
the encircling wareiors. Therefore, in order to dis-
arm him of any thought that I might emfertaln
suspicion as to his sineerity, I promptly and eour-
teously aceepted his invitatiom. His satisfaetien
was avident, and as we set off toward his village,
he walked beside e, asgking fany guestions as 16
the country from whieh 1 eame, its peeples and
thelr custems. He seemed mueh mystified By the
fact that we eould walk abread by day er night
without fear of being deveured By wild beasts eF
savage reptilles, and when 1 told him of the great
armies which we maintained, his sifple mind eould
not grasp the faet that they existed selely fer the
slaughtering of human beings.

“I am glad,” he said, “that I do net dwell in
your country among such savage peoples. Here,
in Caspak, men fight with fien when they meet—
men of different races—but thelr weapons are ffirst
for the slaylng of beasts in the ehase and in de-
fense. We do not fashion weapens selely for the
killing of man as do your peoples. Your EoOuMiry
must indeed be a savage eountry, from whieh you
are fortunate to have eseaped te the peaece and
secuirity of Caspak.”

Here was a new and refreshing viewpeint; nor
could I take exception to it after what I had told
Al-tan of the great war whiech had been raging in
Europe for over two years before I left home.

On the march to the Kro-lu village we were con-
tinually stalked by innumerablle beasts of prey, and
three tirnes we were attacked by frightful crea-
tures; but Al-tan took it all as a matter of course,
rushing forward with raised spear or sending a
heavy shaft into the body of the attacker and then
returning to our conversatiom as though ne inter-
ruption had occuwrred, Twice were mefbers of his
band mauled, and one was killed by a huge and
bellicose rhinoceros: but the instant the aetion was
over, it was as though it never had oecuried. The
dead man was stripped of his belengings and left



1170

where he had died; the carmivora would take care
of his burial. The trophies that these Kro-lu left
to the meat-eaters would have turmed an English
big-game hunter green with envy. They did, it is
true, cut all the edible parts from the rhino and
carry them home; but already they were pretty
well weighted down with the spoils of the chase, and
only the fact that they are particularly fond of
rhino-meat ecaused them to do so.

They left the hide on the pieces they selected, as
they use it for sandals, shield-covers, the hilts of
their knives and various other purposes where
tough hide is desirable. I was much interested in
their shields, especially after I saw one used in
defense .agalnst the attack of a saber-tooth tiger.
The huge creature had charged us without warning
from a clump of dense bushes where it was lying
up after eating. It was met with an avalanche of
spears, some of which passed entirely through its
body, with such foree were they huiled. The
charge was frem a very shert distamee, requiring
the use of the spear rather than the bow and arrow;
but after the launehing of the spears, the men not
direetly in the path ef the eharge sent belt after
belt inte the great eareass with almest ineredible
rapidity. The beast, sereaming with pain and
fage, bere dewn Upen Chal-az while 1 steed helpless
with my ritle for fear of hitting ene of the war-
Fiers whe were 6lesing in upen it. But Chal-az was
ready. ThRrewing aside his bew, he erevehed Be-
hind his large oval shield, in the eenter of whieh
was a hele abeut six 1nehes in diameter. The shield
was held By tight loeps t8 his left arm, while in
Ris right hand He grawped Ris heavy knife.
Bristling with spears and arwews, the great eat
huried iselt upon the shield, and dewn went €hal:
a2 upen Ris Pack with the §hs% d 8{1%!&%!{ COvEring
him. The tiger clawed and Bit at the heav
FREDOCRIRY fitHR wuh witeh the shield was faeed,
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The Caspak Village

EEN Chal-az arese, he glanced at the sky

and rematked that it looked llke rain. The
others already had resumed the march toward the
village. The ineident was closed. For sofme unae-
gountable reason the wheole thing reminded me of
a friend of mine who onee shet a eat in his baek-
yard. For thiee weeks he talked of nething else.
It was almost dark when we reached the village—

a large palisaded inclosure of several hundred leaf-
thatched huts set in groups of from two to seven.
The huts were hexagonal in form, and where
grouped were joined so that they resernbled the cells
of a beehive. One hut meant a warrior and his mate,
and each additional hut in a group indicated an
additionall female. The palisade whieh surrounded
the village was of logs set close together and woven
into a solld wall with tough creepers which were
planted at their base and traited to weave i and
out to bind the logs together. The logs slanted
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outward at an angle of about thirty degrees, in
which position they were held by shorter logs em-
bedded in the ground at right angles to them and
with their upper ends supporting the longer pieces
a trifle above their cemters of equilibrium. Along
the top of the palisade sharpened stakes had been
driven at all sorts of angles.

The only opening into the inclosure was through
a small aperture three feet wide and three feet high,
which was closed from the inside by logs about six
feet long laid horizontailly, one upon another, he-
tween the inside face of the palisade and two other
braced logs which patallielied the face of the wall
upon the inside.

As we entered the village, we were greeted by a
not unfriendly crowd of curious warriors and
women, to whom Chal-az generously explained the
service we had rendered him, whereupon they
showered us with the most well-meant attentions,
for Chal-az, it seemed, was a most popular member
of the tribe. Necklaces of lion- and tigei-teeth, bits
of dried meat, finely tammed hides and earthen peots,
beautifully decorated, they thrust upon us until we
were loaded down, and all the while Al-tan glared
balefully upon us, seemingly jealous of the atten-
tions heaped upon us because we had served
Chal-az,

At last we reached a hut that they set apart for
us, and there we cooked our meat and some vege-
tables the women brought us, and had milk from
cows—the flirst I had had in Caspak—and cheese
from the milk of wild goats, with heney and thin
bread made from wheat flour of their own grinding,
and grapes and the fermented juice of grapes. It
was quite the most wonderful meal I had eaten sirice
I quit the Toveadlyr and Bowen J. Tyler’s ecolsred
chef, who could make pork-chops taste like chicken,
and chicken taste like heaven,

CHAPTER VI

A4 THTER dinner I rolled a cigaret and stretehed
A myself at ease tipon a pile of furs before

the doorway, with Ajor's head pillowed in
my lap and a feeling of great content pervading
me. It was the flirst time sinee my plane had topped
the barrier¢liffs of Caspak that I had felt any sense
of peace or security. My hand wandeied te the
velvet cheek of the girl I had elaired as mine, and
to her luxuriant hair and the gelden fillet whieh
bound it close to her shapely head, Her slender
fingerss groping upward seught mine and drew them
to her lips, and then I gathered her iR My AFmMS
and erushed her to e, smethering her meuth with
a long, long kiss, 1t was the fiwst time that pas-
sion had tinged my interceurse with Ajer. We were
alone, and the hut was eurs until MeFRing.

But now from beyond the palisade in the diree-
tion of the main gate came the hallooing of men
and the answering calls and queries of the guard,
We listened. Returning huateis, ne deubt. We
heard them enter the village amidst the barking
dogs. I have forgotten to mention the degs 6f the
Kro-lu. The village swarmed with them, gaunt,
wolflike creatures that guarded the herd By day
when it grazed without the palisade, ten degs t8
a cow. By night the eows were herded in an Owier
Inclosure roofed against the enslaughts of the ear-
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nivorous cats; and the dogs, with the exception of
a few, were brought into the village; these few
well-tested brutes remaimed with the herd. Durin
the day they fed plentifully upon the beasts o
prey which they killed in protection of the herd,
so that their keep amounted to nothing at all.

Shortly after the commotion at the gate had
subsided, Ajor and I arose to enter the hut, and
at the same time a warrior appeared from one of
the twisted alleys which, lying between the iirregu-
larly placed huts and groups of huts, form the
stieets of the Kro-lu village. The fellow halted
before us and addressed me, saying that Al-tan de-
sired my presemce at his hut. The wording of the
invitation and the manner of the messenger threw
me entirely off my guard, so cordial was the one
and respeetful the other, and the result was that
1 went willingly, telling Ajor that 1 would return
presently., 1 had laid my arms and ammunition
aside as seen as we had taken over the hut, and 1
left them with Ajer new, as I had noticed that aside
from their hunting-ihives the fen of Kie-lu bere
ne weapens abeut the village stieets. There was af
atmosphere of peace and seeurity within that village
that 1 had net heE@@ {0 experienee within Caspak,
and after what 1 had passed thiough, it ust have
east a numMBIng §Eall over my faeulties of judgment
and reason. 1 Rad eaten of the letus-Hewer ef
safety; dangers ne lenger thieakened for they had
eeased 1o be.

The messenger led me through the lLelygrinthine
alleys to an open plaza near the center of the vil-
lage. At one end of this plaza was a long hut,
much the largest that I had yet seen, before the
door of which were many warriors. I could see
that the intertor was lighted and that a great num-
ber of men were gathered within. The dogs about
the plaza were as thick as fleas, and those I ap-
proached closely evinced a strong desire to deveur
me, thelr neses evidently apprising them of the
faect that I was of an alien race, sinee they paid ne
attention whatever to my eompanien. Onee inside
the eouncil-hut, for sueh it appeared te be, I feund
a large eoncourse of warriers seated, 6f rather
squatted, around the fféeat. At ene end ef the eval
space whieh the warriers left dewn the eenter of
the rooin steed Al-tan and anether warrier whem 1
immediately recegnized as a Galu, and then 1 saw
that there were faRy Galus present. Abeut the
walls were a Aumber of filaming terches stuek i
heles in a elay plaster whieh evidently served the
pukpese of ij@V@ﬂﬁ[ﬂg the inflammable weed and
gragses of whieh the Rut was eompesed frem being
ignited by the tfiames. Lying abeut ameng the wai-
riors or wandering restiessly to and fre were a
Aumber of savage degs:

The warriors eyed me curiously as I entered,
especially the Galus, and then I was conducted into
the center of the group and led forward toward
Al-tan. As I advamced, I felt one of the dogs sniff-
ing at my heels, and of a sudden a great brute
leaped upon my back. As I tumhed to thrust it
aside before its fangs found a hold upon me, I be-
held a huge Airedale leaping framtically about me.
The grinning jaws, the half-closed eyes, the back-
laid ears spoke to me louder than might the werds
of man that here was ne savage enermy but a joy-
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ous friend, and them I recognized him, and fell to
one knee and put my arms about his neck while he
whined and cried with joy. It was Nobs, dear old
Nobs, Bowen Tyler's Nobs, who had loved me next
to his master.

“Where is the master of this dog?" I asked, turn-
ing toward Al-tan.

The chieftain inclined his head toward the Galu
standing at his side. ‘“He belongs to Du-seen the
Galu,” he replied.

“He belongs to Bowen J. Tyler, Jr., of Santa
Monica,” I retorted, “and I want to know where his
master is.”

The Galu shrugged. “The dog is mine,” he said.
“He came to me cor-seajgp, and he is unlike any
dog in Caspak, being kind and docile and yét a killer
when aroused. I would not part with him. I do
not know the man of whom you speak.”

So this was Du-seen! This was the man from
whom Ajor had fital. I wondered if he knew that
she was here. 1 wondered if they had sent for me
because of her; but after they had commenced to
question me, my mind was relieved; they did net
mention Ajor. Thelr Interest seemed centered uipon
the strange world from which I had come, my jour-
ney toe Caspak and my intentions now that I had
ariiiwed, I answered them frankly as I had nething
to conceal and assured them that my only wish was
to find my friends and returh to My own EOWMIFY,
In the Galu Du-seen and his warkiors I saw some:-
thing of the explanation of the terin “golden race”
whieh is applied te them, for their ernaments and
weapens were either yhollly of beaten geld er heav-
ily decorated with the preeieus metal. They were
a very impesing set of men—tall and straight and
handseme. Abeut their heads were bands ef geld
like that whieh Ajer were, and frem their left
sheulders depended the lespard-tails of the Galus.
1h addition to the deer-skin tuhie Which comstituied
the Fﬁﬁiief' portion of their appaiel, eaeh earied a
light blanket of Barbarie yet Beautibul design—the
firgt evidenee of weaving 1 had seen I Caspak.
Ajor had had ne Blanket, Raving 1ast it during her
Aighic from the attentions of DU-seen; ner was she
§8 heavily inerusted with geld as these male mem:-
bers of Rer tribe.

The audience must have lasted fully an hour
when Al-tan signified that I might returm to my
hut. All the time Nobs had lain quietly at my feet:
but the instant that I turmed to leave, he was up
and after me. Du-seen called to him; but the ter-
rier never even so mueh as looked in his direction,
I had almost reached the doorway leading frem the
council-hall when Al-tan rose and called after me.
“Stop!” he shouted. "Stop, stranger! The beast
of Du-seen the Galu fellows yeu.”

