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A Complete Book-Length Scientifiction Novel

CAPTAIN FUTURES
CHALLENGE

By
EDMOND HAMIL TON

Striking Terror on Four Worlds, a Mysterious Raider
hrottlies Interplanetary Commerce—and Earth Sum-
mons Curtis Newton, the Wizard of Science, and His
Trio of Futuremen to Combat this Sinister Menace.... |4
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of sclen=
tifictions newest and most distincs

WE pregent=+the third izsue

tive magazine, CAFPTAIN FUTUUEE]! The
magazine that-was but a fond dream of ours
geveral months age = new a full-fladged
national hit, snecessful bevond our expecta-
tiona. The Iuaty infant rown ap, de-

T gervedly  taken ity place begide our other

com 14:111 fantasy publications.
made :E?“IHL: this shining bright
futur: for CAPTAIN FUTURE? o1, i1,

and yoeu! For CAPTAIN FUTUEREE iz a
magazine with thousands of editors. Every
one of the many enthusiastic letters written
us represents a 'l.'E\.‘h:H:l.' who shares in the

ila, the secrets and the conguests of the

gifuremen.

Your ;nﬂ;;l-m; and suggestions have baen
h:n:d:d :md are helpaing mold the des-
tiny of {u' SBystem’s most colorful

p]an:tl:l:r—l:n.pta'ln Fotiure.

Curt Mewton and his loyal band of com-
rades have won the hearts of fantasy fol-
lowers l:'l.r-c:l.]rwhcrl:! Wilte 1% Igﬂlﬂ and as
often as you like—this iz your magarine and
the Futuremen are vour characters!

The following letter, just received, is 'I:Eép-!l
cal of the warm reception being accorded

the Wizard of Sclence:

“Captain Future and his merry bhand of
dpace-roving Foluramon ara tha ﬁnyest fam-
% in the IInlverac. Somehow, I fesl part of
fhat famlily. Count me in on all their farth-
coming sxploite. And how about atarting &
club for devoilses of Capthin FutureT =—Hmil
Lord, Chicago, T11.

A CLUB FOR FUTURE FANS

Mr. Lord's proposal of a Captain Future
Club 15 an excellent one, one that we
been consldering for eome time. A Capitarn
Fopiure organization, with members through-
out the country, has great possibilities. It
wounld unite & thousands of CAPTAIN
FUTURE f{ollowers evarywhare.

We'd like to start the ball rolling by pre-

ring attractive FREE silver-colored mem-

crs]‘u -;::'ti.ﬁcatta
]f.up: to give you further details in ﬂ'n=
:m::-:t issue, after we've heard from you.
don't fail to do your hit by writing in a.n:I
]::‘I:hn.q' us know whether you favor such an
organization!

Tell us what vou think the scope and aims
of the club should be—also, please suggest a
suitable name for the club. We'll carefully
consider every one of your suggestions,
Shoot them along!

SIMON WRIGHT, THE BRAIN

Mumerous readers have suggested that
Simon Wright, the Brain, be equipped with a
mechanical body. Thus, they argue, he would
be able to accompany the Futuremen physi-

have -

cally on all adventures, instead of being re-
stricted to the holds of the Comaet.

Other readers, however, maintain that the
Brain should continue as before—a bodiless,
transparent mental giant. Having the Brain
endowed with a mechanical body, they con-
tend, would make Grag superflunous, rob the
Brain of his austere, cold personality.

What do the majority of the readers
think? Shall we give the Brain a body for
Jjust one story, as An exXxperiment?

COMPOUND CHESS -~

The future will have marked changes in
the field of sports, as in the realm of science.
Games in the future will be different, too
and will probably utilize a knowledge of
science.

What do yvou think of the scientific chemi-
cal game, “Compound ¢hﬁ5-.' plaved b
Grag and Otho in this issae's featiire novel,
CA AT FUTURE:E. FHHLLEH{}E?
We think it's pretty fascinating. As a matter
of fact, we'd hke to play 1t ¥ ¥

Should enough readers. be interested in
forther details concerning the game, and in-
structions as to how to make a copy for
home use, Edmond Hamilton will be glad
ta write a brief article on “Compound
Chess,” which we will publish in an early
issue. In the meanwhile, watch the Future-
men for details l:-:ln-:::mm mioDe %wn:u of
tomorrow | E EDITOE.

GRAG V5. OTHO
By Mickey McCarty

I lika tha gquaorrels betwesn Groag and Otho.
I favor the en of a time trave I:r.||5 m:ﬁ.r-e't
— 1228 Elizabheth Avanos, Charlotis, N, C,

SOLAR SYSTEM SAVER

By D. B. Thempsen

Mo, 2 of CAPTAIN FUTIUTREH ip, I think, a lit-
tle better than Mo, 1 dmaond Hamil fltan, “The
Waorld Saver” of early S5 . mags, is now
definitely astabliahed ad “Bolar Bystom Savar.™

T have two deflnite suggestions. One, proas
viously suggoated by othors and m:r:l-r:]l‘.‘_ that
“The Brain'™ be given a robot bady, prafarably
ons in no ‘|-J|I'-|'l-'f.r hiuman., {(Eqguip it with whaals)
gravity nulliners and i
oral Aarma with tentaculates hands: direct all-
wave radio recaptor. perhaps even perespbors
for the sntire gamiut of Fadiation, from FRdlo
to cammic raya—Iin othar words make It pracs=
tically aalf-aufMiciamt.

Two, don't lat Coptain Future get into ona
hole after another through hia own Stupidity
and caraelapanaaa, A - peat peeva of minae,  {ree-
cantly mantlioned to me by nnother fan, =o I
know it izn't mine alons) ip the peculiar cus-
tom of writere In lattihis thalp #ﬂm1'—ﬂﬂﬂl
maks ona dumb arrer after another, only to s
extricatad by & bic of luck or o brilliant bit
of atrotegy; while sven the slighteat alip by
the orook leads to his eventual undelng,

don"t mean the haro should ba poerfect,

Continued on page &)
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RADIO-TEI.EVISION

A Flexible Plan to Fit Your Immediate Needs

MNational Schools® trainin
You can master Radio, Te

iz planned to fit
evigion, Sound an

ur present circumatances.

allied trades by Mationnl's

exclusive plan. Actual shop and studic training; alao cnmpletqﬂ- training
you cannot give up your present employment and income, A definite
plan to fit your needs. You can qualify for good E:t];r positions in this

ever-ndvancing and adwaﬁ-inmw:tmﬁ field. Hun
with little previous preparation have

reds of young men
ready done it with the tharougzh

up-to-date tramming riven exclusively by National Schools—located Hght
at the heart of one of the most active centers of Radio in the world.

A Million-Dollar Institution

Think of the advantages of a mlllien-
dollar mchool. X¥ou can leafn  every-
thing aboot Radio, from bollding and
repAiring  rFodeivere and  Eranemittars
to cvery phaose of operotion. Such
tralning fita you for cholos Badic poesal-
tions—on laod, water orf in the afr.
A chance for mdventura and good pay.
ational School= ofers you folly illos-
trated Miernture nbont the opporiu-
nitleg for fascinating and highly paid
employment | in  Radie, Televiaion,
Sound Recording and related activities.

HATIOMAL SCHOCAE Do THR-8
A Soaik M igemae Suwn Lo Asprse bl
Worparril for Proe oy FBaadi o g’ Toidernias

FLUL TR

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

[=aa

Pre-Tested Training for You

For 45 renrs Naotionnl Schools, recog-
nlzed leader in ‘Frade instroction, hap
helfrql  wide-awake men to  SneceEs.
Tranegportntion nllownnes offared from
any point in [0, & withont extrs eosl,
Tarn room and boned while learning.

More thon 35,0000 gradoates haove been

asisted. Notlonal Seliools will supply
you with a gincere, honest siatement
of focts aboont the opportunities in
Hpdlo and  Televisian and show how
¥FOIL CAN S4Fn MOore pay, No cxaggern-
tlang; mo  misktabements  Pre-tosted,

gy -to-learn methoeds, Amnpzing fncts
riE VoUFEs fof the asking. Bimply mnil
the conpon for  fris
abligation.

literntnre. MNo

We are definitely
Interested o hedpe-
ing menm of limited
income and "Hlind
Alley"™ job holders.

FREE

LITERATURE
POST PAID

LOS AMGELES, CALIF

COMMAND ANY
OF THESE JOBS

Rodio Expert

Rodio Broodcosting

Sound
Tolking Pictures
Studio Technicion

Televizion Technician

Complete Course
Qualifies You

National Schools” training
Ia eompléte, incloding  fuall
ingtroction  In Elecitrical
Clrenita, Brogdeagbln g,
Tialees, Receivers, Tronble
Shooting, Antennag, Fublia
Addrees Br&tems,  Micro-
phones, - Ampliflers: Laoad
speakers, BEefording, Tele-
yvislon Oseillntors, Modola-
tion, Tranemitiers, Frojes-
tlon—averyihing to gunlify
you for the jobh vou want
In atatliona, slmdios, eervices
ghopa, Tacdiorics and at sea.

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

{Established 1905)



 UNDER OBSERVATION
for ELECTRICI

LA TR A N £ neVAar nfﬁc{?:ﬁ?:u:iitii{:ia !1:::. Efi::rul’d’n '
TH]E QHIEH'. EASIE ﬁné:: :t:ilnlldl_ E-r-:IJEI tth -e\:n.nhnln- ‘:tlﬂ.n en.'pturu
SOT plain Future o o Martimm sorvatory

‘dffﬂuldl IHEF waﬂﬁ .£|I."L-'|'|I : could not b 'li"hﬂ'l" I-Il'l.i Lo stupldity—JToan wan
: ¥ over-wrought. 5 cpptura by thae ﬁtﬁj:lnuu

with the matal I:I.T.'LE wan alpo, I ehon u:l.:r.

nﬂt Aua ta sauch caralseansss  Bubocshas

nta the bBenat's cage wheoers GCrog asoawvoed -
il::r I-:.:lll:ln.n' the beast, was o little too c-'b\rlu-uu.

Ealk, tha moot- :.'IIJF- fam nles addition to tha
long list of strangn oxXtra-tarrastrial animals
In acientifiction.

A trip to the planat of the octopus-men of
tha atrangs Apaceship might ba tha bhasls
for o gocd adventure for Curt MNewtomn.

The two short storles are vary good:

I wondar [f Dr. FKallara Fﬂﬁ-l‘!“:-'l?li"lll‘lﬂl'& appreala
to your yonngar readara? I 1 tha datichad
styrle which markes afl his utnrleu but it im in
gtrange cohitrast to the direch actisss atyla af

m most nuthora. The cover s moch Improwved.
ﬁi'rm,tm o] - " —Lincoln, Nebr.
- Emuiu“%_ mut - ﬂ"‘ﬁ“ﬂh'm {Don"t youi think that equipping the BErain
J.uu.—-—BiﬁtmmmMMm yoaa with & robol hody wonld have him conflict
i shaown howr 2 do lb—then yon ﬂmm:ﬂl el with Grag? And won't the Erain logs his

“‘* I!I I FIHAH'EEWUETHAIHIHG Rsriﬁnl:ltr by galning locomotion® Thinlk It

“‘Eﬁ“’*‘”"’“""? e GIVE EEK AN OPPONENT
i

h-mmtr e Sy k'3 E-]I' P. R¢+¢F

-'F'IEEIIIIHE"EI'H- I anfoyed weading your asecand Ipsus veary
a LA much. I would ke to malkes o few AUEE:sS=-
tione, §if T mayv, FTou ought to plve Otho o pak

|
= P T, L #lag, and theps twe patas would Nght Batwasn
nr ;,le.,r the bk themealvem. I, belleve you ought to starkt o
Bt :E"s-" ]'mb aod :.rmﬁﬁﬂ Capiain Futura Club.  Aleo, 'i"l:lu. cught to pub-
L] ligh &t leagt onca & moRth.—113% Boaton Foad,
= T L i ) e e S e MNew Torl Oity, 4. ¥,
dit BT e e S e e e S

WAIT UNTIL YOU READ CURRENT
S NOVEL!