“The dog is not Du-seen’s,” I replied. “He be-
longs to my friends, as I told you, and he prefers te
stay with me until his master Is found.” And 1
turmed again to resume my way. I had taken but a
few steps when I heard a commotion behind me, and
at the same moment a man leaned close and whis-
pered "Kazart!” close te my ear—Fkazar, the Cas-
pakian equivalent of bewawe. It was Te-man AS
he spoke, he tuted quiekly away as theugh leaith
to have others see that he knew me, and at the
same instant 1 wheeled te diseover Du-geen striding
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rapidly after me. Al-tan followed him, and it was
evident that both were angry.

Du-seen, a weapon half drawn, approached trucu-
lently. “The beast is mine,” he reiterated. *“Would
you steal him?”

“He is not yours nor mine,” I replied, “and I
am not stealing him. If he wishes to follow you,
he may; I will not interfere; but if he wishes to
follow me, he shall; nor shall you prevent.” 1
turned to Al-tan. “Is not that fair?” I demanded.
“Let the dog choose his master.”

Nobs to the Rescue

U-SEEN, without waiting for Al-tan’s reply,

reached for Nobs and grasped him by the
serufff of the neck. I did not interfere, for 1
guessed what would happen; and it did. With a
savage giowl Nobs tuimed like lightning upon, the
Galu, wrenched loose from his hold and leaped for
his throat. The man stepped back and warded off
the first attack with a heavy blow of his fist, imme-
diately drawing his knife with whieh to meet the
Airedale’s return. And Nebs would have returned,
all right, had I net spoken to him. In & low voiee
1 ealled him to heel. For just an instant he hesi-
tated, standing there tiembling and with bared
fangs, glaring at his foe; but he was well trained
and had been eut with me quite as mueh as he had
with Bowen—in faet, I had had mest to de with
his early training; then he walked slowly and very
stiff-lepged to his place behind fme.

Du-seen, red with rage, would have had it out
with the two of us had not Al-tan drawn him to one
side and whispered 1n his ear—upon which, with a
grunt, the Galu walked straight back to the opposite
end of the hall, while Nobs and I continued upon
our way toward the hut and Ajor. As we passed
out into the village plaza, I saw Chal-az—we were
80 close to one another that I could have reached
out and touched him—amd our eyes met: but though
1 greeted him pleasantly and paused to speak to
him, he brushed past me witheut a sign of recegni-
tion. 1 was puzzled at his behavier, and then I
reealled that Te-mar, theugh he had warmed e,
had appeared net te wish to seem friendly with me.
I eould net understand their attitude, and was try=
ing te puzzle eut seme sort of explanation, when
the matter was suddenly driven frem my mind by
the report of a fitieearn, Instantly I broke inte &
Fuin, fy Brain i a whirl of ferebedings, fer the
éulg fiirearmfs in the Kie:=lu eountry were these 1
had left in the hut with Ajer.

That she was in danger I could not but fear, as
ihe was now something of an adept in the handling
of both the pistol and rifle, a fact which largely
eliminated the chance that the shot had come from
an accidentally discharged fifircearm. When I left
the hut, I had felt that she and I were safe among
friends; no thought of danger was in my mind ; but
since my audiemce with Al-tan, the presemce and
bearing of Du-seen and the stramge attitude of both
To-mar and Chal-az had each contributed toward
arousing my Suspicions, and now I ran along the
namiow, winding alleys of the Kro-lu village with
my heart fairly in my mouth.

I am endowed with an excellent sense of direction,
which has been greatly perfected by the years I
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have spent in the mountains and upon the plains
and deserts of my native state, so that it was with
little or no difficuity that I found my way baeck to
the hut in which I had left Ajor. As I entered the
doorway, I called her name aloud. There was no
response. I drew a box of matches from my pocket
and struck a light, and as the flame fllared up, a
half-dozen brawny warriors leaped upon me from
as many directions; but even In the brief instant
that the fllare lasted, I saw that Ajor was not within
the hut, and that my arms and amfaunition had
been refmoved,

As the six men leaped upon me, an angry growl
burst from behind them. I had forgotten Nobs.
Like a demon of hate he sprang among those Kro-lu
fightihnge men, tearimg, rending, ripping with his
long tusks and his mighty jaws. They had me
down in an instant, and it goes without saying that
the six of them could have kept me there had it not
been for Nobs: but while I was struggling to throw
them off, Nobs was springing first upon one and
then upon another of them until they were se put
to it to preserve their hides and their lives from
him that they could give me only a small part of
their attention. One of them was assiduously at-
tempting to strike me on the head with his stone
hatehet; but I eaught his arm and at the same
time turhed over upen my belly, after whieh it took
but an instant to get my feet under me and rise
suddenly.

As I did so, I kept a grip upon the man’s arm,
carrying 1t over one shoulder.” Then I leaned sud-
denly forward and huiled my antagonist over my
head to a nasty fall at the oppesite side of the hut.
In the dim light of the interier I saw that Nebs
had already aeceounted for ene of the others—ene
whe lay very quiet dUpen the filkoy—whin the four
refaining upen their feet were striking at Rim with
knives and Ratehets.

Running to the side of the man I had just put
out of the fiightimg;, I seized his hatechet and knife,
and in another moment was in the thiek of the
argument. I was no match for these savage war-
riors with their own weapons and would soon have
gone down to ignominious defeat and death had
it not been for Nobs, who alone was a mateh for
the four of them. I never saw any eéreature 86 quick
upon its feet as was that great Airedalle, nor siich
frightful ferocity as he manifested in his attaeks.
It was as much the latter as the former which con-
teibuted to the undoing of our enemies, who, aceus-
tomed though they were to the ferocity of terrible
creatures, seemed awed by the sight of this strange
beast from another world battling at the side of
his equally strange master. Yet they were no
cowards, and only by teamwork did Nebs and I
overcome them at last. We would rush for a man,
simultaneously and as Nobs leaped for him upen
one side, I would strike at his head with the stone
hatchet from the ether.

As the last man went down, I heard the running
of many feet approaching us from the direction of
the plaza. To be captured now would mean death:
yet I could not attempt to leave the village without
firstt ascertalning the whereabouts of Ajor and re-
leasing her if she were held a captive. That I could
escape the village I was not at all sure; but of one
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thing I was positive; that it would do neither Ajor
nor myself any service to remain where I was and
be captured; so with Nobs, bloody and happy, fol-
lowing at heel, I turmed down the fiirst alley and
slunk away in the direction of the northern end of
the village.

Frimdless and alone, hunted through the dark
labyrinths of this savage community, I seldom have
felt more helpless than at that moment; yet far
transeending any fear which I may have felt for
my own safety was my concern for that of Ajor.
What fate had befallen her? Where was she, and
in whose power? That I should live to learn the
answers to these queries I doubted; but that I
should face death gladly in the attemmpt—aof that
I was certain. And why? With all my concern for
the welfare of my friends who had accompanied me
to Caprona, and of my best friend of all, Bowen J.
Tyler, Ji., I never yet had experiemced the almost
paralyzing fear for the safety of any other crea-
ture which now threw me alternately into a fever
of despalr and into a cold sweat of apprehension
as my mind dwelt upon the fate of one bit of half-
gavage femininity of whose very existemnce I had
fet even dreamed a few short weeks before.

What was this hold she had upon me? Was I
bewitched, that my mind refused to function
sanely, and that judgment and reasom were de-
throned by some mad sentiment which I steadfastly
refused to believe was love? I had never been in
love. I was not in love now—the very thought was
preposterous. How could I, Thomas Billings, the
right-hand man of the late Bowen J. Tyler, Sr., one
of Ameriea’s foremost captains of Industry and the
greatest man in California, be in love with a—a—
the word stuck in my thioat: yet by my own Amer-
jean standards Ajor could be nothing else; at home,
for all her beauty, for all her delicately tinted skin,
little Ajor by her appaiel, by the habits and cus-
toms and manners of her people, by her life, weould
have been classed as a squaw. Tom Billings in love
with a squaw! 1 shuddeied at the thought.

And then there came to my mind, in a sudden,
brilliant flash upon the screen of recollection the
plcture of Ajor as I had last seen her, and I lived
again the delicious moment in which we had clung
to one another, lips smothering lips, as I left her
to go to the council hall of Al-tan; and I could have
kicked myself for the snob and the cad that my
thoughts had proven me—me, who had always
prided myself that I was neither the one nor the
other!

These things ran through my mind as Nobs and I
made our way through the dark village, the voices
and footsteps of those who sought us still in our
ears. These and many other things. I could not
escape the incontrovertitble fact that the little fig-
ure round which my recollections and my hopes
entwined themselves was that of Ajor—heloved
barbarian! My reveries were broken in upon by a
hoarse whisper from the black interior of a hut past
which we were making our way. My name was
called in a low voice, and a man stepped out beside
me as I halted with raised knife. It was Chal-az.

“Quick!” he warmed. “In here! It is my hut,
and they will not search it.”

I hesitated, recalling his attitude of a few min-
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utes before; and as though he had read my
thoughts, he said quickly: “I could not speak to
you in the plaza without danger of arousing sus-
picions which would prevent me aiding you later,
for word had gone out that Al-tan had turmned
against you and would destroy you—this was after
Du-seen the Galu arrived.”

Ajor, the Beautiful Caspakian, Safe

FOLLOWED him into the hut, and with Nobs

at our heels we passed through several chambers
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her way out over the top of the palisade, armed
only with her knife.”

“Then I must go,” I said, rising. Nobs rose and
shook himself. He had been dead alseep when I
spoke.

“Yes,” agreed Chal-az, “you must go at once. It
is almost dawn. Du-seem leaves at daylight to
search for her.” He leaned close to my ear and
whispered: “There are many to follow and help
you. Al-tan has agieed to aid Du-seen against the
Galus of Jor; but there are many of us who have
combined to rise against Al-tan and prevent this
ruthlless desecration of the laws and customs of the
Kio-lu and of Caspak. We will rise as Luata has
ordained that we shall rise, and only thus. No boetu
may win the estate of a Galu by treachery and force
of armns while Chal-az lives and can wield a heavy
bow and a sharp spear with true Kro-lus at his
baek!”

“T hope that I may live to aid you,"” I replied. “If
I had my weapons and my ammunitiiom, 1 could do
much. Do you know where they are?”

“No,” he said, “they have disappeared.” And
then: “Wait! You cannot go forth half armed,
and garbed as you are. You are going into the
Galu country, and you must go as a Galu. Comel”
And without waiting for a reply, he led me into
another apartmmemt, or to be more explicit, ancther
of the several huts which formed his -cellular
dwelling.

Here was a pile of skins, weapons and @rnaments.
“Remove your stramge apparel,” said Chal-az, “and
I will fit you out as a true Galu, I have slain sev-
eral of them in the raids of my early days as a
Kro-lu, and here are their trappings.”

Dressing and Arming in Caspakian Style

I SAW the wisdom of his suggestion, and as my
clothes were by now so ragged as to but half
conceal my nakedness, I had no regrets in laying
them aside. Stripped to the skin, I donned the red-
deer-skin tumic, the leopard-tail, the golden fTllit,
arthlets and leg-ornaments of a Galu, with the belt,
seabbard and knife, the shield, spear, bow and
ariow and the long rope which I learmed now for
the fiirst time is the distimnctive weapon of the Galu
warrior. It is a rawhide rope, not dissimilar to
those of the Western plains and cow-camps of my
youth. The homdlu I1s a golden oval about which is
braided the rawhide, making a heavy and aceowrate
weight for the thiowing of the noose. This heavy
hendfn, Chal-az explained, is used as a weapon, be-
ing thiown with great force and accuracy at an
enermy and then eoiled in for another cast. In hunt-
ing and in battle, they use both the noose and the
hendru. If several warriots suriound a single foe-
fAan 6f quarry, they rope it with the noose from
several sides; but a single warrior against a lone
antagonist will attempt to braim his fee with the
metal eval.

I could not have been more pleased with any
weapon, short of a rifle, which he could have found
for me, since I have been adept with the rope from
early childhood; but I must confess that I was less
favorably inclined toward my apparel. In so far
as the sensation was concerned, I might as well have
been entirely naked, so short and light was the
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tumic. When I asked Chal-azz for the Caspakian
name for rope, he told me ga, and for the fiirst time
I understood the derivation of the word Galw, which
means ropeman.

Entirely outfitted I would not have known my-
self, so stramge was my garb and my armament.
Upon my back were slung my bow, ariews, shield,
and short spear; from the center of my girdle de-
pended my knife; at my right hip was my stone
hatchet; and at my left hung the coils of my long
rope. By reaching my right hand over my left
shoulder, I could seize the spear or arrows; my
left hand could find my bow ever fy right shoulder,
while a veritable eontortionist-act was neeessary to
place my shield In front of me and upen my left
arth. The shield, long and eval, is utilized more as
back-armor tham as a defense against froatal at-
tack, for the close-set aimlets of gold upen the
left fore-arm are primeipally depended upen to ward
off knife, spear, hatehet, of ariew from ia fremi;
but against the greater &anmivera and the attacks
of several human antagomists, the shield is wtilized
te its best advantage and earried By leeps upeh the
left arm,

Fully equipped, except for a blanket, I followed
Chal-az from his domicile into the dark and de-
serted alleys of Kro-lu. Silently we crept along,
Nobs silent at heel, toward the nearest portion of
the palisade. Here Chal-az bade me farewell, tell-
ing me that he hoped to see me soon among the
Galus, as he felt that “the call soon would corme”
to him. I thamked him for his loyal assistance and
promised that whether I reached the Galu cowmiry
or not, I should always stand ready to repay his
kindness to me, and that he could ecount on e in
the revolution against Al-tan,

CHAPTER VII

RUN up the inclined surface of the pali-
sade and drop to the groumd outside was the
work of but a moment, or would have been

but for Nobs. I had to put my rope about him
after we reached the top, lift him over the sharp-
ened stakes and lower him upon the outside. To
find Ajor in the unknowmn country to the nerth
seemed rather hopeless; yet I could do no less than
try, praying In the meanwhille that she would come
through unscathed and ln safety to her father,

As Nobs and I swung along in the growing light
of the coming day, I was impressed by the lessen-
ing numbers of savage heasts the farther north 1
traweled. With the decrease among the earniveora,
the herbivora increased in quantity, though any-
where in Caspak they are suffidiently plentiful to
furnish ample food for the meat-eaters of each
locality. The wild cattle, antelope, deer, and horses
I passed showed changes In evolution froem their
cousins farther south. The kine were smaller and
less shaggy, the horses larger. North of the Kre-lu
village I saw a small band of the latter of about
the size of those of our old Western pleins—sueh
as the Indians bred in former days and to a lesser
extent even now, They were fat and sleek, and 1
looked upon them with covetous eyes and with
thoughts that any old eew-purieher may well imag:
ine I might entertain after having heefed it feF
weeks; but they were wary, seaiee permitting me
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to approach within bow-and-arrow range, much less
within roping-distance; yet I still had hopes whieh
I never diiscarded.

Twice before noon we were stalked and e¢harged
by man-eaters; but even though I was without fire-
arms, I still had ample protection in Nobs, who
evidently had learned something of Caspakian hunt
rules under the tutorage of Du-seen or some other
Galu, and of course a great deal more by experi-
ence. He always was on the alert for damgerous
foes, invariaibly warning me by low growls of the
approach of a large carnivorous animal long before
I could either see or hear it, and then when the
thing appeared, he would run snapping at his heels,
drawing the charge away from me until I found
safety in some tree; yet never did the wily Nobs
take an unnecessary chance of mauling. He would
dart in and away so quickly that not even the light-
ning-like movements of the great cats could reach
him. I have seen him tantalize them thus until
they fairly screamed in rage.

The greatest inconvenience the man-eaters caused
was the delay, for they have a nasty habit of
keeping one treed for an hour or more if balked in
their designs; but at last we came in sight of a
line of cliffs running east and west across our path
as far as the eye could see in either direction,
and I knew that we had reached the matural
boundary which marks the line between the Kro-lu
and Galu countries. The southern face of these cliffs
loomed high and forbidding, rising to an altitude of
some two hundred feet, sheer and precipitous, with-
out a break that the eye could perceive. How I
was to find a crossing I could not guess. Whether
to search to the east toward the still loftier barrier-
cliffs fronting upon the ocean, or westward in the
direction of the inland sea was a question which
baffled me. Were there many passes or only one?
I had no way of knowlng. I could but trust to
ehance. It never occurred to me that Nobs had
fnade the erossing at least onee, possibly a greater
Aumber of times, and that he might lead me to
the pass; and so it was with no idea of assistance
that 1 appealed te him as a man alene with a dumb
brute se eften does.

“Nobs,” I said, “how the devil are we going to
cross those cliffis?"

I do not say that he understwod me, even though
I realize that an Airedale is a mighty imtelligemt
dog; but I do swear that he seemed to understand
me, for he wheeled about, barking joyously, and
trotted off toward the west; and when I didn’t fol-
Jow him, he ran back to me, barking furiously, and
at last taking hold of the calf of my leg in an efffort
to pull me along in the direetion he wished e to
go. Now, as my legs were naked and Nebs' jaws
are much mere powerful tham he realizes, 1 gave
in and followed him, for I knew that I might as
well go west as east, as far as any knewledge 1 had
of the correct direetion went.

We followed the base of the cliffs for a comsider-
able distamce. The groumd was rolling and tree-
dotted and covered with grazing animals, alone, if
pairs and in herds—a motley aggregation of the
modern and extinet herbivora of the werld. A
huge woolly mastodon stood swaying te and fre if
the shade of a giant fern—a mighty bull with ener-
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mous upcurving tusks. Near him grazed an
aurochs bull with a cow and calf, close beside a lone
rhinoceros asleep in a dust-hole. Deer, antelope,
bison, horses, sheep, and goats were all in sight
at the same time, and at a little distamce a giant
megatherium reared up on its huge tail and massive
hind feet to tear the leaves from a tall tiee. The
forgotten past rubbed flanks with the present—
while Tom Billings, modern of the moderns, passed
in the garb of a pre-Glacial man, and before him
trotted a creature of a breed searce sixty years
gl_d. Nobs was a parvenu; but it failed to weorry

im,

As we neared the inland sea we saw more flying
reptiles and several great amphibians, but none of
them attacked us. In the middle of the aftermoon
as we were topping & rise, I saw something that
brought me to a sudden stop. Calling Nobs in a
whisper, I cautioned him to silence and kept him
at heel while I threw myself flat and watched, from
behind a sheltering shrub, a body of warriors ap-
proaching the cliff from the south. 1 could see
that they were Galus, and I guessed that Du-seen
led them. They had taken a shorter route to the
pass and so had overhauled me. I could see them
plainly, for they were no great distamee away, and
I saw with relief that Ajor was not with them.

The cliffs before them were broken and ragged,
those coming from the east overlapping the cliffs
from the west. Into the defile formed by this over-
lapping the party ffltstl. I could see them climmbing
upward for a few minutes, and then they disap-
peared from view. When the last of them had
passed from sight, I rose and bent my steps in the
direction of the pass—the same pass toward whieh
Nobs had evidently been leading me. I went warily
as I approached It, for fear the party might have
halted to rest. If they hada’t halted, I had ne
fear of belng discovered, for I had seen that the
Galus maiched without peint, flenkeis 6F rear
guard; and when I reached the pass and saw a
narfow ofe-man tiail leading upward at a stikf
angle, 1 wished that 1 were ehief of the Galus fer
a few weeks. A dozen men eould held off forever
In that narrow pass all the herdes which might be
brought up from the seuth; yet there it lay entirely
unguaided.

The Galus might be a great people in Caspak;
but they were pititully inefficient in even the sif-
pler forms of military tacties. 1 was surprized that
even a man of the Stone Age should be se lacking
in military perspieacity. Du-seen drepped far Be-
low par in my estimation as 1 saw the slevenly
formation of his tieep as it passed through ah
enermy country and entered the demain of the chief
against whoti he had risen in revelt; But Du-seen
must have knrewn Jor the ehief and khewn that JoF
weuld net be waiting for Him at the pass. Never:
theless he teek unwarramied ehanees, With 6ne
squad of heme-guard eompany 1 esuld Rave €on:
guered Caspak.

Nobs and I followed to the summit of the pass,
and there we saw the party defiling into the Galu
country, the level of which was net, on an average,
over fifty feet below the summit of the eliffs and
about a hundred and fifty feet above the adjacent
Kro-lu domain. Immediately the landscape ehanged.
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The trees, the flowers and the shrubs were of a
hardier type, and I realized that at night the Galu
blanket might be almost a necessity., Acacia awf
eucalyptus predominated among the trees; yet there
were ash and oak and even pine and fir and hem-
lock. The tiee-life was riotous. The forests were
dense and filled with enormous trees. From the
summnit of the cliff I eould see forests rising hun-
dreds of feet above the level upon which I stood,
and even at the distamce they were from me I real-
ized that the boles were ot gigantic size.

A Good Bow-shot

%TI‘ last I had come to the Galu country. Though
not conceived in Caspak, I had indeed come up
eor-uarjpo—ffirom the beginning I had come up
thiough the hideous horrors of the lower Caspakian
spheres of evolution, and I could not hut feel some-
thing of the elation and pride which had filled
To-mar and Seo-al when they realized that the call
had eefe to them and they were about to rise from
the estate of Band-lus to that of Kro-lus. I was
glad that T was net Jaa,

But where was Ajor? Though my eyes searched
the wide landscape before me, I saw nothing otther
than warriors of Du-seen and the beasts of the
fields and the forests. Surmoumded by forests, 1
could see wide plains dotting the country as far as
the eye could reach; but nowhere was a sign of a
small Galu she—the beloved she whom I would have
given my right hand to see.

Nobs and I were hungry; we had not eaten since
the preceding night, and below us was game—deer,
sheep, anything that a hungry hunter might crave;
so down the steep trail we made our way, and then
upon my belly with Nobs crouching low behind
me, I crawled toward a small herd of red deer feed-
ing at the edge of a plain close beside a forest.
There was ample cover, what with solitary trees
and dotting bushes, so that I found no difficuilty in
stalking up wind to within fifty feet of my gquawrry—
a large, sleek doe unaccompanied by a fawn.
Greatly then did I regret my rifle. Never in my
life had I shet an arrow: but I knew how it was
done, and fiiting the shaft to my steing, I aimed
earefully and let drive. At the same instant I
called te Nobs and leaped to my feat.

The arrow caught the doe full in the side, and
in the same moment Nobs was after her. She
turmed to flee with the two of us pursuing her, Nobs
with his great fangs bared and I with my shaort
spear poised for a cast. The balance &f the herd
sprang quickly away; but the hurt doe lagged, and
in a moment Nobs was beside her and had leaped
at her thioat. He had her down when I came up,
and I filnished her with my spear. It didn’t take
me long to have a fire golng and a steak broiling,
and while I was preparing for my own feast, Nobs
was filling himself with raw venison. Never have
I enjoyed a meal so heartily,

For two days I searched fruitlessly back and
forth from the inland sea almost to the barrier
cliffs for some trace of Ajor, and always I trended
northward; but I saw no sign of any human be-
ing, not even the band of Galu warriors under Du-
seen: and then I commenced to have misgivings.
Had Chal-az spoken the truth to me when he said
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that Ajor had quit the village of the Kro-lu?
Might he not have been acting upon the orders of
Al-tan, in whose savage bosom might have lurked
some small spark of shame that he had attempted
to do to death one who had befriended a Kro-lu
warrior—a guest who had brought no harm upon
the Kro-lu race—and thus have sent me out upon
a fruitless mission in the hope that the wild beasts
wotulld do what Al-tan hesitated to do? I did not
know: but the more I thought upon it, the more
conivineed I beeame that Ajor had not quitted the
Kro-lu village: but if net, what had brought Du-
seen forth witheut her? There was a puzzler, and
onee again I was all at sea,

On the second day of my experiences of the Galu
country I came upon a bunch of as magnificent
horses as it has ever been my lot to see. They were
dark bays with blazed faces and perfect surcingles
of white about their bartels. Thelr forelegs were
white to the knees. In height they stood almost
sixteen hands, the mares belng a tifle smaller than
the stallions, of which there were thiee or four
in this band of a hundred, which comprised many
colts and half-grown horses. Their markings were
almost identical, indicating a purity of strain that
might have persisted since long ages ago. If I had
coveted one of the little ponies of the Kro-lu coun-
try, imagine my state of mind when I came tipon
these magmificent creatures! No sooner had 1
espied them than I determimed to possess one of
them ; nor did it take me long to selact a beautiful
young stallion—a fout-yeat-old, I guessed him.