SONG & SONG POEM WRITERS | By Bernard Edding:

I fAnlehad the sscond issae 1:l'l.' CAPTAIN

wﬂ '“'-I-I“- l:lﬂ.l:lllll m. M 'l'l.'l.'h etniiteinl .lrplll. FUTDRE savaral dava aso and E was awall

; HI:|'I.I. ma Hl!d-brlrh My biggest obfection ia that I haowve to walt
= "'E. ,pfm:h ﬂfm% ngeies, threse months for sach issue.

¥ I like the companions of Cnptoin Futnre,

But T arpn agsipnst his having any moras. i

think it would be Infterestin Iif Mho goft =

pet and it fougpht with Gragsa moon-pUap asf

thair maslars o I like to aee Grag oand

HNOWE FREE hm"n —an amaz boglrsrodly Sihaa- "“-I:l;.;u Otheo quibhhle, but I thinlk that Otho caryias 16
u-p.:,p- ﬂh Elven "I.m:l-:l foFmathem too far.
mﬂ‘ o ¢oed. . Mo ohiigakio, ¥l "'g-ﬂ’ The Arat lesue's cover wosen't Bo good but

ﬁﬂ i tha ptarlea mads o forc 01 Tha fArat install-
mm Uﬁlih Depl. TH, CINCINHATI, OHID ; ment of **The Humen Termites” wes axcellant
but the sscond installment slipped o I.1.t1:'l1:-
FPaul"a (llustrations arae axsallsnt. Im
f.'l.‘.-'n'.ﬂ':ltﬂ. I.]II.L"-it't"'.ﬁ.I'.l.'l-I' C'AI..T.-'I"-TI,'_-I- [ .ﬁ.I
FITURE is- cvery bit as good aon CAPTAIN
LTI .&IH'D THFRE SPACH EMPEROIT, but
I don't dea how Edmond Haomiltan s going

to heop writing sauch good stories.  Howower,
Iancteass your income at home by new, am wishing »ou every sucooas.—1627T4A WMo-

#implc Wentworth Tempara Color methicd, Clunge Stre ..:.: Charlestan, YW, V.
We instruct you and supply you with

work. W rits today for FEERE BOOKLET. REGUESTS

By King Kopp

I have just houpht the Epring Afua of rour
mag and I was disappointed not to - find an
accotint of another Puturéaman. Fleass put

I:E"“:E EH#IES out yFour puh;h‘::..tl-n-‘n At leanat - g timeas 5 vear;

;ﬂ}ﬂqﬂfﬂﬂ?ﬂ I-Ds S I enjoy CAPTAIN FUTUHE Immensaly mmd

- aﬂLB[E wolld anjoy having him &6 to different stars

: __._,.-‘f_ i e B S and planats In another Dnivorsse. § salao would

H:If“i 1I'.,‘-|:| ave Coptain Future go to the edge
Lo n it

In T.I:I.»I:riﬂ-lﬂ“ﬁ I enjoy mostly the acoount of
the “"Sarspgossa Ses of Spoaece’ Ploasan kovae
Captain Fature go back and see thoso Octos=
PUE=-Fen - i alin, Havea him ind out where
they comeo Tfrom and why,

I have only one obfection to some of My
worthy Tallow Istter-writers. I don't want
Curt Newton to go bhocle mllliona of veare into
the paet on Harth, as so0 muany other authora

wirite on thiz theme and it bores me—
Ednn Avenus, Brodford, Pa,

(Concluded on page 10)
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( GEE what a build /
: { Didr't it take a long
hrnﬂ fo get fhnse musci’es.

W|ll You I.ei' Me
PROVE | Can Make YOU

No SIR! — ATLAS
Makes Muscles Grow

I
0T B E— 11 E :

?*
|
i

LET ME START SHOWING RESULTS FOR You

. What a /
T s e S _dif ference.!

For quick results
| recommend

Here's what ATLAS
did for ME/

"Am wAndleg spnapehaf show-
lag wonderful progress.  Cer.
o 1 m-:lu:mul:l:]ﬂu for qulek
2h reauNE =W L. W L

hen | starts

~ Johis Jacobs Jahm Jacobs

BEFORE AFTER A ’E'.-u

7 Day TRIAL OFFER

I conld fll H1l5 whale magmzine with en-

thimiastic riports Trom OTHERS  Bot whal HIiIS BTEAL

you want to know ia—""What ean Atlng do ==";"|'r L uUr BEI
for MET'" EH AWAY, —
e valuablo cop el

Fird cut—at my viak! Jost gpive me & mhoai 14
T-day trisl-  Just ooe m'}t“—mnd sy in mahogany hazn.
that short time "l start gpiving RESULTH. i
ANWD it mli I:-e the hln-ﬂ of RESTULTS that _“hgﬂﬁﬁ% =

u (and snyone wlee) oan  BEE. FEEL. CHARLES ATLAS, Depk. TTE,

EASURE with m tapel ] 115 East 23rd Street,
How Tork, M. T.

i

FREE BOOK [ I want the proof that DYMNAMIG TENSION will
i
| s

(NN NN - g e— ———H

I welf wos m:lc\e n 97-pound m'hllm—ﬂ[tmr. Bl f-nlipe help moke o new man of me—give me o healt
Then I discovered “Dynamic Tengion,"  And 1 twiss won tha
l:I.lI.h: “The ‘r‘i'u-:rld'u. Most Perfectly Developed Man®™1

mmw Temmion™ has done s mtich for alher fellows that |
I u.mg you to let me prove thot it can make g Bew man ;
LJ--tI:an: it ‘cnn start mew inches of power peshing oot | bt i asiiis 48 L AL T R Ty
your chest—bmild up your shoulders to champion huskimeas— | (Flunss print or weite plainiy)
put new, hard, firm muscles on Four biceps — make thapa

nd bl mneeele development.  Send me your free
boak, TEverlasting Heoith and Strengih'™—and  full
details of Four T=DAY Trinl Ofer.

. stomach mosdles of yoars hard ridges| P e e g P e N e el

Why rot risk o posimge stamp? Send coupon for my 48-page
ifhastrated FREE BOOHE AT OMCE! Address mie persopalir: .
Oharies Atins, Dept, 776; 116 B 28rd Strect, Mew York M. T B O e et messiems iy b T L



g1 Rt

- AUDELS Car enters
and Builders I(.I-mdes

E 1-'|'I.'
Iluldu Trads Inl-u:rrn.ltlm D iﬁ:i'ﬁ
¥loror o oes tha nénal
sawr—How B baiild
x=ifry box—1

- = IPdH.ﬂL‘
ﬁ Larw'n Jﬂ. (3 L5 1'|J-b
" n"lln..u " mﬂﬁhﬁ-—
arad Fe—TTorme
Hm-mul:héqdmﬁ-ﬂnmh A

e T3 - = =] e r— .-,E:

14 vols. 56
e

ta Hlo i sk
rﬁl!l.ll-hl—Tl'H Lo l:l"-! "
o 1w
aarl ok

Hlir'n' L mhﬁ-lﬁnu—m
tla—Snlwing

n'hh:q.'l.'h.ﬂﬂ.:n‘bmﬂ-ﬂh 15 aet @irdens
l'lﬂ‘#'l.iifl'll-l- nma] T la—=Roay to
L el

TFTF I||I-II-||i

'.l"I-Ilﬂ-. l.l.l'llll. .‘ Sy &9 W, 2rd St., Mew Yark Clty

L-:umm mm iﬁzmuiﬁlﬂ‘ui‘_'ﬁﬁhﬁm e

MO s b o S RS E SRR B S E o S BRI B TR AR
Bl o L B RS E R RS Sk m

Bl Em o - 2 s 0 B R R AR NN RS AR RS ER s b B ik ey B il

Bafarened . . oy peciisaie

marrapramarranrmnnEasnssass T 0

-High School Course

at Hume Many Finish in 2 Years

-iu-'-'lﬂ-l E-II'H'LIHI'L HA-32, O 88, Druccel, at s5th, Chilsans

ﬂE A PASSENGER TRAFFIC INSPECTOR

Rallwoy and Bus—>5tudy In Spore Time
enn- gquakifyr by cor sbmpl h-:lm.-l-lr.l.pdlj TR
ar Railiay Frogis Fnepeelar anid cscn En §1A5%
par monch plus BESEE L BLAFE. I'I-'-a pimsd grad-
uxlem or uru:l: F ] .l.'rl.llhl.l -'\-ll.“rl; wiark.
Fros Basollet

W !a'iluﬂmtl F Lﬂﬁ TFliIH]H&

T

Plus e i Ot P T I O ——
mfl B Bargn ll'-:-:rrrrl-nr. of

T"pul T 1“’“ e 1
nlan, nlﬁ'mtmm;ﬂm
pasy. Wrlle Qulck for I:IH CHTar.

E. J. MILLS, 1717 Menmouth Ave., Cleclnmotl, ©.
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UNDER OBSERVATION
(Concluded from page &)

DEPARTMENTS WELL-PLANNED
E?y Dan E. Anderson

ratulations on the first preat (ssue of
ﬂ...‘h.l"':‘ IN FIFTOILE. Ths entlre magazins lafi
nBathin ta ba deglred. Evary deparlimant wana
wall=planned and erltleally designed for every
lover of solamtifiction.
Apr for the Captain Futura nowvel, it wag
dmond Hamilton at hla bast,  And, as avary
an knowa, that s topal % addition of newr
pala for t Cr in showold depand on the
sltuptions In which Mr. Hamilton plane to put
Futire Lot pnew ocharacterd coma 1o oDl
whan, and If ¥Mr, Hamilton finds them nocess
sary. 1 think thay'll be mors lifclike tf thay
develop with the sefies, and not juet bécaiss
pome of the readers think them necessary,
Eallar'a “"Tha uimen Tearmitas” promisas to
& a raeal treat for those of us whe did not
repd it befors.
The shorte were wvary short, but Both of
them wWars fnore than up Lo I.'IH-ZI‘
1 fesl sura that tha rasponas tn CAPTAIN
E“[IT‘LTRL will be overwhelming, and it'll soon
n'nrlna.rinr_—, bi- m-:-nr.iﬂ'." whies 1--|]I. beis el o
enoupgh for novels wilt areund the oame
E’!I"ﬂ-“]!l- of eharasiars.
Baat w:lnh:n-n. rnr continued success to CAP-
TAT FLITH gnd your other companion
ﬁ&cntlilthun r.-msual.::-ﬁn.--EnaL Mow hlavlcot,

STICK TO SOLAR SYSTEM

By Lynn Bridges
The first (sasus of GJLI—"I‘..LIL FOTITRE is not

bad. - I'1l aven go =0 far as to gay IUMs Saod,
taking Into aceaunt, of coures, tha Taet that
. F, 1la primarily an adventuras mog

Afa a strone advoeates of science I1.1. roiet-
tiftction, howevar, I mudt frawn Upen gravity
eqluirligera, Inviaibility charges, oF anythin
flan URknown  to resont-day mcisnos, &0
which i laft unexp n.:l'l:u:cl-

iPhe Human Termites"™ was & plapsant Alr-

ries, avan though threa months Aeams o TomEg

[Fa  Batwean inatnllmonta. Around thees

parts, coples of the eorly Wonder Stories are
rhout as common as gEreasn-eved androlde, Ao
reprinta of the aarller classlca are more than
e | G ERi .,

And now, mlnces yoa request it oo fow res
marks conceraoing the future of C.F. Ham-
{iton aske whaethar o nol CATFTAIN FIUIITIORE
ahoiild Be limited to our Univarss,  Ha should
not only be limited to this TUniverse, bunt to
our own little corner of it the Solar Bystem.
After all, #cleance moves In ahorl, sy sLaps,
not in running broad jumps, and wa donc
want Captein Future to get too far mhead of
that 2lat cuntu::.-' world of hia.

AR to a :l:lnip: Mo rs Ll:rm]:la.::llu-l:l.:l te Ehe Erods
the answar 18 again n[o, Erag, Othas, Al
Eimon YWrisht ara th.r-r-n af the most Intereat=
ing cherecters [ have over read about, and
adding to them i apt to deslroy Lthe balanos
of the Zrou Anryhow, with characstara 1Hca
thaas why should mora bhe noceaanry T

That's all, until next issues, except for the
hopa that C.F. ocan bacoms &t least a bi-
mun{h]u in tha near futore—ILynn Bridgas,

TR0 Plitt, Daotroit, Michigan,

FOSTERS OTHO-GRAG FUN-FEUD
By Richard Aukerman

FTou've noked for comments 13.rnur fleat
jgaue of CAPTAIN FUTURL, i.-l.n-:l iking the
story I decided to give You My lmbregsion of
apiain Futnra a.n.ﬂ. thia ﬁ]'m.n-q. Empargar,”™

Tha charncters were finag, the plot excellent.
The ﬂencr{ﬁilun of various planets and other
places in the glory wara reallstic.

Curtls Newton ia undoubisdly one of the
moaal llkaenble Action choarpoters that I'va ovor
read about, and I have read o good deanl.
Your other characters, Otho and ixrag, both
degarve thalr  Juat duse as they arve almoat
hBuman In thelr jealoos attitudes townrd coch
othor.  HKesp them aguabbling by all mesns.
It im o fine comic side issuae—ELD Fuclid sve-
nua, Martins Farry, Ohlo,



THE SINISTER
DR. CYGLOPS!

& Paramoumt Pictures, Tao,

OUR local theatre will soon be featur-
ing DR, CYCLOPS, a strange drama
of men in mimature, on the screen. ‘But

you can read this startli a‘tu FIRST
in THERILLING WOND 1E'r':l:‘ll.'.tllRIEEp

when Henry Kuttner, star fantau}r anthor,

'l:lrm% vou 2 complete science fetion
et you will never forget!

DER. CYCLOPS is the dramatic story of

a scientist vested with unearthly powers.

Stra_ugn unholy experimentz are prodoced
in his laboratory. Then one day Dr.

Cyclops achieves his master secret—men
in miniature |

DER. CYCLOPS is packed with thrills
and action! =

Read it in the June

THRILLING WONDER
STORIES

NOW ON SALE 1.5 ¢ AT ALL STANDS

ACCOUNTANCY

One of America’s best poying professions

These Are

OPPORTUNITY DAYS
for the Trained ACCOUNTANT!

new stote and federal legiclation reg
meose pocuraie noocunting from ht:.ﬂn:m:n.um
over bofore, the trained meoountant i cermminly o man
Dest DA DrOLcssion. - &n “m'l'i"&“tﬂ Bt Rure (0 ATAIrS,
1
b B oone of the meeet irdloential -B.I'nl mecrssory indi-
?‘_{-I.u m&n:t[e::l“ 4 YO bl:?;nmdcﬂ.u.: thiz
ma may ot
mu-m.m:L don’t il also to consider oritically
Yo how, when, and from whom m‘:n will secure
pr Accountanoy trolning.
%all}-: "8 pocopd of mmor 1E|qn S00,000 AcoountRncy-
temingd men and wormen paat thirty :["ﬂ-ﬂ
mﬁm-—nrm-i uulurpnnmd. by nnr-:ltm-nlmth:ml

I.I'E'I‘.EE:I:‘I'H.EEHI

d.u'nl.t:ﬂ:lhf:l.ct. tpﬁ-mﬂmulymrml aif _P_A'
have been atedent members of LaSo qf

Az to the training [eelf, you will find if abeclotely
complats;  from tnehile Thiougl 1o ACCOuiniing
tirms, And a chosce of twelvo m-t-g:a-lmwuh#—
u#un,mﬁud.mgﬂl‘ A, Coaching that qualibes Yo
DR Y.

Spore-time sindy doea it nllf Mo interference with
WOUEF PRcRent mi:'rl;nﬂ a careful analyals of thoisands
of ptadent hisiorkes revenls tha tsome have mealized, in
inerempid Iater carnings, s high a8 S50 moturss on
eviery hour devoted 1o soch atuad y.

If you are nl:l.uaJ'[:.r:ln eu.rrbﬁr.—u.reml.l'.mg o work

devotedly your fufures - soocesa imba  this
g.lb&uctmrdui[r rhm.hgh::ﬁ;ﬂ'; nngd f:n:m e nrmgle.
BT WET i

priartanity fld wl.!ll hamn'r. YOME O PeaEet.
Sign and mail coupon | for q:r-:rnlplem dﬂ-ml'.r

I..AEALLE Ex'rmsmn 'I.I!HIUEII‘-"-IT‘I"
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 532%-HR Chicogo g
Einaly “H:Eﬁn. aboag the prement 3
el e “""E;'Eua.. :
.ﬂwwnwt-nnw 'II:- i
D H.lgh::r Accountancy

Oiiher LaSalle Opportunites: 5
II: H'ﬂtl.h'll-l:n".'lll‘:l‘! inaoe of the flelds
o cheek nd peil Do

HLEH':l'uII Mﬁd.‘ﬂ.l{l:!lﬂﬂ.'l: I-I? ﬂﬂﬂuu—ﬂl“

Modern Salesmanal A Coanching
Lol D wd af LL. n{rnﬂlc Manadomeat
O E T L Law EEmOrE T Oy
o i b e e L B e S T s ST
F o T T e S e R i e T

L e ey it el



BACKACHE?

Try Flushing Excess Polsons
And Aeid Thru Kidneys
And Btop Getting Up Nights

35 CENTS PROVES IT

When ¥our Eldneys nre oveortaxed and your
bladdes fa lrrltated and passage scanty and often
amartd and burns, you may need Gold Medal
Hakrlem €Hl Capsules, o fine harmless stlmolant
nnd diuretic that atarta to work nt ones end costs
but 46 cants at any nodern drugstors,

It's one good Eafe wony to put more healthy no-
tvity into kidnoys asnd bladder — you should
glesp more soundly the whole night through, But
ba sure to get GOLD MEDAL — it's 5 genuinea
mpdicine for wenl kidneys— right from IIanr-
lem in Holland.! Don't accept o pubstitute,

MEN WANTED

Bldes Ling-—<Hpars Time-<Fall Tlme
BIG:IJ‘EE‘H GQBIJ‘I.TEE]'&HE- IN ADVANCE DAILY

% liea ﬂ' EVELYDAT NUSINESS NECESEITIES
Fast B I:|.||. sipkdy reowactice Lleima for- all retsll

l:ﬂ-:llul.l:l ;u !Li.l:..ﬂu'l busines efloe, ete,. &bt & parving
%ﬂlﬁ E_ﬂ.l ake- grdorn - Ve delivert. Hdxborats
l-1'1"5 DUTFIT pemt FEITM,  Wreils quish

NOKRTHWERTEENM, 0I5-X, Wit fagkion, Ghicage, 1.

ASEND H'ﬂ' HDHETIHEHH& Money!

TRANEPARENT

N B0 Daya” Triall
Wemsks FALSETEETH for
oy mmca £ = Fen pareia uh.
Binecih i
m:mmﬂmmm:ul -‘lII'“H'H-;IrI.B.HT.h

m““ U. 5. Dental Co., . 682, Chicago, |
I'ur a sang, - DoR"t

WANTED B

EICIMARD BROB., 78 Woods l.l:l.lll:l.Ll:[_'1 'El:tlm:ll'n,. 1l

=] | Gmo- RUrEne
L = lete b sthu 3 11
;nﬂ sunsiional boaka, sligh el
r - EECEE . 1 sub-

-I.ll.ﬂ. |;'ul.'rn I'IIU:]lh

-

FiiPe

T
ELTOH ug"“ —
F-227 Manksttan Bldg.. Chisago

ORIGINAL SONG POEMS
nu.'r mh!wr- ¥YOUu CAN writs

u.n-lrd LT
ril.ul.--'l
ER.

HEATS WATER /
IHSTJHTLY

Damonsbratism,

EVERY HOME CAMN AFFORD

THIS AMATING LOW COST

MEW IMPROVED ELECTRIC
WATER HEATER

GLE Rsaflakian Coempany.

#:IPFH:: I'HIIHFI-'IB |-|u.1: Water ins

-Etlli pleg im - tha IIﬂi‘L W'l:l'l-l'-"'
Fﬂ.-B.'I' and  Pays =T
ITEY  PROFIT. Mo  Kls EA.II.E' I.E

‘OFFER. Write at ageas for details,

THE LUX COMPANY
Dapt. H-128 Elichart, lnd.

Yood News for
Fantasy (Colloctons!

ISCOVERED! Three hundred copies of

arret  Smith's book, “"Between

Worlds,” containing the classic interplane-
tary story of all times!

A decade ago we selected the most fas-
cinating, and perhaps the greatest classic of
interplanetary stories, and published it in
modern book form  with xible cowers.
Fantasy fans ordered thousands of copies,
and the supply became exhausted.

Only recently, however, we Came ACroSs 4
few hundred coples of “Between Worlds"
in our archives. We are offering these for
gale, at Afty cents each, to the Arat three
hundred readers that ask for them.

Mail voor orders to CAPTAIN FUTURE,
22 W, 48th 8t, New York City, N, ¥. En-
close coin, postage stamps of small denom-
inations (1-2-Ic) o money order. A perfect
copy of “Between Worlds™ will be pror Etl:ﬂ'
sent vou by return mail! Incidentally, Gar-
ret Smith is the famous auathor of “The
Moon Metal,” “Treasures of Tantalus,” and
“Slavee of the Wire.”

SENSATIONAL OFFER

g “mmier 95,

Here's vonr chance to own a complete set
of outstanding scientifiction titles, printed
individially on excellent grade paper at-
tractively bound.

A Limited Quaniity Available

Thy tEtles fnclods THE IMMORTALS OF MER-
CURY, by Clark Aghton Smith; THE SPECTRE
BULLET, by Thomas Mack; AVENGING NOTE,
by Alfred Sprissler; THE SHIP FROM NOWHERE,
by Sidney Patzer; THE MOON MIBAGE, by Ray-
mand Z. Gallun; FLIGHT OF THE AEERQOFIX, by
Mauricg Henard; THE INVADING ASTEROID, by
Manly Wade Wellman; MEN FEREOM THE
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By EDMOND HAMIL TON

Author of “Calling Captain Future,™
CHAPTER I

Lerp Hour

HE man who sat before a power-

ful televisor transmitter in the

dim, cubbylike room might have

been an Earthman. Or he might have

been a Martian, or a Jowvian, or any

other planctary native. It was impos-
sible to tell which.

For his whole body was concealed by

a black space-suit. Ewven the glassite

“Captain Future and the Space Emperor,”™

clics

helmet of his suit had been painted
black, except for the eyeholes. The
man inside it could see, but he could
not be seen.

He reached toward the towering
panel of the big televisor and tuned to
a secret wavelength. Generators built
up to a snarling, angry whine. Then he
spoke into the microphone below the
vigi-screcn. “The Wrecker calling Ship
One!” he hissed.

On the visi-screen appeared the in-
terior of a small spaceship. Then ap-

Bursting-point agalnet the metal straps (Chapter XW)
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peared the face of the spaceship’s com-
mander, a white-skinned, dark-haired
young Venusian,  His eyes stared
strangely at the screen, hollow-eyed,
and there was a stiff, awkward jerki-
ness to his speech as he spoke.