The Lasso and the Horses

’I‘IHPHE horses were grazing close to the edge of
the forest in whieh Nobs and I were concealed,
while the ground between us and them was dotted
with clumps of fllomering brush which offfered per-
fect concealment. The stallion of my choiee grazed
with a filly and twe yearlings a little apart firom
the balance of the herd and nearest to the forest
and to me. At my whispered *Charge!” Nebs filat-
tened himself te the ground, and I knew that he
would net again meve until I ealled him, wnless
danger thieateied me from the rear, Carefully 1
erept forward toward My uURSUSPeBting GUAFFY,
coming tindetected to the eoneealment of a bush net
more than twenty feet from him. Here 1 guietly
artanged my neese, spreading it flat and open upen
the greund.

To step to one side of the btish and throw di-
rectly from the ground, which is the style I am best
in, would take but an Instant, and in that imstant
the stallion would doubtless be under way at tep
speed in the opposite diregtion. Yet I felt that I
could accomplish it, and especially se if the anifmal
would but turn for a moment in fy direetien.
Then he would have to wheel about whea 1 sur-
prised him, and in doing se, he weuld mest eeFtaialy
rise slightly upen his hind feet and thiew up his
head, presenting a perfeet tavget for my neese as
he piveted.

Yes, I had it beautifully worked out, and I
waited until he should turn in my direetion. At
last it became evident that he was doing s6, when
apparently without cause, the filly raised her head,
neighed and started off at a tiot in the epposite
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direction, immediately followed, of course, by the
colts and my stallion. It looked for a moment as
though my last hope was blasted; but presently
their fright, if fright it was, passed, and they re-
sumed grazing again a hundred yards farther on.
This time there was no bush within fifty feet of
them, and I was at a loss as to how to get within
safe roping-distamce. Anywhere under forty feet
1 am an excellent roper, at fiiffty feet I am fair; but
over that I knew it would be but a matter of luck
if I suceceeded in getting my noose about that beau-
tiful arched neck.

As 1 stood debating the question in my mind, 1
was almost upon the point of making the attempt
at the long throw. I had plenty of rope, this Galu
weapon being fully sixty feet long. How I wished
for the collies from the ranch! At a word they
would have circled this little bunch and driven it
straight down to me; and then it fliashed into my
mind that Nobs had run with those collies all one
summer, that he had gone down to the pasture with
them after the cows every evenlng and done his
part in driving them back to the milking-barm, and
had done it intelligently; but Nobs had never done
the thing alone, and it had been a year since he
had dene it at all. Hewever, the chances were
more in favoer of my foozling the long throw than
that Nebs would fall down in his part If 1 gave
hit the ehanee,

Having come to a decision, I had fo creep back
to Nobs and get him, and then with him at my heels
returm to a large bush near the four horses. Here
we could see directly through the bush, and point-
ing the animals out to Nobs I whispered: “Fetch
em, bay?”

In an instant he was gone, circling wide toward
the rear of the quarry. They caught sight of him
almost immediately and broke into a trot away from
him; but when they saw that he was apparemtly
giving themn a wide berth they stopped again,
though they stood watching him, with high-held
heads and quivering nostrils. It was a beautiful
sight. And then Nobs turmed In behind them and
tiotted slowly back toward me. He did not bark,
or come rushing down tipon them, and then when he
had come closer to themm, he proceeded at a walk.
The splendid creatures seemed more curious than
fearful, making no effort to escape until Nobs was
quite close to them; then they trotted slowly away,
at right angles,

Nobs Driving the Horses to Capture

AN D now the fun and troulble commenced. Nobs,
of course, attempted to turn them, and he
seerned to have selected the stallion to work upon,
for he paid no attemtion to the others, having in-
telligence enough to know that a lone dog could run
his legs off before he could round up four horses
that dida’t wish to be rounded up. The stallion,
however, had notions of his own about being
headed, and the result was as pretty a race as one
would ecare to see. Gad, how that horse eould run!
He seemed to flatten out and shoot thiough the air
with the very minimum of exertion, and at his fore-
foot ran Nebs, deing his best te tura him., He was
barking new, and twice he leaped high against the
stallien’s filanlk,; but this eest tee much effert and
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always lost him ground, as each tirme he was hurled
heels over head by the impact; yet before they dis-
appeared over a rise in the ground I was sure that
Nobs’ persistemce was bearing fruit; it seemed to
me that the horse was giving way a trifle to the
right. Nobs was between him and the main herd,
to which the yearling and filly had already fled.

As 1 stood waiting for Nobs' returm, I could
not but speculate upon my chances should I be at-
tacked by some formidable beast. I was some dis-
tance from the forest and armed with weapons in
the use of which I was quite unti@ited, though I
had practiced some with the spear since leaving
the Kro-lu country. I must admit that my thoughts
were not pleasant ones, verging almost upon cow-
ardiice, until I chanced to think of little Ajor alone
in this same land and armed only with a knife! 1
was immediately filled with shame; but in thinking
the matter over since, I have come to the cenelu-
sion that my state of mind was influeneed largely
by my approximate nakedness. If you have never
wandered about in broad daylight gaibed in a bit
of red-deer skin of inadequate length, you can have
no conception of the sensation of futility that ever-
whelms one. Clothes, to a man aceustomed to
wearlng clothes, impart a certain self-cenfidenes;
lack of them induees panie.

But no beast attacked me, though I saw several
menacing forms passing thiough the dark aisles
of the forest. At last I commenced to worry OVEr
Nobs' protracted absence and to fear that seme-
thing had befallen him. .I was ceiling my repe
to start out In search of him, when 1 saw the
stallion leap Inte view at almost the same spet be-
hind which he had disappeaied, and at his heels
ran Nobs. Nelther was running so fast or furieusly
as when last I had seen them.

The horse, as he approached me, I could see was
laboring hard; yet he kept gamely to his task, and
Nobs, too. The splendid fellow was driving the
quarry straight toward me. 1 erouched behind my
bush and laid my noese in readiness to thiow. As
the two approached my hiding-place, Nebs redueed
his speed, and the stallion, evidently enly toe glad
of the respite, dropped inte a tret. 1t was at this
gait that he passed me; My rope-hand flew ferward ;
the homdu, well dewn, held the neese epen, and the
beautiful bay fairly ran his head inte it.

Instantly he wheeled to dash off at right angles.
I braced myself with the rope around my hip and
brought him to a sudden stand. Rearing and strug-
gling, he fought for his liberty while Nobs, pant-
ing and with lolling tongue, came and threw him-
self down near me. He seemed to know that his
work was done and that he had earmed his rest.
The stallion was pretty well spent, and after a few
minutes of struggling he stood with feet far spread,
nostrils dilated and eyes wide, watehing me as I
edged slowly toward him, taking in the slaek of
the rope as I advanced. A dezen times he reared
and tried to break away; but always I speke seeth-
ingly to him, and after an heur of effert I sue-
geeded in reaching his head and stroking his
muzzle. Then I gatheied a handful of grass and
offfered it to him, and always I talked to him iA a
guiet and reassuring veiee:

I had expected a battle royal: but on the con-
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trary I found his taming a matter of comparatiive!
ease. Though wild, he was gentle to a degree, and
of such remarkalble intelligence that he soon dis-
covered that I had no intention of harming him,
After that, all was easy. Before that day was done,
I had taught him to lead and to stand while I
stioked his head and fllanks, and to eat from my
hand, and had the satisfaction of seeing the light
of fear die in his large, intelligent eyes.

The following day I fashioned a hackamore from
a piece which 1 cut from the end of my long Galu
rope, and then I mounted him fully prepared for a
struggle of titamiic proportions in which I was none
too sure that he would not come off victor; but he
never made the slightest effoxrt to unseat me, and
from then on his education was rapid. No horse
ever learned more quickly the meaning of the rein
and the pressure of the knees. I think he soon
learned to love me, and I know that I loved him;
while he and Nobs were the best of pals. I called
him Ace. I had a friend who was onee in the French
flyingrcespps, and when Ace let himself out, he cer-
taimly flew,

I cannot explain to you, nor can you umdierstand,
unless you too are a horsemam, the exhilbarating
feeling of well-being which pervaded me from the
moment that I commenced riding Ace. I was a new
man, imbued with a sense of superiority that led
me to feel that I could go forth and conquer all
Caspak single-handed. Now, when I needed meat,
I ran 1t down on Ace and roped it, and when some
great beast with which we could not cope threatened
us, we galloped away to safety; but for the most
part the ereatures we met looked upen us in terror,
for Ace and I in combination presented a new and
unusual beast beyond thelr experiemce and ken.

For five days I rode back and forth across the
southern end of the Galu country without seeing
a human being; yet all the time 1 was warking
slowly toward the north, for I had determimed to
comb the territory thoroughly in search of Ajor;
but on the fifth day as I emerged from a forest, 1
saw some distamce ahead of me a single small fiigure
pursued by many others. Instamtly I recognized
the quarry as Ajor. The entire party was fully a
mile away from me, and they were crossing my
path at right angles, Ajor a few hundred yards in
advance of those who followed her. One of her
pursuers was far in advance of the others, and was
gaining upon her rapidly. With a word and a pres-
sure of the knees 1 sent Ace leaping out inte the
open, and with Nobs runming close alongside, we
raced toward her.

At first none of them saw us, but as we neared
Ajor, the pack behind the foremost pursuer discov-
ered us and set up such a howl as I never before
have heard. They were all Galus, and I soon rec-
oghized the foremost as Du-seen. He was almost
upen Ajor now, and with a sense of terror such as
I had never before experiemced, I saw that he ran
with his knife In his hand and that his intention
was te slay rather than capture. I could not under-
stand it; but I eould enly urge Ace to greater speed,
and mest nebly did the wendrous creature respend
te my demands. 1f ever a four-foeted ereature ap-
proximated flying, it was Ace that day.

AMAZING STORIES

A Rescue In the Quagmire

U-SEEN, intent upon his brutal design, had as
yet not noticed us. He was within a pace of
Ajor when Ace and I dashed between thesh, and I,
leaning down to the left, swept my litde barbarian
into the hellow of an arfm and up to the withers of
my glorious Aee. We had snatehed her frem the
very elutehes of Du-seen, whe halted, mystified and
raging. Ajor, tee, was mystified, as we had eeme
up frem diagenally behind her se that she had ne
idea that we were near until she was swung te Ace’s
back. The littie savage tuided with drawn knife
to stab e, thinking that 1 was sefie new &nemy
when her eyes feund my faee and she f@&@gﬂi%@d
me. With a littie seb she thiew Rer arms apowt
my neek, gasping: “My Tem! My Tom?®
And then Ace sank suddenly into thick mud to his
belly, and Ajor and I were thrown far over his
head. He had run into one of those numerous
springs which cover Caspak. Sometimes they are
little lakes, again but tiny pools, and often mere
quagmires of mud, as was this one overgrown with
lush grasses whieh effectually hid its treacherous
identity. It s a wonder that Ace did not break a
leg, so fast he was going when he fell: but he
dida’t, though with four good lags he was uwnable
to wallow from the mire. Ajor and I had sprawled
face down inte the eovering grasses and se Rhad
net sunk deeply; but when we tried to rise, we
found that there was ne foeting, and presently we
saw that Du-geen and his fellowers were €oming
down upen us. There was ne eseape. It was evi-
dent that we were deemed.

“Slay me!” begged Ajor. “Let me die at thy
loved hands rather tham beneath the knife of this
hateful thing, for he will kill me. He has swern
to kill me. Last night he captured me, and when
later he would have had his way with me, I struek
him with my fists and with my knife I stabbed him,
and then I escaped, leaving him raging in pain and
thwarted desire. To-day they seaiched for me and
found me; and as I fled, Du-seen ran after me ery-
ing that he would slay me. Kill me, my Tefm, and
then fall upon thine own spear, for they will kill
you horribly if they take you alive.”

I couldn’t kill her—not at least until the Iast
moment; and I told her so, and that I loved her,
and that until death came, I would live and ffigjht
for her.

Nobs had followed us inte the bog and had done
fairly well at fiirst, but when he neared us, he too
sank to his belly and could only fllownder about. We
were in this predicament when Du-seen and his fol-
lowers approached the edge of the horrilble swamp.
I saw that Al-tan was with him and many other
Kro-lu warriors. The alllance against Jor the chief
had, therefore, been consummated, and this horde
was already marching upon the Galu eity. 1 sighed
as 1 thought how close I had been te saving neot
only Ajor but her father and his people from de-
feat and death,

Beyond the swamp was a dense wood. Could we
have reached this, we would have been safe: but it
might as well have been a hundred miles away as a
hundred yards across that hidden lake of sticky
mud. Upon the edge of the swamp Du-seen and his
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horde halted to revile us. They could not reach us
with their hands; but at a command from Du-seen
they fitted arrows to their bows, and T saw that
the end had come. Ajor huddled close to me, and
I took her in my arms. “I love you, Tom,” she
said, “only you.” Tears came to my eyes them, not
tears of self-pity for my predicament, but tears
from a heart filled with a great love—a heart that
sees the sun of its life and its love setting even as
it rises.

The renegade Galus and their Kro-lu allies stood
waiting for the word from Du-seen that would
launch that barbed avalanche of death upon us,
when there broke from the wood beyond the swamp
the sweetest music that ever fell upon the ears of
man—the sharp staccato of at least two score rifles
fired rapidly at will. Down went the Galu and
Kro-lu warriors like tenpins before that deadly
fusillade.

What could it mean? To me it meant but one
thing, and that was that Hollis and Short and the
others had scaled the cliffs and made their way north
to the Galu country upon the opposite side of the
island in tirme to save Ajor ahd me from almost
certain death. I didn’t have to have an introduc-
tion to them to know that the men who held those
rifles were the men of my own party; and when,
a few minutes later, they came forth from their
concealment, my eyes verified my hopes. There
they were, every man-jack of them:; and with them
were a thousamd straight, sleek warviers of the
Galu race; and ahead of the others came two men
in the garb of Galus. Each was tall and straight
and wonderfully museled; yet they differed as Ace
might differ from a perfeet specimen of anether
speeles. As they approached the mire, Ajer held
forth her arms and eried, "“Jor, my chief! My
father!” and the elder of the twe rushed in knee-
deep to reseue her, and then the other eame €loser
and looked inte my faee, and his eyes went wide,
and fine toe, and I eried: “Bewen! Fof heaven's
sake, Bowen Tyler!”

The Lost Is Found Climbing the Cliffs

T was he. My search was ended. Around me
were al my company anél the man we had
seat¥fiid dlln
fﬁhﬁﬁje fb%w ggg Ll| J se E“§w§
BQH‘t § %{1‘9 e“fe""x%fé‘ﬁ
At t8yt 8 }966
& & Yc1ﬁ eA ?Uc ?ﬁ' aI Efﬁ

6ni0d
it and ) tﬁ?@’f&@?

fis 4
% Wsr HE J2Ws lags
an eifﬂg eTwar
gaﬁ H& %ﬁ* ?m&%swﬁ iqm%f §s§

i vS §: W8 EBE’F
i ﬁm L
%H § FRatn QHHF W8
g{w& E]F? Fom f a
ﬁ Fer 8 he es four
aaaﬁ m the ae ﬁh@ e and in the same heﬂ
zonta] plane. The hels§ slanted glightly downward:
Inte these holes the iron rods breught as a part af
our equipment and for just this purpese wsrs in:

serted; sxtenémg abeut a foot beyend the face of
the rosk, aeress these twe reds a plank was laid; and

Wl%%r%Egatuﬂ&iof H‘
KL gﬁﬁﬁ ;%
Ly

1179

then the next shift, mounting to the new level,
bored two more holes five feet above the new plat-
form, and so on,

During the nights the searchlights from the
Toveadlyr were kept playing upon the cliff at the
point where the drills were working, and at the
rate of ten feet an hour the summit was reached
upen the fifth day. Repes were lowered, blocks
lashed to tiees at the top, and erude elewafers
Figged, 56 that By the night of the fifth day the
entire party, with the exeception of the few men
fneeded to fman the Tomadnsr, were within €aspak
with an abundanee oF arms, aMMUAERM AAd
8quipment.

From then on, they fought their way nerth in
search of me, after a valr and perilous effert to
enter the hideous reptille-infested country to the
south. Owing to the number of guns among them,
they had not lost a man; but their path was strewn
with the dead ereatures they had been foreed to
slay to win their way to the north end of the
island, where they had found Boewen and his bride
among the Galus of Jor.

The reunion between Bowen and Nobs was
marked by a frantic display upon Nobs’ part,
which almost strippped Bowen of the scanty attire
that the Galu custom had vouchsafed him. When
we arrived at the Galu city, Lys La Rue was wait-
ing to welcome us. She was Mrs. Tyler now, as
the master of the Toveardfrr had married them the
very day that the search-party had found them,
though neither Lys nor Bowen would admit that
any civil or religious ceremony could have rendered
more sacred the bonds with which God had united
them.

Neither Bowen nor the party from the Ttommador
had seen any sign of Bradley and his party. They
had been so long lost now that any hopes for them
must be definitely abandoned. The Galus had heard
rumors of them, as had the Western Kio-lu and
Band-lu; but none had seen aught of them since
they had left Fort Dinosaur months sinee.

We rested in Jor’s village for a fortnight while
we prepared for the southward jourmey to the peint
where the Tossad{yr was to lle offshore in walt for
us. During these two weeks Chal-az came up from
the Kro-lu countfy, now a full-fledged Galu. He
told us that the remnants of Al-tan’s party had been
slaih when they attempted te reenter Kre-lu.
Chal-az had been made ehief, and when he rese
had left the teibe under a new leader whem all
respeeted.

Nobs stuck close to Bowen; but Ace and Ajor
and I went out upon many long rides through the
beautiful north Galu country. Chal-az had hrought
my arms and ammunition up from Kro-lu with him;
but my clothes were gone; nor did I miss them
once I became accustomed to the free attire of the
Galu.

At last came the time for our departure; upon
the following morning we were fo set out toward
the sauth and the Toreadder and dear old California.
I had asked Ajor to go with us; but Jor her father
had refused to listem to the suggestiom. No pleas
could swerve him from his decision: Ajor, the
cos-ata-lly, from whom might spring a new and
greater Caspakiam race, could not be spared. 1
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might have any other she among the Galus; but
Ajor—no!

The poor child was heartbroken; and as for me,
I was slowly realizing the hold that Ajor had upon
my heart and wondering how I should get along
without her. As I held her In fy arms that last
night, I tried te imagine what life wetld be without
her, for at last there had eoffe te me the realiza-
tion that 1 leved her=loved my little bawbarian;
and as 1 finally tore myselt away and went to my
ewn hut te snateh a few heurs® sleep before we set
off Upen GHF 1eng jeurney On the Merew, I &oh-
seled yselt with the theught that time welld heal
the weund and that Back in my native land { sheuld
find a mate whe weuld be all and mere t8 me than
litthe Ajor could ever Be—a Woman 6F My owh faee
and My ewR Shiure:

Morning came more quickly than I could have
wished. I rose and breakfasted, but saw nething
of Ajor. It was best, I thought, that I ge thus
without the harowing pangs of a last fawewell,
The party formed for the mareh, an eseert of Galu
warriors ready to aecempany s, I eeuld net even
bear to ge te Ace’'s eorral and bid him farewell.
The night befere, I had given him te Ajer, and

AMAZING STORIES

now in my mind the two seemed quite inseparable.

And so we marched away, down along the street
flankest! with its stone houses and out through the
wide gateway in the stone wall which surrounds
the city and on across the clearing toward the forest
through which we must pass to reach the narthern
boundary of Galu, beyond which we would turn
south. At the edge of the forest I cast a last back-
ward glance at the city which held my heart, and
beside the massive gateway I saw that which
brought me to a sudden halt. It was a little figgure
leaning against one of the great upright posts upon
which the gates swing—a crumpled little fifgone;
and even at this distamce I could see its shoulders
heave to the sobs that racked it. It was the last
straw.

Bowen was near me. “Good-bye, old man,” 1
said. “I'm going back.”

He looked at me in surprise. “Good-bye, old
man,” he said, and grasped my hand. “I thought
you'd do it in the end.”

And then I went back and took Ajor in my arms
and kissed the tears from her eyes and & smile to
her lips while together we watched the last of the
Americans disappear into the forest.

(To be coneluddst))
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Cirittics Criticized
Rditor, AWAZING STORIES:

1 have read the January issue of AMAZING
SHORIES, and certainly enjoyed all the stories,
as I did in all the previous issues.

1 couldn’t resist writing you on the ‘atti-
tude of some of your readers who criticize
your methods. . .

An editor certainly has some job, with the
“gimme this,” and “gimme that.” It's a
wonder the magazines don't go to ruim, and
the publishers to an asylum.

Now if a correspondent would only con-
sider the other readers as he does himself
lie could not find fault with your magazine,
but nw, only he himself enjoys reading to
his ideal.

If a reader doesn't like a story why
shouldn’t he pass it over, and read the next
one. The one he almost hates brings joy
and an idea to someone else. As an example
we may take “The Meon Hoax,” if he stop-
ped to realize thait the public will piek up
everything but “sciemtific truth,” he would
see that the “NMoon Hoax,” truly . believed
by many, showed the psychology of the many.

Some do not like funny stories. Well as
for me, I like a mixture, comic, sober, ex-
citing, spiritualistic, mysterioms, gruesome;
and your magazime, the one great magazine
of scientific literature, has satisfied all these
desires.

Fosdick’s electroplating story hit me so
hard that I immediately coated rats with
graphite and plated them with copper, and
also insects were coated in the same manner.

Dr. Ox’s experiment also hit me hard. I
have been constructing a small yard which
will be almost airtight, and small animals
and imeetts will be experimemtedl on. These
twohstories are comic, yet I found an jdea in
each.

“Statiom X I certainly think is a won-
derful mastenpiece, and I put 15 dollars in a
low wave transmitter so I could have a
friend of mine, who is a physician and pretty
good hypmnotist, hypnotize a subject, the ex-
periment failed this once, but I'm going to
try again.

If a persom would follow the “Sriemce amd
Fweakdion” motto, “If you do not go beyond
fact you rarely get as far as fact,” amd stop
to consider his fellow readers, he would fiind
no fault with your magazine. Am I right?

There were only two stories I really®diidm’t
enjoy in the magazine since the first issue,
but I soon found out that they;were much
admired in some cireles, Now if I put up
my personal objection, how could you please
me and them? If I don't like a story I let
it pass to the next reader, and I certainly
wish the others felt the same.

I can truthfully say that there are seven
stories I derived no idea from, but from the
rest I got real good and even tried experi-
ments based on them.

But how do I know what emotions these
seven stories maéy have caused in other
brains and hearts?

I trust you will be able to publish your
flamibess magazime, twice a month,
o 6. 0. GELINEAU,
Burlington, Vt.

[Here is a letter that pleases the Editor
more, perhaps, tham many others that have
come in. Here we have at least something
constructive to show where a man’s imagin-
ation was aroused to such a degree that he
went out and did things, which is as it
should be. This is the fulfillment of ouwr
highest hopes, namely, that AMIAZING STORIES
will fire the imagination to achieve things
in this world. In the editorial of the Oe-
Il:ober, 1926, issue, the Editor stated as fol-
ows:

. “An author, in one of his fantastic scien-
tifiction stories, may start some one thinking
along the suggested lines which the author
had in mind, whereas the inventer in the
end will finish up with semething totally
different, and perhaps much more important.
But the fact remains that the awbhor jpio-
vidddd e séiwulibus In the first place, whieh
is a mest impertant fumetion te perform.”
This is a healthy sign. We hope to hear
more from readers who have thus been
stimulated.—EDITOR.]

From a Young Reader

diditor, AspaZING STORIES!

I am sixteen years old, it is true, but
just the same I can’t resist praising your
magazine. There is smnethli.:ig in it which
grips the imagination and sends it to regioms
higher tham any to which it could dre sent
by the ordinary type of ficféon. I find it
hard to wait a month for the issues; this
month | secured a February cop{ at your
offioes in Park Place several days before the
magazine appeared on the newsstalls. [ re-
iterate, with mamy of your readers, that
AMAZING STORIES should be published twidbe- a
month. I would surely purchase it every two
weeks; and many of my friends to whom I
have:I recommended it would umhesitatingly do
so also.

It may interest you to know that I have
met with an allusion to the “Mwoom Hoax,”
which may interest vou; it is from the NNorth
Mvericioan idgazr, No. 89, October, 1835 (the
writer is diseussing Carlyle's Sartsor Re-
samtug) ; “Im short, our private opiniom fis,
as we have remarked, that the whole story
[i.e., Suttor Rissatssis] . . . has about as
much foundation in truth as the late enter-
taining account of Sir Johm Herschel’s dis-
coveries in the moam.”