“Ship One reporting, sir.”

“¥ou are at the designated position
demanded the hissing voice of the man
who called himself the Wrecker.

*“N¥es, sir, we are lying off Mercury
now.” ;

“Good—you will strike at exactly ten
o'clock, solar time.”

The Wrecker pushed another button.
“Ship Twa!l”

The interior of another spaceship
flashed into the gscreen. Its commander
was a lanky, gray-skinned Neptunian,
but he had the same hollowness of eyve
and uncanny stiffness of speech as the
Venusian. ;

“Ship Two reperting, sir,” the Sa-
turnian said. “We are progressing
toward Mars on schedule.™

“Strike at exactly ten, solar time,™
ordered the Wrecker's sibilant voice.

Another button was pressed. “Ship
Three!”
A  hulking Earthman, as oddly

strange in appearance as the other two
ship-commanders, reported from the
third ship.” “Ship Three off Saturn, sir.
We are ready to descend and blast the
stockade at any moment.”

“Blast at ten, solar time,” the Wreck-
er ordered.

Then the black-veiled hgure of mys-
tery touched the switch that called
across the Scolar System to a fourth
spaceship.

A big green Jovian, his large, circular
dark eyes hollowly solemn, answered
in thick, jerky accents from the fourth
craft. “Ship Four, sir. We are ap-
proaching Earth's Moon.™

The Wrecker's dark figure tensed.

“Your mission is the most perilous
of all,” he told the Jovian. “Remember,
if you make one slip, you'll fail to get
this man. He must be captured or he'll
ruin our whole plan. Ten o'clock solar
time ig the zero hour,” rasped the
Wrecker. “Attack at exactly that time.,”

The Wrecker touched a larger
switch. The visi-screen went dark, and
the snarling whine of generators sank
and died. The dark-veiled figure of

mysetery hunched, brooding.

“The plan can't fail, now,” he told
himself. “The one man who might
spoil it will be in our power., The Sys-
tem, reeling under this blow, will call
to him for help as usual. But he won't
answer thiz time. Mobody will an-
swer.”’

The Wrecker's dark form stiffened.

“Gravium! The key to the whole
Systems’ life—and that key will soon
be in my hands! Only forty minutes
to zero hour—"

ERQO hour. . . .

The Hot Side of the planet Mer-
cury sizzled under the scorching heat
of the sun that seemed to fill half the
brassy sky. That flaming orb, onl
thirty-six million miles away, kept this
gide of the planet at a temperature
above the melting point of most metals!

Yet there were men at one spot in
this hottest place in the nine worlds.
Upon the seared, blackened rock-plain
cf the Hot Side stood the clustered
smelters, barracks, offices and open
rock workings of one of the Svstem's
five gravium mine-companies.

This mine was protected from the
fearful heat that otherwise would in-
stantly slay all here. From a towering
radiator-mechanism arched a domelike
“halo™ of blue force, a screen of vibra- -
tions that barred terrific solar radiance.

A young Mercurian mmetallurgist
came out of the laboratories and
glanced up at the colossal orb Haming
overhead. He speculated, for the thou-
sandth time, what would happen if the
“halo™ failed and the solar heat pene-
trated.

“"Thank the gods of space the ‘hala’
radiator is failure-proof,” he told him-
self. “Otherwige there’'d be no mine
here. Ewven as it is, gravium is the only
thing that would draw men to this
place.”

Gravium! The most precious and im-
portant metal in the Solar System ! For
upon gravium depended all the inter-
planetary trade and traffic of the nine
worlds., Without gravium there would
be no gravitation equalizers, no inter-
planetary fight.

The young Mercurian glanced at his
watch., “Ten o'clock, sun time!  I'd
better be getting back to work—" He
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stiffened suddenly.

A black space-cruiser was diving
down out of the brassy sky. It roared
over the “halo”—shrouded mine, and a
small black object dropped from the
cruiser toward the “halo™ radiator.

Next moment, with a roar and fash
of white fire, the big radiator mechan-
ism flew to fragments.

“An atomic bomb!" yelled the Mer-

Captaln Futurs

curian. “This means death for—"

Even as he realized the imminence
of death, he died. The fearful solar
heat, striking the little mine-settlement
as itz screen of protective vibrations
was destroyed, reduced that young
Mercurian’s body to a charred black
cinder instantaneously.

Within ten minutes, every trace of
the Mercury gravium mines and its
workers had been completely destroyed
by the terrific solar heat.

T was night in the equatorial desert

of Mars. The stars shone brilliantly

in the chill, clear air, and the two
meteorlike moons cometing across the

17

heavens shed a pale radiance. That
light illuminated the busy mine of the
Mars Gravium Company. For here on
Mars, too, was mined a small quantity
of the precious gravium that made in-
terplanetary travel possible.

Two Martian laborers came out of a
tunnel for a breath of air. Red-skinned
men with bold heads and big-chested
figures, they breathed in the chill night
air gtatefulli}r- It lacked two minutes
of ten o’clock, solar time—

“What's that up there, Arraj?"’ the
younger Martian asked, pointing up.

The older man loocked. Up there
against the superbly blazing Milky
Way, a tiny black spot was growing.

“Looks like a meteor coming this
way,” he said quickly. “But it must be
a big one—"

“Look, Arraj—it is a meteor!” cried
the younger Martian excitedly. “And |
there’s a ship guiding it!"

The two stared for a moment at the
incredible spectacle. That expanding
black spot was clearly a giant meteor,
rushing now at tremendous speed
toward Mars. And close beside the
booming meteor rushed a dark space-
ship, playing rays upon the great mass.
The ship was propelling the meteor
toward Mars—

“That meteor's going to strike here !
yelled the young Martian wildly. “That
ship’s deliberately guiding it to hit the
mines here—"

The great meteor was rushing
straight down toward them, loomin
larger and larger. The ship that ha
guided it until the last moment was now
rocketing back out to space.

The younger of the two Martians
tried to scream an alarm as the mon-
strous mass darted down. He could ut-
ter mo sound; paralysis gripped him.

Then the giant meteor struck. The
concussion shook the lonely Martian
desert for leagues. And when the quak-
ing shudder of the planet ceased, the
gravium mines had—disappeared. The
impact of the great meteor had made
that whole region a fusing, super-
heated wreck of shattered m:ﬁ.

AWM was breaking over the
southern part of Saturn. Low on

the northern horizon, over the great
plains which cover most of this giant,
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]Ezmne-wnrld the stupendous arc of the
gs glittered less brightly against the
star-studded sky. -

Down low in one of the southern wval-
leys of Satutn, the rising Sun gleamed
off the white cement buildings and raw
rock pits of the gravium workings. For
here, too, was mined some of the preci-
ous gravium vital to the System.
Around the whole gravium mine tow-
ered a stockade of atomic flame. Atomic
prujccmra set close tng:the: formed a
ring whose unceasing jets of flame
alone kept out the gray, creeping mon-
steérs that could be glimpsed outside.

Those gray, great crawling things

were the dreaded Silicae—strange be-
ings composed of inorganic compounds
with a siliceons base. Like all giliceocus
life, they ate metal, and would attack
any place to satisfy their avid craving.
The exposzed veins of gravium in the
workings, the metal of the machines
here, were a constant lure to the Silicae.
Always, they hungrily circled the stock-
ade of flame.
« The tall, blue-skinned Saturnian en-
gineer who came out of his cabin,
rubbing sleep from his eyeas, stared dis-
tastefully at the crawling gray mon-
sters visible outside the flame-fence.

“Damned vermin,” he muttered dis-
gustedly. “I'm tired looking at them.
What I necd are some bright lights and
pretty girls.”

It was ten o'clock Solar Time. The
engineer started toward the barracks
to rouse his men for the day-shift. Sud-
denly he stopped and peered upward.

“What the devil—""

A black spaceship was diving toward
the gravium mines. From it darted a
powerful atom-beam that struck and
demolished the atomic projectors of a
whole sector of the stockade. That
whole part of the lame-fence died. The
ship darted up and away with a thun-
der of rocket-tubes. The Saturnian en-
gineecr, his face ghastly, pitched toward
the alarm-bell control.

A1l out—the stockade’s broken !™ he
velled, as he sent the alarms ringing,

Half-awakened men poured out of the
buildings. But already, through the

ap in the flame-fence, a horde of the
§ ilicae was pouring!

Two hours later, the monstrous Sil-
icae flowed lcisurcly away. The cement

buildings remained, and the broken
bodies of dead men. But every trace of
metal was gone, eaten by the monsters.
The machinery, the tools, the scraps of
mctal on the persons of the men, and
even the gravium in the open workings
—all had been ingested by the strange
creatures. The Saturnian gravium
source had been wiped out.

ERQO hour. . . .

Brilliant sunlight bathed the side
of the moon that faced Earth. In the
flood of light, the lunar peaks and crat-
ers rose stark and bare, the lunar plains
stretched in deathly desolation. At
only one place was there movement on
this forbidding, barren globe.

That place was in the mighty moun-
tain-ring of Tycho crater. A black
spaceship had landed stealthily in the
jagged peaks of the crater. A score of

| space-suited men, each wearing on his

breast his fat gravitation-equalizer,
were cautiously moving out onto the
flat, white rock plain of the great crater.

The leader, a big Jovian whose darle
eves looked oddly hollow and strange
inside his glassite helmet, stopped sud-
denly and pointed toward a big glassite
window set in the crater-plain ahead.

“That’s the place!” muttered the
Jovian to his men on his suit-phone.
“That's where they live—Captain Fu-
ture and the Futuremen !

Captain Future, most redoubtable
and mysterious adventurer in the Sys-
tem, the champion of law and the foe of
crime, the legendary Plan:t::r who had
blazed a fighting trail across space!

And the Futuremen, the three awe-
some, unhuman aides of the great ad-
venturer, who dwelt with him on this
frigid world!

“Do we attack at once?” asked one
of the men.,

“MNo, the Wrecker said to wait until
the Futuremen have gone on their reg-
ular trip to some laboratory they have
on the other side,” the Jowvian said.
“There they go now! Get down, all of
.Fﬂu 1!'

Out of an u.ndﬂr?‘rnund hangar, a
tear-drop shaped little ship was rising.
It zoomed in a streak of hre across the
peaks of ho crater.

“MNow, Captain Future’'s alone!” the
Jovian leader exclaimed. He looked at



hig watch.
hour.™

He unhooked a gunlike weapon from
his belt and aimed it at the glassite win-
dow ahead. As he pulled trigger of the
instrument he muttered tensely: “This
will get Captain Future!l™

"And it's ten now—zero

CHAPTER I1
Upon Earth’s Moon

URTIS NEWTON, known
throughout the Solar System as
Captain Future, had been working for
hours upon an engrossing scientific ex-
periment. Now he stepped back and

surveved the dewvice on which he had .

labored, a rueful frown on his face.
“Hang it, why can't I reverse the
clectronic orbit-compression?™” he won-
dered. “There must be some way.”
Standing there deep in thought in a
carner of his big sub-lunar laboratory,
in the flood of filtered sunlight that
poured down through the great glassite
window overhead, Curt Newton made
a strikingly picturesque fgure. 3Six

+ feet-four tall, his shock of unduly red

hair flamed in the softened sunlight.
He wore a close-fitting zipper-suit of
tan synthesilk that could not conceal
the long, lithe muscles of a rangy, per-
fectly coordinated body.

Curt wore but one ornament—if such
it could be called. That was the big
ring on his left hand, whose nine jewels
moved ceéaselessly around a radiant
central Eem. Those moving jewels rep-
resented the nine planets of the Solar
System, and that unique ring was the
iﬂenl:if}!ing emblem of Captain Future,
legendary wizard of science and cham-
pion of law.

“Must be some way to reverse the
process,” Curt muttered perplexedly.
*“1 can do it—why in the world can't I
undo it?"”