As to having sequels to such stories as “A
Columbus of Space,” I think it advisable
not to have them; fiirst, because sequels are
rarely as good as the originals; second, be-
cause it would be unwise to introduee foo
great a number of lengthy stories dealing
with the same subject.

. Evear Evia, New York, N. Y.

[This is a very pleasant letter and our
young correspondent, in our opinion, does
himsefl f great credit by it. It is perfectly true
that many sequels have proved great failures
and theed is so much good materiall at hand.
that it is haedly worth while to suggest
special writing of sequels. The citatien abeut

arlyle’s “Hlerr Tewfelsdersch’™ in this story
about the psychological view of elothes; “Sar-
tor ; Resartws,” is quite (nteresting.. The
curious thing is that the “Naon Hoax" was
firmly believed by fHausaaniés—HEIDITOR.]
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The Breakers

ATLAKNTIC CITY. N. J.

On the Ocean Front
PHERRRED —In iy a8Wd all ssa3ns
=hy these wha kﬂew and want the Best .
@l?héi- upen Ampiicah 8F Ei-jf@ﬁeiﬁ
plan . . . and ﬁemible tates withal,

For the Breakers' Guests—
Health Baths Golf Privileges
Otchestra Aftermoon Teas Dancing
Garage on Premises
JOEL HILLMAMN. President.
JULIAN A. HILLMARN. V.-Pres,

a Truss

pr A q%&é"f%a

lucceufuuy treated them=
selv &t bome wlhout

AL L+t
ndrlnca from warkc—mos!
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THE AQUARIAN DIET

A Scamififlsly Bubaverd Meaun for each
meal of the entire week, selected espee-
ially for your own case—Try it and Rote
improvement.—Priice One Dollar.

THE AQUARIAN INSOLES
Relieve Rheumatism, Poor Circulation

and Weak, Nervous Conditions. Priee
One Dellar. MWinize for litasginre 1954y

lﬂm it by sendin g Trial of Plapao absolutelly

The Agquarian Circle, Elkhant, Ind.
75‘&%2’:'1' ol Pop s i
?‘L
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LUK B i bl

rln Attmm compels;
3 nips. ARl S0P

fies.
Pay postman $2.39 and
ﬁge on delivery. Money ack

Bax MIRllS. Woodbine, Pa.
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WINEHOLT Co.,
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Great sharpshaoter! Fyee fer sellme $2

worth of Chewing Gum at fie 4 pl NO

EX'HRA MONEY. Blulne Mfm Ca. 532 Mil
. Coneord Jet., Migss,

NATURAL HISTORY IN FICTION
Fdititor, ANAZING STORIES:

I wish to tell you that 1 have read with deep in-
terest your various issues of AMAZING STORIES. |
have always beem interestedt in medicine and scien-
tific subjects and_your handling of these matters
has proved most imteresting.

The story of the “Second Deluge” was very well
writtem and its description of the flood and the
chaos which it caused in my mind ramk with the
hest literature in Iits descriptive passages. “The
Island of Dr. Moreau,” seemed a bit horriible in
spots, but of course was entertaimimg. I really
prefer something like the "“Red Dust.” One can
easily elose his eyes and imagine himself threading
these dusky foresis with the people of a thowsand
years hemee. Let us hepe that elvilizatiem may
go forward and net backward,

Some months ago, your article on the attack of
the ants on a Braziliam gumboat aroused my curi-
osity and by consulting encyclopedias, I found every
one of your statements corfect. I think such ar-
ticles with a real seientific basis and giving some
true facts about natural history or seience are a
real help in the study of science and should prove
good supplementaiy reading for the high scheol and
college students who teo often spend their time in
reading ﬂ—ashy books with ne real value to them.

@%r AMAZING STORIES eontinue to grew as it has

he past
HEraERT H. SMITH,
Brooklyn, N. Y

gree With eyr correspandent that the Aaidf:
Sl tmgfei F%é ﬂii—@% B% B % Q?B £ the giant

ouih  AMerica a{—@ me&t mmeatm@ and
&mkm@ We believe that sueh stories as the enes
gited eentain valuaple bits of seience which can he
assimilated and rmade a part of the equipment as
gal as -If they eame eut of a dry text-beok—

oI ]

THE MOON HOAX

Biditor, AWAZING STORIES:

1 have just fimishet readmgﬂ wnth great imterest,
the in yeur J
is not with great surpriise, therefore, that 1 find one
fault with AwiaZiI¥@ STORIES that I have long
noticed in Sitnere amal fwewtiion. I have read the
latter since 1923, and the first named since it's finst
issue, and believe I am Qqualified to make this critic-
ism. Whem you receive a letter praising your
magazine, you umquediffiedly agree with it; while
when you receive a leiter criticizing the pubhcanon
you deelare that the etitic is wromg, but you do
not say why. I will net desert the stand that I
wish te take, hewever, and. knowing, from the ex-
erience of athers that yeu will net ageee with me,
will §ay‘ ieg@ihe:— Wwith Mr. sbuﬂm , ef EIFI
[1\R ‘“ that Wonm Heax" was—rotte
presen wa& a siripg of faels aesenbmg ah uﬂ-
mm%ﬂ% jis, iR ﬁ EEiQ‘M"fﬂ@HBB Hiﬁﬂ1

“ROTTEN"*1

)
§§2§'1 higax, But, t allekcvf@g ia éhmaaw ?i?ﬂhﬁg
SHEQEZ% ;89 IS § BE;%%@@] e Be lﬁi@ibi—%&ié thig 18
I would certamny like to see AMMAZING STORIES
in semi-monthly form, as this would afford an eppot-
tumity for Mr. A. B. Maloit’s plan te be put inio
execution. To me, at least, Julks Verme’s storles
are not “old stuff,” as only twe of three of them
are obtainable at the lbrary that I use, and in
this _respect I quite disagree with R. H. Campbeli,
of Teledo, Ohle.
Yours for bigger and better AwWizing STORIES.

HoawwnrbD BOWMAN,
Los Amgeles, Calif.

_[We are pleased to print the above, because it
gives us an excellent chance to show why, for in-
stance, the “Moom Hoax,” while from Mr. Bow-
man’s standpoint it may be rotten, still was goad
enough to fool hundreds and thousands ef peaple
who actually helieved the hoax in guestion, A bit af
psychology enters inte all eontreversies of £his
kind, hecause what one man likes the ather one will
condemn. Very few peeple ever agree oh aﬂ
thing eompletely. It iak for ipstal ﬁ%, a ﬁi 9{

4

matter to prove that black is net hlack
sameming else. Y@Ux e iak@ a Blae
of white vrg %
ﬁ“,',f',%“g&;“ wh@h ;au ge n a mgk 1; H%§§H
blaek, ME EFE_V“ 3%? 2 . S
ﬂ%&l 1% Ugi § § QSB :
8 th e F@%Hi-—%m ¢
¢ ?:L: o Ranper m 1hid
m nl EOTLPQDOH

rﬂv’@ 1,

2 agt 1l %R
ey %H&%’%é ﬁ%% ‘Esg it Hiy B
% B%y%jdm mé, ahg s m Jr*}.@%?m

ot
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“Four Raises in
Two Years”

“As it hasn't been hard to get them, either, Why,
it seems only yesterday that I was wondering if f
would ever make as much as $45 a week. And now
'm making $75

“Tom Damm was speaking about it today. ‘Gee?

he smd ‘I wish I bad started studying with the

. when gou did. Here I am plugging away

m the same ol job aad the same old salary while

you've gcﬂe ‘way up. I bet you're making twice as

fuch ag I am, And to think that two yeam ago
we were working side by side.

“I told him it wasn’t too late if he would only
make the stamt and he said he was going to send in
one of those I. C. S. coupons right away.

“I hope he does, because an I. C. S. course is the
very thing he needs to get out of the rut. I wouldin’t
be making anywhere near $75 a week if I hadn’t
started to study just whea I did.”

Every day. In office, shop and factory, you will find
men who are belng glven better positi ons and larger
salaries because they are studyi At home in spare time
with the Interrational Correspon ls.

An L. C. 8. course helped Jesse G, Vincent to rise
from tool-maker to Vlce-presldent of the Packard Motor
Car Compeny. It helped Georgbe Grieble to rige from
a itone-mawon to the owner of a businesa paymnh $12, WO
i yeaf. It helped Bert 8. Remaley to inerease hiy sal

ﬁkmwéa nd it will help you tee, it yeu will oniy
make the sfaft.

Maiil e Cappon for Free Bdaokikt

INTERNATIONAL GOJRRESPONDEMCIE SCHOOLS
Bex 7142  Scranten, Penna,
t cost or obll ation, f‘lﬂ“ send me & copy

uF b Jet “W " and full meulm
A fﬁs’k Shires befey wn?sé e 3
usmsss TRAINING cmw

E‘IB ireess Management [35td bsamship
ddumﬂall Mlnn?emenh [<Rdirertising
[ Better Letters

EEB%%‘:me Minuemem Cafd Lmef'ilpg]
mmn;ﬂw n

“IBanking and Banking Law n@. yping

mm\wmg (lnelualnulor LA.)) H Service

n School Subjecta
jl:llgh School Subj
luwmti

mnm Secretary
ln 3Cari
TECHNICAL AND INDU%’AQ Al URSES

JA rchimma" Blueprinta
ICamtractor and Builder
JArehitectural Draftsman

% ERgIne l”ﬂlﬁﬂ
pil EHgInees
li\@ ﬂﬂd M Enginea
<] Agriculture and Poultry
Jutathematics

Name.

Street Address.

City. State

nmvlmn’l-n .......

" m resw@ im Canada, send thh _coupon to the Twkerna-
Limitted, Montreal

WORLD'S FINEST

el

The chaice of leading engineers.
Write for booklet on how tu rnake this n less

ENG]NEERS SERVICE COMPANY
25 Chureh Steeet -2- New York
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AMAZING!! Mystify Your Eriends

-gan beecome a meglenl entertaimer and mmrlse
and dallght people with our clever llne of pocket
tricks, parlor and stage magic. You will be in de-
m ﬂd nt elubs, lodges, parties and at every social

and ineidently eatn a good dea of side money.
e siemht-ef hand and Ao praetice required with otr

clever irieks,
OUR SPECIAL $1.00
IN‘I[‘RO)IUUG:‘II‘@FRW OFFER
Fot A limited time we going to make this
Sﬁeelﬁl offer to acquaint you wlth the clevef line we

BFFY, nlar t. Price

I Pack (Best Grade) Famous Wizard - $1.00
Directions for ten tricks with above pack)

ental Coin Trick................ccc..uinn .50

ISet Bewildering Four Ace Triek............ -25

Disappearing Dime Mystery................. -25

otal, $2.00

T
THE ABOVE ALL FOR $1.00
This also Includes our catallog of pocket, parlor and
s%age tlrsltks and IMusions. Get yours now. Catalog
alone, 3
DEATBOR NOYELTY, Shor
e e re—Harry Faber, Prop.
502 8. Dearbora St. Chicago, 11L

GOV I’OSITIONS

$35 TO $75 WEEKLY
i ;R&ilw&y Mail Clerk

i Forest Ranger
i Fnle erk

b
.
b % aberer
atehm|

§§€F STEHO-S
aFFIeT AU
r. Ozment. Dept. 141 St. Louis, Mo.
Send me partietlars about positions raarked
—salaries, locations, opportunities, ete.
I NAME.

I ADDRESS

llmt Inspest

in 20 weeks, the System of Jimmy De-
Forest, Wenld's t Trainer and
Muker teaches you all

ons,

there s to learn about boxing and
physical training. Every 6 months 30
are sele‘t:ted from all classes and recom-

for
Send for famous book q‘?%

ments.
Galden Age of Boximg,'* full of valuable
lnfefrmtlon hetos great bexers and
pupils who became successes ovemight, Enclose 10c to
cover cost of mailing, ete.
Jimmy DeForest Boxing Coumse, 347 Nrdiisen AVERKS:
Box 3815, New York City.
How to Obtain
A Perfect Lookm NQ%@
My latest | (r MIT@!
11-sh ulckl ea%-
E".” iief?n:g:nth:oso:q m%&%l‘ a
S
patent devi
Wllf aqu Rra you a perfect | ng
nese., Wrie ?ﬁ et which tells
cal perfect loaking
é% ?ﬁ %li ‘13 Plemeer Nmk%
Speéial15t. BORH
ONLY BANJO UKE

Becom popular Ph%v
iatest son,

derful pro esslonal lnstru-
ment. ou can have this one
maple finish and '?ood quality

strin for only . Regular
6.00 mmi value. Camp]ete instructions
sh you hew to play In 5 min-

utea Ofder ﬂaw and pay postman $1.97
Wmehsit ﬁtuﬂg ieg, Box 16, Woaotbine, Penna.

MEN WANTED
TO LEARN

Metion Picture Projection

$2,000 to $4,000 a Year
lckly learned. Short hours; big pay, Best equippe
sZ:Eo‘é syn" ef;fg-lgan %rspeetisnl&ﬁgfag *devls gaﬂégé Bgﬂg
B
MOVIE OPERATORS SCHOOL
81 Sproat Street Dept. 5 Detroit, Michigan

)
Print YourJOwn
Cards, Stationery, Circulars, %;F

'ehoney. Print orot erg, b
Hts 8. y

beasene, Wt mrcml Be
1 rite 0
_,___“2.’?“‘5*&%3: cO,, P45, ug Ras on, %a-.

iwe, $5.00; Cards. $1.25; Inks,
$1.50; Maglc Fluid for Transpar-
Teﬂts $3 00. Slick Ace Cards, $1.2%;
F’&&afy Reaeem $1.00. Sales Boards, etc.
CENTRAL NOVELTY COMPANY
112 N. l.a Salle Street, Chicage, 1l

AMAZING STORIES
AN INVISIBLE SPIDER WEB

EBittor, AMAZING STORI

I have just read, “Tlhe Man Whe €ouid Van-
ish,” in your Jmmumrrw issue,

In_comment, I cam only repeat your owm werds,
“[td is the best story of invisibility I have ever
read.”

As for_the possibility of material things becom-
ing invisible, 1 wish to relate in as few words as
possible, a crude instamce of the idea.

My sister and I were walking in the Florida
waods, one day, when I noticed about tem or twelve
feet ahead of us, one of the large banded spiders
in its beautiful web, which was st between
the bramches of a small tree; [ could distimctly see
the web, with its intricate tracery and its zig-zag
line of heavier tissue; the spider also was in plain
sight, as large as a bumble-bee.

I tried to point it out to my sister, when, to my
surprise, the spider, web and all, vamished.
could see the bramch where it had been amd went
forward to investigate; of course, I walked right
into the web, and the spider, quite wvisible now,
ran dowm over my face and arm, amd escaped.
Perhaps you know, as I afterward learmed and saw
for myself, that the zig-zag line of web-tissue is a
spring, which, on the approach of am enemy, the
spider agitates, producing so rapid a vibratiom of
the web that the eye canmot follow it; it becomes
invisible just as the spokes of a wheel in rapid me-
tion become invisible, and even tramsparemt to some
extent.

Thete is an absolutely trwe story of the vanish-
ing of a living creature, house and all; perhaps It
may serve as the basis of some future stom of 1a-
visibility 1 Help yourselves, authots.

To my mind, the stories of Julles Verne, Wells,
Poe and other immortals are in exu:ellentt company,
when reprinted among “ANAMZING ES”

F. B. K
Lamoaster, Wisconsin,
WHERE WILL THE FLOODS OF THE
“SECOND DELUGE” GO?
Effttnr, AMAZING STORIES:

AMAZING SEORIES is a magazine that hits the
lsipot with me as no other fiction magazine has evef
@me.
to devote to teading I do mamage to get through
the book before the next issue eomes 6it.

If you make it a semi-monthly I, for one, weild
welcome A. B. Maloit’s suggestiom: a eamplete stery
in one issue and a bumch of short stories In the
next. I think this a very novel idea and weuld
like to see it tried out.

Since reading “MThe Second Deluge™ I have been
asking myself repeatedly this question: "'Wlﬁefé
would a six-mile layer ot water on this earth
when it receded?” Evem Cosmo Versal’s exp ﬂa
tion of it seeping into the earth’s crust seems i6
me rather inadequate. The idea of it evaporating
into space is of course impossible, once it had gath-
ered upom the earth, because it eould t f8
farther tham our atmosphere, which would hald
no more than a few inches at the most. Abouwt 2§
per cent of the earth’s surface is land and quite a
little of that is, solid rock. I doubt [ evem six
miles of hydrawlic pressure comld force much water
into them.

Of course the enormous pressure of the insreased
depth over the old ocean beds would exeft an up-
heaving influence to the higher ground and perhaps
pop out a few mountain peaks. It seefas {6 me
there would never again be much more than § ef i0
per cent of dry land for milllens of years.

“The Man @ Could Vanish,” was very geed
but the theory seemed rather vague. Semewhere,
several years ago (I think it faust have been i the
Blbetficatal Bpprimentenfer) I read a stery (b whieh
Invisibility was an issue. The principle there was
mirrors and prisms reflecting and refracting #he
light areundd the objeet.

On the whole I enjoy every one of the steries
even though there may be some little techniealify
occasxonally. which is too much f@i- me E@g&ﬁ%b at
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OPPORTUNITY
AD-LETS

Tthss collmnn atitd awgeear énmnh{n/
TORIES

Rate—six cents a word. 10% dis-
count for 6 issues and 20% for 12
issues. Cash sh accompamy all
advertisememts umless placed by an
accredited advertising agen: Ad-
vertisements for less tham 1 " words
mot accepted.

Experimenter Publishing Co.
53 Park Place, New York City
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AGENTS WANTED

Free Book. Start little Mail Order business.
Pier, 72-M, Cortland Street, N. Y.

MIRRORS RESILVERED AT HOME.
COSTS LESS 5 cents per square foot; you charge
75 cents. Immemse profits, plating like new.
brassy worn-off autoparts, reflectors, tableware
stoves, etc. Outfits furmished. Details F :
SPRINKIF, Plater, 815, Marion, Indiana.

$20.00 DAILY Easy selling amazing rain-proof
caps. Made-to-measure. Fimest fabrics and styles,
Big advance profits, Free outfit and free cap of-
fer. Taylor Cap Manufacturers, Dept. K-54, Cin-
cinnatii, Ohio.

SALESMEN WANTED-NNtitionslly advertised,
umiverszlly needed product. Sells to Stores;
Gatages, Fadonies, Schools, Homes, Farmers.
Auto Omms;. Used by everybody. Big demand,
ready sale. Big commissions. Complete sales
training given. Credit extended to customers.
Samﬁle ean be easily cartied. Comncerm rated very

gh—establli many years. Oppormmm for

hfeﬂme job at big pay. Address Termttory Manager,
Dept. 98, Pest Office Box 983, Daytom, Ohio.

AQUATIC DEVICES .

SELF-INFLATING LIFE BFL] size.

Waonder of the age. Miniature hollow-rithed life-
boat distendablle aroumd body instamtly. Sustains
wearer in deep, rough water. Most practiicsll safe
guatd for sea-travelers and nonswimmers. Bool
aquatic sports. Get free illustrated booklet. Self-
Aeting Life Belt Co., 55 E. 8th St., New York.

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES
Used Correspondencc School courses sold on re-
purchase basis. Also rented amd exchamged. Money-
back guaramize. Catalog free. (Courses bought).
Lee Mountazin, Pisgah, Alabama.

HELP WANTED

BE A DETECTIWH.. Work home or travedl. Ex-
perience unmecessary. Patticulars free. George
Wm&, former Government Detective, 1968 Broad-
way, N. J.

HOW TO ENTERTAIN

Plays, musical comedies and revues, minstrel mu-
sie, blackface skits, vaudhsmlllle - acts, momologs. dia-
logs, recitatioms, enter I readings,

stage ha! make-up goods. Big eatalog free.
T. S. Dewison & Co., 623 So. Walhuwh, Dept. 20,
Chigago.

MAGIC

Magic easily learned with our moderm tricks and
instructions. Astomish others. Packet of secrets
and new illustrated catalog of magic for stage and
arler, 10e. Piedmomt Nowelty Shop, Box 631,
iviille, Va.

MISCELLANEOQWS

Extraordinary Amalysis—Momey maker—Astmalo-
gical Wieel 3 by 3 ft. Free to you to advertive us,

Write Cudzivs, 1933 8. Homam Ave.. Chicago. Ill
Thiee Line Nickelpiaid Pociket Stamp wnE Bad.

1.00. nzmm Gommetz, 3001-W 24th St
rooklyn, N. Y.

Foritinee Teiling
Globe! eRYE'fAL “IEWLE

Love. Mer-
e, Monay . LbE lefylng ehril.

risge. Money, Luci
Ing. fascinaf ln; game
Comipination Outﬂt includes
ﬁh inches round CRYSTAL
GLGBEN 113.8- age beok on

newn ethod. 8p for

al%m g |f $2, 45 when delivered.

15 Beekman
L New York, Baﬂt AS:3.

RUBBER STAMPS

Your name hamdsomely moulded in fansy letters
upon a_rubber stamp_ $1.60 plu§ 10c for g@stag@.
Please Print name. Stamp pad 25e.

ton, 18 Bulfinch_St.. Bostom. Mass

SONG POEMS
Song Poem Wrmiters — add Ray
D165, 2104 N. Keystome Awe.. Chu:ag_@

I Wamt Song Poems. Casper Natham, N-3544
North Racime, %hicago.

Hibbeler
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PRICE $1.97

|

RADIO
EDUCATION

IN 5 VOLUMES

Theory, Design, Censtruetisn
Operation and Maintenance

LEARN AT HOME

These five compomemt parts of a
complete Radio Instruction Course
are outlined in five volumes that
contain not mercly the essemtials as
so many books do, but mere, they
contaim all that any mederm wp-te-
the-minute textbook on amy subject
would cover. They are in themselves
a COMPLETE radio educatiom
teaching every possible portion of
Radio science.

Size of each book 6 by 9 imches,
handsomely bound and illustwated
with chants, diagramss, descriptions
of equipmenit, etc.

SEND NO MONEY for these books.
Just forward your name and address.
We send you the books at emee. On
reeeipt of same you pay the pest:
man $1.97 plus a few eents posiage
and them they are yours.

Distributed by

THE CONSRAD CO.
84 Chureh Street  New Yeork, N. Y.

Selling Supreme Shirts
Outr g}ah will _make you independ
efit—No experience necessary. Get
in the blg momey clasa—othets are
delng it. We start you,

SUPREME SHIRT CO.
[278 S.A. Fifth Ave., New York

AMAZING STORIES

[As to the problem of the six-mile depth of wa-
ters; it is admitted that this much water could not
recede into the Interior of the earth. However, it
is quite pessible that this condition could have pre-
vailed, not only on this planet, but on many other

like bodies somewhere irn the universe. It should
always be remembered that, geologically, time, as
is infinite, It should

comgared to human epochs,
furthermore be rememibeted that a great deal of the
atmosphere, and, therefpre, water In the form of
vaper, is lost fight aleﬂ? inte space. The grazing
meteorites are responsible for a goeed deal of this,
Furthermore, at very thh peints m the atmesphere
the earth eentinwows! asea Bmleﬂg oF particles of
alr every minute, g during the esurse
et gar—30 small. iR faet, mat &E weild be difii-
10 Heasure jI=n ihe eu;@@e ggeiegleah time,
§HE 88383 FQQEB HEmeRAtYS
The latest geologieal time seﬁle based on physles,
shows us that the age of mammals—that is, the
Miecene and Oligoeene periods—ean be p]aeed
about 16,000,000 years ago. The Mesozoic age of
reptiles dates baek at least 150 000,000 years. The
Palleozoic age of fishes and ampiﬂblans dates baeck at
least 300,000,000 yeaes, while the Preeambrian
dates baek at least 6re billiga years, During sueh
time, the losses are, of ecourse, tiemendous, and
even a sheet of water six miles deep weuld have
vanished entirely out inte spaee leng befere the
passing of such a eyele, Owur water supply even
new Is getting smallér and smaller as time
The fmeon has lest practically all ef it, and s has
Ma{h—m@tm of these hedies heing far older iham iRe
eak

The point about invisibility, regarding “Tihe Man
Whoe Could Vanish™, 18 exp ained In the answek to
another letter of one 6f BUF EOITESPORAEALs.—
Exditesr. 1

A SCIENTIFICALLY DISPOSED CRITIC

Fdliosy. AMAZING STORIES:
One of your writers, namely A, Hyatt Verrill,
certainly does write amaiing stories, 1 am amazed
as to why his crab people should develop a semi-
humam motth, a%hcoked nose, steepled eyes, and
big flap eats. should peaple, developed {8
such an exteat in mentall telepathy need eafs like
a hunting deg?
. Why should a civilized people, such as these in
the Crater’s Rim,” walk on their hands,
aﬂd use their feet, when animals sueh as rais,
spuirrels, kangaroos, ete.. know enau@n to use the
members pearest theit head and eyes?