The thing that held Curt's attention
was a small electrical projector, be-
tween whose leng lay a square block of
solid zold.

It was only one of the many mech-
anisms and instruments in this big lab-
oratory. This large room, excavated
out of the sclid moon-rock beneath

Tycho- crater, was the
of science in the System—the labora-
tory of Captain Future and the Future-
men. Here, besides ordinary telescopes,
spectroscopes, and big atomic-power

greatest citadel

generators, were many instruments
whose design and purpose were known
only to the young wizard of science and
his three comrades.

The voice of one of those comrades
sounded in Curt Mewton's ear now, as
he thoughtfully surveyed his experi-
Iment.

“Listen, chief, how about letting me
go to Venus for a few days?” that voice
asked hopeiully.

“Mothing doing, Otho,” Curt replied
without turning. “You've got to go
with Simon and Grag over to the su
lunar testing chamber.”

“But it would only take me a day or
g0 to make this little trip to Venus—"
the voice persisted.

Captain Future turned exasperatedly.
“What are you talking about, Otho?
You've no reason to be going to
Venus.”

It was Otho the android who faced
him. He was one of the three unhuman

B o s, S bl
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20 CAPTAIN FUTURE

Futuremen who were an awesome
legend in the System.  Otho was a man
—but not an ordinary human man. He
was a synthetic man, or android. He
had been made scientifically, long ago
in this very laboratory—had been cre-
Etﬁ% bodily out of artificial synthetic
esh.

THE synthetic body of Otho was
manlike in general outline. But his
rubbery white artificial figure con-
tained strength and speed and agility
beyond that of any human. The slant-
ing, slitted green eyes in his hairless
white head flamed with a spirit of devil-
may-care recklessness and audacity.
They were coaxing in expression now
ag he pleaded with Captain Future.

“Can’'t you let me take the Comet for
a trip to Venus? Otho begpged. “It's
for scientific reasons,” he added hastily.
“There's 2 rare specimen of fungoid
creature on that unexplored north
Venusian continent that I want to get.”

Curt Newton chuckled.

“¥ou and your rare specimens!" he
scoffed at the android. "“You're just
bored here on the moon, as usual, and
trying to think up an excuse to get off
on one of your crazy, hell-raising

_Epace-jaunts.

“Well, anyvone would get bored hang-

ing around this cursed moon where

nothing ever happens. Since we got
baclk from Pluto, we haven't been off
this shriveled little world.”

A  rasping, metallic woice inter-
rupted the android's sulky complaint.

‘If you want something to do so
badly, Otho,” rasped that harsh, un-
human wvoice, “yvour wish is gratified.
You can take Grag and me over to the
gub-lunar test chamber.”

Both Curt and Otho turned. The
other two Futuremen had appeared in
one of the doors of the laboratory. One
of them was Grag, the robot, whose
mighty metal shape loomed seven feet
in height. Like a huge metal travesty
on mankind he towered, his massive
jointed arms and legs hinting the giant
strength he possessed. Grag's eyes—
gleaming photoelectric eyes set in the
front of his bulbous metal head—
looked inguiringly toward Captain Fu-
ture as he towered high there.

Curled up familiarly on Grag's metal _

shoulder was his particular pet—a little
bearlike animal with gray, siliceous
flesh, a sharp nose and curious little
eyes. And the great robot held in one
metal hand the handle of the case
which contained the third Futureman.

The third Futureman had no body.
He was Simon Wright, known from
one end of the System to the other as
the Brain. For he was simply a human
brain that lived in a square, transpar-
ent case., Inside that case were the
compact pumps and serum-purifiers
that circulated artificial blood-serums
to keep the EBrain living. In the front
of the case were the Brain’s artificial
lens-eyes, mounted on flexible stalles,
and the resonator-mechanism by which
he spoke.

atrangest trio in the whole System—
these three unhuman Futuremen who
were spoken of with awe on every
wrorld ! Simon Wright, the living
Brain who had once been an ordinary
living man; Grag, the great metal
robot, strongest being in the whole
Universe ; and Otho, the synthetic man.
Three unhuman comrades, with scien-
tific powers and strange abilities be-
vond compare, who companioned
Captain Future, the greatest scientific
wizard of all, on his hazardous adwven-
tures in defense of law and right!

The Erain was speaking again, his
lens-eyes turned toward Curt New-
ton's face as hiz mechanical wvoice
rasped.

“Have wou golved the problem of
yvour experiment yvet, Curtis?"” he asked.

Curt shook his head ruefully.

“Not yet. I can compress the elec-
tron-orbits well enough, but can't re-
verze it. Watch—"' :

He reached toward the switch of the
electrical projector, beneath which lay
the little square block of gold.

*“Wait!" boomed Grag hastily. “Eek
iz there—"

The little gray siliceous animal that
had been curled up on Grag’s shoulder
had spied the gold, and had made for
it. Eek was a moon-pup, a native lunar
siliceous animal who was non-breath-
ing and who ate metals and ores. Eek
especially loved silver and gold.

“Better get him out from under that
projector, Grag,"” chuckled Curt, “or
he'll be reduced in size with the gold.™



“Say, that’s the beat idea I've heard

yet, Chief!"” exclaimed Otho. “Shrink

Eck down to the size of a molecule, and

then the little pest won't be forever

El;ewing up things and making trou-
O

RAG had snatched Eek hastily

from under the projector. Now

the big metal robot turned wrathfully
on Otho.

“You're always complaining about

Eek!' he accused Otho. "“You forget

that Eek saved all our lives out on
Pluto.”

“I deny that!” Otho shouted. “And 3
even if that cursed moon-pup had

saved my-life, I still wouldn’t like him."”

“That’s because only humans like
tﬂg’ﬂelf like pets,” Grag said proudly.
“Of course, since you're not quite hu-
man, Otho—"

“Quiet, Grag!” said Curt hastily, as
Otho began to answer furiously. I
want to show Simon my experiment.”

Captain Future closed the switch. A
beam of red light shot down from the
projector onto the little block of gold.
The gold block shrank. In minutes, it
dwindled in size until it was only one-
tenth as big. Curt turned off the red
beam.

“I could make it so small as to be
inwvisible,” he said. “Trouble is, I don't’
know yet how to make things big
again.”

“Well, we will be back in a few
hours,” the Brain told him. “To the
Comet, Grag. Come along, Otho.”

Scon, Curt Newton heard a roar of
rocket-tubes as the Comet, his super-
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22 CAPTAIN FUTURE

swift space-cruiser, took off from its
underground hangar for the short flight
around to the Moon's other side. Curt
remained standing, locking musingly
around the now silent laboratory, his
red head bathed in the sunlight from
the great window owverhead. He loved
this strange dwelling on the wild moon.
It was home to him. Here, indeed, he
had been born.

All Curt’s first childhood memeories
were of this place, and of theMhres
Futuremen, the robot and android and
EBrain. To him, those awesomely un-
human beings had never seemed
strange, but familiar and dear. They
had been his protectors, his tutors.

The Brain, master of science, had
given him the unparalleled scientific
education that was the foundation for
his later wizardry of science. Grag the
robot, strongest of all beings, had de-
veloped his strength and endurance.
Otho, most daring and agile and swift
of all, had trained him in quickness and
skill.” They loved the growing boy, and
Curt gave them the affection another
lad would give his parents.

Mot until he had reached manhood,
had the Brain told him of his parents.
Of how Roger Newton, young Earth
scientist, had fled here to the moon
years before with his young wife and
with the Brain himself. For Simon
Wright was an Earth scientist himself,
whose brain had been removed from his
aging, dving body and encased in its
present serume-case, to live on.

His father and mother, Curt had
learned, had fled to this refuge on the
moon to escape plotters who coveted
their scientific discoveries for sinister
purposes. Here in their new lunar
home, Roger MNewton and the Brain
had carried on their great attempt to
create artificial living beings. And
here they had created two such beings
—Grag, metal robot, and Otho, the

thetic man.

But the plotters they had fled from
had followed them to the moon, and
had murdered Roger Newton and his
voung wife. Grag and Otho had slain
the murderers. And, dying, Curt's
mother had left her newly born son in
the care of the robot and android and
Brain, begging them to protect and
educate and aid him.

LL this, Curt Newton had learned
when he had reached manhood.
And, learning, he had come to a great
decision—a decision to apply his un-
paralleled scientific wizardry and su-
perhuman abilities to a war against all
interplanetary criminals.

“The growth of interplanetary traf-
fic, the mingling of planetary races and
increase of scientific knowledge, will
bring dangers to the System ‘Pe:}pllﬂ- 1=
Curt had declared. “Danger from such
criminals as murdered my parents.
With your help, and with the education
you've given me, I can help the Sys-
tem peoples Rght those dangers.”

“It is what wyour dying rnuther
wanted, lad,” the Brain had ra.?:i
“And Grag and Otho and I will ght
at your side. But it means devoting
yvour life single-mindedly to this great
causze.™ -

“I know,”” Curt had said earnestly.
“I'll probably go under, sooner or later.
But until T do, T'll use every ounce of
my brains and strength to crush those
who try to exploit the System’s races.”

Curt had flown secretly to Earth that
very night and offered his services to
the President of the Syatem Govern-
meént.

*If vou ever need me, flash a signal-
fHare from the North Pole,” he had said.
“I'1l1 see it—and I'll come.™

“But who are you, anyway?"” the be-
wildered President had asked.

And a debonair smile had lit Curt’s
face as he answered, “You can call me
—Captain Future!”

Thus had been born the career of
Captain Future. Since then, the North
Pole signal-summons had Hared many
times. And each time, Curt Newton
and the three Futuremen had answered
quickly, and by sheer daring and scien-
tihc mastery had crushed the plots and
plotters who endangered the System.

Curt’s reverie of memory was intcr—
rupted by a soft chiming note.
looked up at the wall. n that wa‘ll
wrare ten clocks. IMNine of them showed
the exact time on each of the nine
worlds. The tenth clock showed the
standard solar time used by all space
ships. It was just ten o'clock.

“Time for me to be getting back to
worl, instead of wool-gathering,” Curt
told himself. “Now, if I used a higher
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frequency beam in this projector,
would it—"

He was turning toward the projec-
tor, as he spoke. Eut he suddenly
stopped. A paralyzing force had
struck him. He slumped to the labora-
tnr;r Hoor like a dead man.

“Something’s blocking off all the
electric nerve-currents in my body!”
the thought flashed through Curt’s
mind. *“This is no accident—someone’s
causing this—"

He made a superhuman mental effort
to move. If he could just get to a cab-
inet across the laboratory, he could
use the instruments in it to neutralize
this paralyzing force. But he was help-
less, unable to stir a Anger. He lay
prone. And in a moment, he heard men
entering the air-lock outer door of the
sub-lunar dwelling.

Captain Future waited grimly. Into
the laboratory cautiously came a band
of space-suited men. The foremost, a
bulky Jovian, held a gunlike weapon
whose fan of invisible force covered the
red-haired scientific wizard.

Curt, still unable to speak or move,
surveyed his attackers with faring
gray eyes. Hastily, they tied him with
unbreakable metal ropes, keeping out
of the range of the invisible force them-
selves. Then the Jovian snicked off
his weapon. Curt found he could mowve.
He made a tremendous effort te break
his bonds, but it was futile.

“Put a space-suit on him,” the Jovian
wag ordering. “He mustn’t die as we
take him to the ship—the Wrecker's
orders!™

Curt’s voice was low and deadly as
he spoke to the Jovian.

W ho 18 the Wrecker? Who ordered

you to do this?”

E Jovian laughed hollowly.
“You'll meet the Wrecker soon,
Captain Future. You've roined a lot
of schemes, but you won't ruin his
He's too smart—he struck at you
first I
Curt's eyes narrowed. There was
something strange about this Jovian
and hizs men. Their set expressions,
and hollow eyes. . . . Inwardly, Curt
was secething. Whoever the Wrecker
wasg, he was the first who had ever
dared made a deliberate attack on Cap-

The Braln

tain Future's home. It was a challenge
to Captain Future—a challenge Curt
grimly accepted.

The Jovian leader had taken from his
belt a small square recorder-machine
into which he spoke in loud tones.

“To the Futuremen!” he said loudly.
“We have your leader, Captain Future.
Make no effort to trace us, make no
effort to leave the moon, and he will
not be killed. Otherwise, he dies!™

The Jovian hung the recorder by the
door, and set a trip-switch so that it
would speak the words when the Fu-
turemen came.

“Now out of here quick, before they
return,” he continued hastily. “The
paralysis-beam wouldn’t work on all
three of those unhuman dewvils. That's
why we had to strike when they were
gone.”

Curt had been garbed, still bound and
helpless, in a space-suit. MNow his cap-
tors carried him out of the lunar lab-
oratory and across Tycho crater to a
black ship waiting hidden in the peaks.

Captain Future was tossed into a
small supply-room off the main corri-
dor of the ship. The space-suit was
removed, but not his bonds. - And a tall,
stringy, vellow-faced Uranian stood
guard over him with a drawn atom-
pistol.

Curt felt the ship lurch upward with
a roar of rocket-tubes, then hurtle off
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through space. He squirmed around to
lock through the windew. The ship
was flying away from the moon and
Earth, and heading almost straight to-
ward the blazing orb of the sun.

*“They're going to coast close past
the sun, which means they're heading
for one of the worlds now on the other
gide of the System,” Curt thought
quickly. *“Jupiter, or Uranus or Nep-
tune—"

Captain Future craned toward the
window. His heart went cold as he

limpsed the green sphere of Earth. On
its North Fole, a brilliant little flare of
light was throbbing forth.

“The signal!” Curt muttered appal-
ledly. *“The summons from the Presi-
dent!™

It was the beacon-flare used by the
* President to call Captain Future and
the Futuremen when peril threatened
the system. And he, Captain Future,
who had never failed to answer that
summeons swiftly, could not answer it
now, for he was being carried off across
the void, a helpless prisoner.

CHAPTER III1
Saolar Peril

URT NEWTON felt an emotion
as near despair as he cver had
experienced. That call from Earth
meant grave danger, a vital emergency
of some kind. And he couldn’t answer!
He was tied hand and foot with un-
breakable metal ropes. Over him stood
the armed Uranian

But Captain Future had won out of
equally perilous situations in the t.
That trap on the Prison Moon of Pluto,
and the death-pit in the Place of the
Dead on Jupiter, and many others. He
lay still, his bronzed face immobile, his
keen gray eyes roving about.

The ship was throbbing on its course
sunward. Curt realized  that its ob-
jective must be either Jupiter or
Uranue or Neptune, the three planets
on the other side of the System. Which
was it?

Curt started as he heard his captors
talking. They were saying something
about the wrecking of some of the

System's gravium mines. Did that
mean that the Wrecker, the mysterious
leader behind these strange men, was
strilking somechow at the System’s
gravium supply?

“It must be =o0,” Curt thought. “A
threat to the gravium sources of the
system—that must be why Carthew
called for me!"

Gravium was the wvery life-blood of
interplanetary civilization. For with-
out it, gravitation-equalizers could not
be made. And without equalizers, men
didn’t dare visit other planets of greater
or lesser gravitation than their own.

The first space explorers, back in
1971, had found that out. Landing on
worlds of lesser gravitation than Earth,
their circulation, internal organs, their
whole anatomy, were damaged. All
were sickened, many crippled and
killed. It seemed at first that it would
be impossible for men ever to live on
other worlds.

Then Mark Carew, one of those first
explorers, had discovered on Mercury
a queer metal unknown on REarth., He
called it gravium, for an electric cur-
rent sent through a coil of this metal
would decrease or increase the weight
of any matter immediately around the
coil, according to the current’s polarity
and strength.

Carew invented a gravitation equal-
izer, whose core was a gravium coil.
The equalizer, worn in a flat case on the
body, could be set to compensate auto-
matically for any difference in gravi-
tation. The wearer of the equalizer
always felt the same weight, no matter
how strong or weak was the gravita-
tion of the world he visited.

The gravitation equalizers had made
widespread interplanetary traffic pos-
sible! Every interplanetary traveler
wore one. Because of them, Earthmen
could wisit Jupiter and the other giant
planets without ill-effects, and simi-
larly Joviane and other planetary races
-:uu{d visit Earth. Without equalizers,
space-travel would stop.

And it was only the precious metal
gravium that made the equalizers pos-
gible. Small wonder that gravium was
the most valuable metal in the System!
The companies which mined the grav-
ium were required to sell all of it to
the System Gowvernment, which super-



CAPTAIN FUTURE'S CHALLENGE 25

vised the manufacture of the all-impor-
tant equalizers.

“If this Wrecker and his crowd have
really ruined part of the System’s
gravium supply,” Captain Future
thought, *it's no wonder that President
Carthew called for me.”

Then renewed remembrance of his
present situation, his inability to an-
swer -that call, swept over him. He
writhed mentally. His mind worlked at
top speed to discover a way out of his
captivity. The wyellow Uranian still
watched him like a hawk with those

hollow eyes, his atom-pistol ready in.

his hand.

Curt looked out the window. Hours
had passed, and the ship was now fy-
ing very cloge to the stupendous orb
of the sun, which it would pass closely
on ite way to the other side of the
System.

HE ship already had its “halo"

working, Captain Future saw. The
“halo™, a screen of vibrations that re-
pelled radiant heat waves, was a nec-
egsity to all ships routed close to the
sun. It enclosed the craft like a shell
of blue light.

The Uranian guard saw Captain Fu-
ture looking out of the window, and
laughed hollowly. -

“¥ou don’t want to go outszide, do
your” the puard asked ironically.
*“You wouldn™ live long if you did,
Captain Future.”

Curt knew that. Only the “halo™
kept the ship from being destroyed by
the terrific heat of the sun. The sun
waz an overwhelming spectacle.
Though several million miles away, the
giant star seemed near enough to touch.
Its radiance was blinding even through
the light-filter windows. Out from it
raged huge prominences—tongues of
solar flame capable of destroving a
world, leaping out like claws clutching
at the ship.

Captain Future was not stunned by
the sight. He had been far closer to the
sun than this when he and the Future-
men had carried out perilous solar re-
sparches in their ship, the Comet. His
mind was concentrated now on a des-
perate scheme of escape that he had
evolwed.

Curt twisted a little to bring his left

hand into full view. On that hand he
wore his famous ring—the emblem of
Captain Future, with its nine little
bright planet-jewels revolving slowly
around the central radiant sun-gem.
Curt spoke to the wyellow Uranian
guard.

“Would yvou help me escape if 1 gave
you this ring?"”

The Uranian answered scornfully.
“Of course not! I could take it away
from you, if I wished =o."

“But it's a unique, wvaluable ring,"
Curt Newton pointed out. *“See how
those nine jewels revolve around the
central one, 5o that they duplicate ex-
actly the movements of the mnine
planets?"

The Uranian, though not at all
tempted, did lock at the ring more
closely. Simultaneously, Curt pressed
his thumb against the back of the ring.
where was the switch of the ring’s tiny
atomic motor. The brilliant jewels of
the ring began to move imperceptibly
more quicl-:ly. Rer.rulvmg ever faster,
smoothly spinning points of light, they
seemed to inate the Uranian.

“They mowve around and around,”
Curt said softly. “Around and around
—they never stop—they go faster and
faster—""

His woice was a soothing, soporific
monotone. As he pressed harder
against the ring's switch, the jewels
were Epinning ever more swittly, be-
fore the Uranian’s fascinated eyes.

“Faster and faster—they keep going
faster and faster—" Captain Future
continued, his wvoice low, soft, hyp-
notic.

Hypnotic—yes! The spinning jew-
els of the famons emblem-ring were a
p::rfect device for inducing the hyp-
notic state. Curt had used it for that
purpose before, for the red-haired
scientific wizard was a past master in
the science of hvpnotismm.

The spznning little lights of the nng.
and Curt's drowsy, socothing woice,
were having their effect. The Uran-
ian’s eyes were wide, dilated, staring
fixedly at the ring. For minutes Cap-
tain Future continued the dual process
of revolving lights and scothing talk.
Then he spoke suddenly, in low, au-
thoritative tones.

“¥ou are asleep now,"” he declared.
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The Uranian, without taking his
gaze off the ring, answered slowly.

“I am aslesap.”

“¥You will obey my command,” Curt
said.

*1 will obey,"” came the slow answer.

“Untie these ropes around me at
once,” Captain Future ordered.

E held his breath, then. But it

worked., The Uranian was ut-
terly hypnotized. The man bent slow-
ly, and with motions like thosze of a
sleepwalker, began to unfasten the
flexible metal ropes bound tightly
around Captain Future’s limbs.

The instant he was free, Curt stood
erect.

“Sleep now and do not move,” he
told the staring, swaying Uranian.

The guard remained standing,
frozen. Curt snatched the slender
proton-pistol from the holster at his
belt.

“So sure I was helpless that they
didn't take this,” he muttered.

He sprang into the corridor. He had
to get to the televisor room of this
ship, at once. There wasn't much
time.

There wasn™t any time! For sud-
denly a thin Venusian appeared at the
other end of the corridor. The
Uranian’s relief!

The thin, pale beam of Curt’s pro-
ton-gun dropped the Venusian in his
tracks before he could yell. Swiftas a
Plutonian ice-cat, Curt leaped down
the passage. From inside a closed door
came the snarling whine of generators.
The televisor-room! He opeéned the
door. A Neptunian looked up from the
powerful televisor he was just turning
off.
Captain Future's hissing proton-
beam knocked the gray-faced operator
back out of his chair, unconscious. In
a second, Curt was in that chair, his
hand=s flying owver the switches and
tuning dials of the powerful televisor
transmitter, He was tuning to the se-
cret frequency used by himself and the
Futuremen alone. As he tuned, his
eyes were swiftly reading the space-
position of the ship from the dials
above the set. A hissing, frantic voice
came from the telewvigsor receiver, and
Otho's wild face appeared in it

“Chief!” eried the android, back on
the moon, a8 he glimpsed Captain Fu-
ture’s face. “Devils of space, where—""

“Listen, Otho!" Curt rapped. “I'm
getting out of this ship. Come for me
at once in the Comet—you'’ll find me
Hoating in space—near position 14.2
outward, 34 degrees countersunwise,
2.7 below ecliptic plane.”

“But that position’s close to the sun
—you can’t live in space a minute in
that heat!” Otho protested. “Chief—"

*No time to talk—come at once!”
Curt ordered, and snapped off the
wave,

Then he tore away the whole front
panel of the televisor. His deft hands,
working against time, unfastened two
small transformers, a condenser, and a
little auxiliary atomic power generator,
that he fastened together into a com-
pact mechanism.  Finally he finished
hooking together his improvised ma-
chine.

Slinging it over his shoulder, Curt
re-entered the corridor and hastened
along it to the mid-ship airlock
which the ship was entered or left. In
the inner chamber of the airlock, space-
suits were hanpging as usual. In a mo-
ment, Captain Future was inside a suit.
The mechanism he had improvised, he
kept slung over his shoulder, outside
the guit. Then he opened the outer
door of the lock. The air of the lock
puffed out. Curt leaped out with it,
jumping forth with all his strength =so
as to escape from the gravitational at-
traction of the ship.