Wiy should D¢, Unsinn declare that he dees net
intend te graduee invisibility by eausin a bady 13
permit light rays passing through it? in_the
world ean invisibility etherwise be pfaaueea? 1t is
tewe that If the veflected light eannot be seen, the
objeet jtself cannot be seen, Eut what ef ih& light
rays Intercepted hy that bedy? IF the refleeted
light rays of a building are mvmbl& does ihat
permit reflected 1ight rays from a auilamg in the
ﬁﬁ)’d gf?reet to pass through the first Buflding uA-
altere!

8. W. Etris,
Woodlaron, Pa.
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to beait';tlful
wlggl?%u sleep!
) ANTTRHOOS E|ARJESTER

is SAFE, painless, comfortable. N
Speedy, permanent results guar-

k&9 anteed. Doctors praise it, No s~ P\
Gold Mada] D32 pED asmnvew Sunideable. m-
Won 1928 Sp dey\ forrhRIERBEOILER- Beroar 7astia
ANITA COnteR tmi@tttulfprside AtN EVWA RK, . 1.

MIDGET NAME GARDS

THE LATEST NOVELTY 50c. Per Book
Egeh beok eontains §0 perfeet little name eards, size
w4 B 18X in genuine |ediber ease. Choiee of black,
5 \ ﬁm Erecnel%f Efseadi hAE seﬁepetiname ealrctie
; == im&lﬂ 18 €. Price complel
- W&% . yg & eeig oF
m@ﬁ@y ardef. Satifaction guaranteed of
heney fefunded. i P aviiat].
MIDGET CARD SHOP, INC.

HARRISBURE, PA.

14 S. MARKET SQ.

2 B b ¥ Money, Suecess. Love,
-1 1 ss, ete., all sym-
( ll-lu M in this “lL.kckv
VENUS" fing. 14-K Solid Gobl S
mounting of fate beauty. Rich

earved fiuites. Full of fleshimg dia-
mond fiie. SEND NO MONEY.
Pay & ostman plus postage on dellv-
ery. Money back guaranteed. m
WINEHOLT COMPANY J
Box N 13, Woodbie, Pa. ¥

w
Fred Frankel, 1lis,, writes: “I earned
110 ﬂrst week seiling Catlton Slnirta
inect, o comsumr” You can tuo No
capital or experl@nco Tequired. Ea%
bi per cen h mm slon daily an

W lTE FOR FREE SANPLES
CARLTON MILLS, Iac, Shirt Mifrs.
ik Fifth Ave., Dept. 2368, New Yor

6th & 7th BOOKS of MOSES

Maglenl Spiflt Aft) $L00 Albertus Nlagnus (Egyptian

eares 00. Black _Arts éBlack AJ
OUf speeial ﬂ(ze for the Thm Books

WINEIH@LT SALES CO., Box 9. Woathire, Pa.

lAasure your eopy reaching yeu each month.
Subseribe te Arazing Steries — $2.50 a year.
Expetimenter Publ lshing Compamy, Inc.
53 Park Place H New York, N. Y.
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START IN BUSINESS FOR YOURSELE TODAY
“SPARETIME MONEY”

A BOOK--NOT A MAGAZINE
Is a canppplete 100 pagee boakk theat gives you
52 approoeed plhms in dettdil for eséatbifiish-
iny yaur oun Spareéibiene buséiness
Fifty-two plans—awnpplésdly outlined with a procedure for

establishing younssdlf in those most successful amd most lucra-
tive Spare Time businesses in the Umited States.

Each plam comsists: First—of a definite workable item that
cam be retailed by people of limited meams amd have only a
few spare minutes a day to utilize. Second—the best method
of production is outlined carefully with suggestions as te what
to avoid. Third—Awvenues of distribution or selling are given
—such methods of selling by mail as are applicable and all
similar detaiils are discussed, and Feurth—information of im-
porta;lute: in earrying on to reap large, generous praffits are dis-
cussed.

Altogether you have before you 52 eomplite, accurate Spare
Ti:\ne businesses that have returmed hundieds of dellars te
others.

Sparetime Money, contains 100 pages, of the large magazine
size, 9 x112 inches—with handsome celoied covers.

— Price 50°
SOLD ON ALL NEWSSTANDS

If Your Dealer Cannot Supply Yeu, Order Direet

The Consrad Co., Ine.

53 PARK PLACE NEW YORK, N. Y.

Nomt! The Biy Seconal Edititon: IS RRaady!

The wanllil’s larsit book on Medkirm Maegic
piegraeed under the diieriidon of the Miaster I—
Magitian Damninrgger is now puintted in its

THOUSANDS OF THE LATEST MAGIC TRICKS
BIGGER AND BETTER THAN THE 1st EDITION

Be the popular mam in your circle of friends. You can entertain
them and hold their attemtion with a thousamd surprises amd novelties.

POPULAR MAGIC is a book for yeu, for everybody, young or old.
But especially for those whe wamt populanity, those who wamt to realize
how much the admiration of friends helps toward making life worth
more.

POPULAR MAGIC contains thousamds of simple, entertaiming parlor
tricks, as mamy puzzling magical stunts and a whole book full of mystic
spirit novelties. A new set of tricks for every day of the year. Com-
piled by the staff of the great magazine “SCIENCE AND INWENTION.™

300 ILLUSTRATIONS SIZE 9x112 INCHES

PRICE 50°

SOLD ON ALL NEWSSTANDS

If Your Dealer €Ean Not Supply Yeu Write Direet

Copies of the First Edition €an Be Procured By Writing DBirest

Experimenter Publishing Company, Inc.
53 PARK PLACE NEW YORK, N. Y.

Bush Terminal Prilntiing Corporation, Brooklyn, N, Y.



“NOVELTIES™

How to Malke Them

Almost every home has an old clock arowrd—
CS Do you know that a great many surprising, fun

K THem. making, and useful novelties can be made just
wﬂ - from the old springs, the gears, etc.

NOVEILTIES, the new book, compiled by the
staff of SCIENCE & INVENTION shows you
how to make hundreds of wonderful Novelties,
mostly out of old scrap things laying around the
house. 1L16@Bgessirnthbbobk shbwnpiristass,
diagrams and explanations of remankasble, in-
teresting things to make in your spare time.

Every page has a big, wonderful surprise for

NOVELTIES, you. There is no end to the simple, magical
contains 111 6 .

Pagen, hundeeds things you can make at home.

of illustrations .

and ispublished 1t is sold on all newsstamds. Buy your copy

in the big mag- now. If your dealer cannot supply you use the
azine size 9x12

nohes special coupon below,
MAMEE HUNBRPDS §
| st awes 4 SURERISE vour
/ } OME WHTH MASTER MYSTE
HOW TOM AKE H: MASTER RY

your ow, th 8

, T o, p@mﬁé MAGIE»
2 t mm?’ggﬁ}é“ H\m @ﬂeiexrxﬁﬁgl E ins thomengs gf

§9mhum %??gs ng%% by % \efaTl.xalﬂg / fll nf' ng madyicd] qﬁ% nélg?&f “\@

i Pages i tﬁr@&n&f {é ebhodk
Wreeu;gzzt;%;ﬂz ntleﬁ mi i %f}g ¥ HEBIFQ %SME’& & %Xgﬂ&%
PRIC:E e;OG frgly s]mp]@ %Ynﬁgnvw'ﬁ}, 4 ; ﬂJ -Zlfneks N ,E’f???k TGEDAY Eontains 116
. b lzrd%iiets %gs I F"g‘;;x_.:?:i;;
sﬁg‘ﬁ’“ ﬁﬂ%vsco"m ________ Size 9xip Inches

1 SOLD ON AEE

e iz < AND

E : . ) PLY YOU
53 Pag:x Tojremicr PdEWsEmhg CO(I]:?(




Md'meG%MtstofthsG@”oml‘%geelSofftanaka “ Firintmr

onte

PRiitsts,” Thiietwen tiirbiilind deteeittive sitoiees amtd exceyy ome tme. Epeaty-
sitovtndg how it is pessisible fur trinoed meen (@ capture dednpemfe
inalals anth earnn bilg revesdsis as fingrr privint exp@ets.

Send for this FreeBook!

FRAGISANMNT ING BOIBK of Detective Stories that shows how ordinary
N boys and men have won nationwiide fame, thotisands of dollars in rewards,
and important official positions by solving fitiger print mysteries!

% . .. shortly before midnight a young couple slijped
away from the damee. They sought out a long, low, rakish
roadster. Wit po 1 headlights picking out 'the path,
it moved cautiously through the parking space and out
onto the high road. Ywuth, joy and love eccupied the front
seat. Sinister perll,| awlesoness. brutality erovched behind.
“Early next mernhing —- a farm bey fewnd the girl's dead
bedy erumhbied i the Waysdide diteh. Cencealled in the
bushes at the'wide of the foad lay the bey’s lifeless bedy,
alse shot from behind."

Who had committed™the murder? WWho had killed those
gay youmg lovers? Who were the brutall, mysterious
occupants of the back seat?

Read the rest of the story on page 15 of our new Finger
Print book. Find out how the Ers Were tried
and convicted, and how a certaiin finger primt expert sotved
fivee murder mysteries and secured 97 convictions in less
than a year]’

Find ouit how you cam beocome a Firrjgecr
Puiint Exppot.

This Coupon Brings It!

University of Applied Science, Dept. 11-93
1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago,; 111 .

Please .send -me-free your 3ﬂ;£age {1lustrated book: :
"Finger Prints.” 1 undetsta theit: there is abso-
lutely ne abligation. Alse.telll me how I cam becqme a g v
finger print expert'by studying a few months in spare
time—anhd how.l'can get a pmfeaaibﬂal mﬁaesr print ®
autht free. 4 .

City __*__| Stmre —

PARTIAL LIST

GraduatesU.of A.S.
Recently appointed
Finger Primt Ex-
erin off tihese
tates, Cities and
llalgﬁlldlo-n.

g

e &a@az
olum%uamomfa
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2t Falls, Mowe.

B Larain County, Ohio
Ivel !eﬁ exan
%Buﬂ TT
br

SHVINE: I0d:
House of Carrection

New n, Conn.
Beil-m ﬂﬂ'ﬁ . Alg.

rioo, Iowa

Thirteen Thrilling Stories of
Mystery and Achievement

Thirteen stories of erime, darinﬂg tobberifes, floug
Phiiieas, thrilling eseapes. - Youlil be thrmllled m inspired

by every ede. You'll,enjoy ‘Smwfﬂake& " a geeat dope

ator 'IX\— ‘l‘he: Iﬂvmmle Fm@u- Pﬂm a blackemail myatery
Wiritihg en the Wedi,' at@h@ et-Beld rebbery.
E\’/&W Qﬂ% aﬁt ese §t@,ma is 1Fue,

In “Foiled,” a trwe account of a great palitical coup, ypu'll
read of the astoundimg rise of a youn couritny” photog-
rapher wi™ saved the Mayeor of his'e %md was later
lapp‘eh:me? to the mest lmbaﬂam iden\iticatlion position
n e state,

You'lll read of mem under twenty and men over sixty who
started the study -of fiinger prints and achieved, fame,
big rewards and importamt pesitions in a short time.

Finger Print Experts Needed!

More and more the detectiom of crime resolves itself into a
problem of identification. Traimed] mem are needed evefy
month to-filll thee new positions that are created .and.to
handie the new bureaus that aie established. Records

hat University of- Mpl {ad Seiefice graduates get it
cheiee at the big powitie Listed belaw ake sorme of the

egg a&%tata wi-eau.s_; te Wr'hlx@:h U.efA. 8. men have been

You cam lesrrn figger poikt Mimﬂﬁuamon ina
fw mortiths in your spare tinte-ctat

Send the Conpont

This book canmot be bought at diny newsd3thngfdr 99k9tsre :
—but it wiill be sent to vou FREE if vom writeto ?ﬁ
New edition just off .the press, Thirty- QWG’ PEG@S‘

trated in color with weird crime pictures. X'
plains in full your opportunmities in the mga«' pr ﬁﬁ WSFF
shows how you cam get your tmmlng W P

tells how )mu can get aprofessional ngetpnm oyt t
Wiiite for this book teday.

University. 6f Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 11-93  Chicage, IIl,