THE red-headed adventurer leaped
out into an inferno of raging light
and heat—into a hell of radiation flood-
ing from the sun whose orb jammed the
firmament. But as he leaped, Captain
Future switched on ‘hiz makeshift
mechanism. Its generator and trans-
formers began humming. It projected
a spherical shell of blue light that com-
pletely enclosed Curt as he Hew out
into space—a “halo”™ or wvibration-
scpeen that would protect him from the
solar radiation which otherwise would
kill him instantly!

Curt found himself floating in space.
The raider ship was receding, a blaclk
mass surrounded by the blue flicker of
its own halo. Then the ship was gone,

o — -
ey
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his escape unsuspected as yet. And
Captain Future, inside his space-guit
and protected only by the fragile
“hala” from the withering radiation,
floated alone in space, only a few mil-
lion miles out from the sun.

“It's going to be cursed close,” Curt
muttered to himself. “If the Future-
men don't hurry—""

His position was a truly appalling
one. For though he seemed floating in
space, Curt knew that he was really
falling at ever increasing speed toward
the sun.

The gigantic gravitational grip of the
stupendous flaming orb was pulling
him toward fiery death, by a speed that
accelerated each minute. It would take
but a few hours for him to fall right
into the outer layers of the chromo-
sphere. Could the Futuremen reach
him in time, even in the super-swift
Comet?

“It's a gamble,” Curt thoupght grimly.
“And not the first one I've talkten—but
one of the biggest!”™

Even through the filter-glassite hel-
met, the glare of the sun was over-
whelming. He seemed suspended
above a titanic ocean of raving flame
that filled the whole Universe. Soon
heat began to invade Curt's suit. Curt
turned the generator up to higher
power, increasing the intensity of the
‘ﬂhnlu‘F?

“Generator can’t last long at this
rate,” Curt thought.

Before long, he had to turn it up
again. And now the generator was be-
ginning to falter, its small charge of
atomic fuel depleted by the extraordi-

nary demands made upeon it to maintain
the fragile screen of vibrations.

Captain Future felt a queer chill, de-
spite the stifling heat inside his suit.
Could this be the end? Had he dared
the space gods once too often?

“MNo, they'll come,” Curt muttered
doggedly. ‘““The Futuremen won't fail
me—"

And as though to confirm his loyalty,
the Comet swept out of the upper void
like a streak of flashing fire! The tear-
drop-shaped little ship, the swiltest
thing in space, had its shrouding blue
“halo” out. It wolleyed around in a
dizzy turn and drove level beside Curt,
its air-lock door open. He clutched,
scrambled into the air-lock. In a mo-
ment he wag inside the little ship, di-
vesting himself of his smoking hot
space-suit in the mid-ship laboratory
cabin.

“Chief, we were afraid!” Otho was
babbling wildly as he helped him shed
the heavy suit. ““We broke all our own
records getting here. Grag flew the
ship like a madman—""

Grag had set the Comef on an up-
ward course away from the sun, and
now the great robot came clanking hur-
riedly back into the cabin.

“Master, you're all right?” he cried.

“All right—yes,” Curt clipped. “But
there's work to do! You saw the sig-
nal-flare on Earth calling us?"

“We saw, lad,” rasped the Brain, his
lens-eyes staring at Curt, “but we were
helpless. We couldn't answer the call
—knowing that wyour captors would
murder you, if we did."”

{Turn page)
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CURT NEWTON'S gray eyes were
flaring

“1'1 sett]e. the score later with those
raiders—and with their leader who
calls himself the Wrecker. But right
now, we've pot to contact the Presi-
dent, That call meant an emergency !

In a few minutes, as the Comet sped
out of the perilous solar neighborhood,
Curt had geot through a televizsor call
to Earth, to President James Carthew
of the System Government,

Carthew's fine, aging face was hag-
gard and pale as he loocked out of the
televigsor screen at Curt.

“Captain Future—thank God!" he
eried. “I've been almost frantic, since
you failed to answer the summons.
whf—'l'i

“I'll explain later why I couldn’t an-
swer,” Curt said quickly. “Right now
I want to know why you called me.
VWhat's wrong? Is it something to do
with gravium "

“How could you know?" faltered
Carthew. "Yes, that's it. Captain Fu-
ture, at exactly ten o'clock solar time,
an unknown organization struck and
destroyed the graviom mines on Mer-
cury, on Mars and on Saturn. They're

utterly wreclked ™
; “What about the mines on Uranus’
moon and on Neptune?"” Curt asked.

“They've not been harmed yet, but
we're afraid they too will be attacked,”
Carthew replied. “I've had calls frg
the president of the Uranian Graviim
Company,; Zuvalo, and from Julius
Gunn, of the Neptunian Company.
They fear an onslaught also!™

“Do the heads of the Mercurian
and Martian and Saturnian gravium
companies have any idea as to the 1den-
tity of the wreckers?” Curt asked.

“MNo, they say they haven’," was the
President's answer. “The officials of
all five companies have been deluging
me with televisor calls, asking me to do
something. That's why I called you."

Carthew continued haggardly, ““Cap-
tain Future, this mysterious attack on
the gravium supply must be stopped!
¥ ou know what it means if the Uranian
and Neptunian gravium mines are de-
strujr&d—nn more gravitation-equal-
izers can be made, interplanetary
travel and commerce will be strangled,
all the System’s life will fast wither—"

“I know, and that rmust be prevent-
ed,” Curt Newton clipped. “But we'll
have to work fast. First, I want to con-
sult as quickly as possible with the
heads of the five pravium companies.”™

“Shall T eall them by televisor to
meet you here on Earth?"

“MNo, I want to meet them secretly,”
Captain Future answered. "“The
Wrecker behind this plot will now
think that I'm dead, killed by the solar
heat. I want him to keep on thinking

that—it will put him off his guard. So
tell the gravium magnates to meet me
at a secret rendezvous in space, in the
asteroidal zone, at position 39.5 out-
ward, 18 degrees countersunwise, 0.2
below ecliptic plane. I'll be there on
the 22nd, at noon solar time.”

“I'll televise the gravium officials to
be there,"” Carthew exclaimed, “and to
keep the whole meeting an utter se-
cret.”

Captain Future snicked off the tele-
visor and turned to his three comrades.

“Get started for that space-position
at once, Grag,” Curt ordered. “And
save that space-suit I stele from my
captors’ ship. It may give us a clue as
to where that ship of the Wrecker came
from."

“A clue in the space-suit? How?"
Otho asked.

“The air in that suit's tank was
pumped in at whatever world that ship
came from,” Curt pointed out. *“We
can analyze that air and find out just
what world's atmosphere it contains.”

Then he looked at the Brain. “This
thing is serious, Simon." _
“Awye, lad—deadly serious,” rasped
the Brain. “Carthew is right—we've

got to keep the gravium supply from
destruction, or interplanetary civiliza-
tion just can't survive."”

“We'll do it,” Captain Future said,
hiz tanned face determined. “The
Wrecker dared to challenge us first—
we're going to answer that challenge!™

T s it e
. Lt o
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CHAPTER IV
Conference m Space

CURT NEWTON and the Brain,
working intently on the space-
suit atmosphere clue, listened to their
televisor as the Comet hurtled out
through the solar spacea beyond Mars*
orbit.

An FEarth news-caster’s taut woice
reached their ears.

“Grave situation caused by the
mysterious - disasters to the Mer-
curian, Martian and Saturnian gra-
vinm mines,"” he was saying. “Panic is
becoming evident as the public fears
similar disasters to the Uranus and
Neptune mines, which would shut off
thc ravium supply completely.

hiz panic is rapidly paralyzing
space-trathc! Space-gailors of many
ips are refusing to leave their native
worlds, for fear their equalizers wear
out on the voyage and new ones prove
unobtainable. Shipping lines have had
‘to cancel many sailings. And this is
having disastrous effects already upon
the life of every world in the System.

“The grain-boats from Jupiter
haven't sailed, and most worlds face a
bad gram—uhurtagm Meat shipments
from the Saturn ranches are dwindling.
Sea-food cnnﬁlgnmcntﬂ from Neptune
have dropped to a trickle. Worse still,
industries which depend on metals and
materials from other worlds are having
to shut down. All interplanetary colo-
nization projects are canceled, from

Aack of equalizers. Unemployment is
mnunﬁng, pricce skyrocketing, ruin
threatening, on every world!

“People fear a complete collapse of
interplanetary traffic. If the remaining
gravinm gources arc destroyed and no
more equalizers can be made, we'll be
thrown back into the dark ages before
space-travel began — the apes when
each world was completely isolated.
Progress will be set back by centuries!*

Captain Future had been listening,
his work with the spectroscope on the
atmosphere-clue temporarily forgotten.
Mow his bronzed face was sober as he
shut off the televisor.

“That danger is real, Simon," he mut-

tered. “Danger of the collapee of the
interplanetary civilization that has
taken so many decades to build. Neo
wonder people are in panic ™

“Ave, lad,” rasped the Brain, his lens-
eyves brooding. “But who would want
such a collapse to cccur? What can be
the motive of this Wrecker whose or-
ganization is striking at the gravium
gources?”’

“We've got to find that out,” Curt
declared determinedly. *“*This air-
sample from the space-suit may be a
lead—"* ;

Captain Future had put into the
chamber of a comparator-spectroscope
a sample of the air from the space-suit
from the Wrecker ship. Now he
touched a button. Electric discharges
swiftly heated the sample of air. He
peered through the instrument, check-
ing the elements shown in its spectrum.

‘Nitrogen and oxygen as usual,” he

muttered, “but no traces of argon or

krypton. Small traces of radon and
xenon—"
“Sounds like the a_tu:lua.phcre of

Uranus® fourth moon,” ohserved the
Brain, watchin kaenl

In this mid-sglp -cabm laboratory was
crowded the matchless scientific equip-
ment of the wizard of ecience and his
Futuremen. A cabinet held exhaustive
files of star and planet spectra. There
were racks of rolled maps of the
planets, moons and many of the
asteroids—maps which showed hidden
lands and seas that only Captain Fu-
tu;;: and the Futuremen had ever wis-
ited.

ESIDES the compact chemical

and physical apparatus, there was
a superb surgical outfit; there were
mysterious psvcho-scientific instru-
ments; a philelogical file containing
spoken recorcds of scores of planetary
languages; and an exhaustive scientific
reference library whose countless
books and monographs were all on mi-
crofilm.

Curt took a thin vial from a cabinet
that held atmosphere-samples of all the.
System’s worlds and moons in scores
of containers. He put a sample of the
air from this wvial inte the wview-cham-
ber.

“T'Ml check with this atmosphere



20 CAPTAIN

gample from Oberon, Uranus’' fourth
moon, to make sure,” he said. "But
unlegs I'm way off my orbit, it's the
same.”

A moment later,
looked up.

“It checks,” he said tersely. “The
air in that space-suit is from Oberon.
Which means the Wrecker's ship that
captured me came oeriginally from
Oberon.™

“Then maybe the Wrecker's base iz
on that moon of Uranus?" Simon
Wright suggested.

Curt scratched his red head, and
stared with thoughtful gray eyes at the
starry abyssecs outside the windows.

“There’s a gravium mine on Oberon,
remember,” he reminded. “It's operated
by the Uranian Gravium Company, one
of the Aive companies. Wonder if that
has any connection with this clue?*

He got to his feet.

“Well, we'll look into it later. We're
neéaring the asteroidal zone now."

Captain Future went forward into
the transparent-walled control-room.
The automatic pilot was maintaining
the Comet on its course, while Grag
cand  Otho sat playing  *“compound
chesgs.”

“Compound chess"” was a semi-scien-
tific game Curt had devised. There
was a board of a thousand squares, and
each player had ninety-odd pieces rep-
resenting the different elements. The
idea wag to move the element-pieces
onto squares occupied by the oppo-
nent’s elements, so as to form known
scientific compounds. Whoever formed
the most compounds, won the game.

Otho was hdgeting restlessly, glow-
ering at big Grag who sat like a metal
statue studying the board with his
gleaming photoelectric eyes, while Eelk
gnawed playfully at his impervious
metal arm.

“Well, go ahead and move!"™ Otho
finally exploded. "You know vyou're
beaten—my next move will win the last
compound.®

“I'll move when I'm ready,” Grag
boomed calmly.

Finally Grag rcached his metal hand
and moved his “radium” piece far
across the board to the square of Otho’s
“chlorine I"

“Radium chloride—that's the Ilast

Captain Future

FUTURE

compound and it's mine,” the robot

boomed triumphantly. *“I win the
ame."
“Better Iuck next time, Otho,”

chuckled Curt.

“He always wins!” Otho said dis-
gustedly. “I'm through playing him—
how can a man beat a machine "

“Take control and pilot straight to
the rendezvous, Grag,” Captain Future
ordered. "“Woe're nearing the asteroid
zone.”

The Comet rushed on through the
void. Far ahead in the abyss gswam the
brilliant white speck of Jupiter, and
the fainter green sparks of Uranus and
Neptune.

Close ahead stretched the great belt
of cloudy specks that was the wilder-
ness of thousands of asteroids and me-
teor-swarms which whirl between the
orbits of Mars and Jupiter. Most inter-
planetary shipping avoided this danger-
oug zone., That was one reason why
Captain Future had chogen it for the
sccret rendezvous.

The robot steered expertly through

the maze of meteor-swarms and boom-
ing planctoids. Finally they glimpsed
ahead a cluster of five small, swift-lined
space-yachts, floating together not far
from the edge of a great meteor-swarm.

“The gravium magnates are here,”
Curt commented. “Space-suit on, Otho
—vyou and Simon and I will go over to
them. Grag, you'd better stick around
the Comer.” ]

“While I'm waiting, can I try to find
some heavy metals owver in those
meteors?” Grag asked, pointing toward

the nearby drifting swarm. I want
some for Eek—he's hungry.”
“The pest iz always hungry,”

growled Otho.
“Go ahead, Grag—but don’t go far,”
Curt said.

APTAIN FUTURE led the way
2 out of the airlock. He and Otho
in space-suits, the android carefully
carryving the Brain's case, thevy leaped
ottt from the Coméf's side toward the
five space-yachts.

Despite the grave urgency of their
mission, Curt felt a thrill of elation as
he and Otho and the PBrain shot to-
gether across the narrow gulf of empty
space. It was good to be out in star-
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decked space again, after the long
weeks of guiet research on theé moomn

One of the five small vachts shone
with light. The three comrades en-
tered its airlock, and a moment later
were inside. In this Hpac:—%achi', be-
sides a crew of three hardy Earthmen
gpace-sailors, were six men who came
forward with startled exclamations as
Captain Future and his companions ap-
pecared.

“Captain Future?” said one, extend-
ing hig hand. "Glad you're here. I've
heard a lot of your abilities. Hope it's
all true. I'm Julius Gunn, president
of the Neptunian Gravium Company.™

Julius Gunn was a middle-aged

- Earthman who looked as gray and hard

and unyielding as a block of granite:
His square, stony face, cold eyes and
clipped speech gave the impression of a
dominecring, aggressive capitalist ac-
customed to power.

“¥ou all kept this conferenceswith
me absolutely secret?” Curt Newton
asked him keenly.

Gunn nodded. “All of us. Each of
us came in his own space-vacht—didn’t
even tell our sailors where we were
going.”

Then the magnate jerked a thumb
toward the younger man beside him.
“Carson Brand, my company superin-
tendent. Brought him along. Thought
you ought to hear what he has to tell.”

Carson Brand was a wiry Earthman
engineer of thirty with stiff tow hair,
bright blue eyes, a brown, battered,
pleasant face.

“Say, this is an honor, Captain Fu-
ture,” the superintendent said cagerly,
looking respectfully at the two Future-
men.

Julius Gunn wawved a powerful hand
toward the other four men, naming
them one by one.

“Zuvalo, head of the Uranian Gra-
wium Company ; Quarus Qull of the Sa-
turnian company; Orr Libro of Mars;
and Kerk El of Mercury. All competi-
tors of mine, of course. But compcti-
tion doesn’t count at a time like this.
Emergency’s too grave for that. This
destruction of gravium mines must be
stopped. At once!”

Curt asked a pointblank question.

“Have any of you any idea as to the
identity of the wrecker? Who is he

and what's his motive?"

“I'm sure I can't guess,” clipped
Juling Gunn. “Must be an irrespon-
sible madman.™

Kerk El, the Mercurian, laughed
mirthlessly. -

“¥ou would say that, of course,
Julius.*

Gunn turned his cold gaze challeng-
ingly on the Mercurian. Curt Newton
also looked sharply at Kerk EL

The Mercurian was the youngest of
the five magnates, Lithe and swarthy
of skin, with tawny eyes, bristling
hair and long, curved, talonlike fingers,
he was a typical representative of the
catlike race whose cities dot the Twi-
light Zone of the inmost planet.

“What do vyou mean by that?” Cap-
tain Future asked.

Kerk El's tawny eyes flashed.

“I mean that it's damned strange that
only the gravium mines of Quarus Qull
and Orr Libro and myself were de-
stroyed. How do we know that Gunn
and Zuvalo didn’t do it, to get a
monopoly on gravium:”

Julius Gunn stared contemptuously
at the accusing Martian. "You're out
of your head, Kerk El. Feeling bad
about losing your mine. So you ac-
cuse Zuvalo and me of doing it. Sheer
nonsengse.""

“Of course it's nonsense,” put in Orr
Libro, the Martian magnate, smoothly.
“We didn’t come here to quarrel among
ourselves but to get Captain Future's
help in this thing."

RR LIBRO was a middle-aged

Martian dandy, his big-chested,
stilt-limbed body attired in brilliant
synthesilks, his red, hairless head and
face smoothly groomed, his voice a soft
purr.

“My own company’s mine on Mars
iz ruined, too,”" he said, *but that's no
reason to accuse our friends here of do-
lt'lE; it.”

‘Our friends?” echoed Quarus Qull,
the Saturnian, in his harsh voice. He
laughed gratingly. *Since when were
Gunn and Zuvalo anybody's friends?
Both would cut anyone's throat for
profit.”

The Saturnian was glaring suspiei-
ously. Blue-skinned like all his race,
with pale eyes squinting from a bony
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face, he had the thin, rangy body and
slightly bowed legs customary among
the people of the planet of great plains
and horsemen.

Gunn snorted contemptuously at the
charge. E

“¥ou've always been jealous of the
Neptunian Company's success. All of
you. That's why you make these wild
accusations.”

“You deny the accusations, then?"
Curt asked coolly.

“Deny then? Of course I deny
them!” barked Gunn. “I had nothing
to do with the mysterious disasters to
their mines. Im fact, I'm afraid my
own mines on Neptune are menaced.
That's why I took the trouble to come
here.”

“We're worried out on Neptune,
Captain Future,” the tow-haired Car-
son Brand said troubledly. “Mr.
Gunn's three big submarine mines may
be threatened. Mysterious accidents
that have occurred lately have made
us_afraid of sabotapge.™

Curt shot a question at the Uranian
magnate, Zuvalo. “I haven't heard you
deny the charge of Kerk El and Quarus
Qull.”

Zuvalo smiled faintly. The Uranian
was a fat, imperturbable, Buddhalike
fgure with a moon face, and the vellow
skin and small black eyes of all his race.

“Such wild charges are not worth
denying,” Zuvalo murmured in his
husky woice. “I've no desire to wreck
other companies.”

"Your own mine on Uranus® moon
hasn’t been harmed or threatened:?"
Curt Newton asked.

The Uranian shook his head.
I've been lucky."

Curt’s eves narrowed. He was think-
ing of the atmosphere-clue that had
pointed to Uranus® fourth moon.

“There's only one thing to do, Cap-
tain Future,” Julius Gunn was saying
aggressively. “That's for you to help
us protect our Neptunian gravium
mines. They're the biggeﬁt gravium
source. MNeptune is rich in the metal,
and our company has the only conces-
gion to mine it."”

Orr Libro, the Martian, interrupted
in his soft, purring voice.

*Wour company had the only grav-
iumn concession on MNeptune, my dear

“No,

Julius,” he said. . “But that is not so
any longer.”

Gurnin stared at him. “What do you
mean? Say, what's in your mind, man
—don't palaver like all your race.”

Orr Libro's drooping eyes flashed
fire.

“My race had a mighty civilization
on Mars when Earthmen were still
half-apea! Twenty-six dynasties of
Martian kings reigned in glory
when—""

Then, as though his mask of polished
courtesy had only momentarily
slipped, Libro's red face smoothed.
“But that iz not important now. What
is important is that the System Gov-
ernment has granted to the companies
of Kerk El and Quarus Qull and my-
zelf concessions to develop new grav-
ium mines on Neptune.”

“What?" yelled Julius Gunn, thor-
oughly aroused. “You're lying. The
Government gave us sole gravium con-
cession on Neptune.”

“It did,” Orr Libro agreed, “but con-
ditions have changed. It’s vital now
that the supply of gravium be in-
creased. That's why our three com-
panies are now permitted to mine on
MNeptune."

“¥ou don’t like that wery well, do

ou, Julius?" mocked Kerk El, and the
%atutﬂiﬂn magnate smiled grimly also.

“It's a damned outrage!” Gunn de-
clared. "M__r,r company developed sub-
marine mining in the Neptunian ocean.
We did the pioneering and advance
work. Now you three come sneaking
in to cut in on us—""

UNN stopped, his granite jaw
shutting like a trap, his eyes nar-
TOWIng.

“NMow I see it!"” he clipped. “You
and Quarus Qull and Kerk El, or one
of you, wrecked your own mines S0
that yvou would be able to coax a Nep-
tunian gravium concession from the
Government.”

“Why would they want to destroy
their own valuable mining ﬂlpert:'tf:d?“
Captain Future demanded bluntly of
Gunmn.

“Bah, their mines are no longer wval-
uable,” Julius Gunn replied. “Gravium
nearly exhausted in E]Fﬂf them. Eun-
ning without profit. They've all been
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envious of my MNeptunian concession.”

Voices rose hotly in denial and coun-
ter-charges. GSuddenly the televisor-
set in the wall buzzed sharply. Carson
Brand answered the call. The face of
a worried-looking, gray MNeptunian ap-
peared in it.

“It's Gygo, one of our company of-
ficers .on Neptune!” Julins Gunn ex-
claimed. *“What is it, Gygor”

The Neptunian in the televisor an-
swered quickly.

“¥ou asked me to call you in case of
more trouble, sir. Well, we've had
two accidents in Mine One and another
in Mine Two today. Trouble with the
tubeways and pumps, sir.”

“More of the mysterious accidents
that have been occurring out in our
submarine mines, Captain Futurec!”
Carson Brand exclaimed.

“Brand and I will return at once,”
Julius Gunn told the Meptunian crisp-
ly. He swung around to Curt New-
ton. “We've got to return to Neptune,
Captain Future, Can't stay here lis-
tening to myself accused of crimes,
while my own mines out there are hav-
ing trouble!™

“*And I, too, am worried about my
mine on Oberon, and want to return to
it,” guickly put in the fat Uranian,
Zuvalo,

Cart Newton considered. He hadn’t
learned much from the magnates—but
he had learned something that pointed
the same way as his atmosphere clue.
He wanted to follow it up.

“WVery well, gentlemen, You may all
go. But I'll be seeing you all again,
perhaps sooner than you think.” Curt
bade them farewell.

He was silent in thought as he and
Otho and the Brain returned to the
Comet Grag was still out meteor-min-
ing, it seemed. Curt called him on the
wave of his pocket-televisor. “Return,
Grag."

“Coming, master,” came the robot’s
booming answer from the instrument.

HE five space-yvachts of the grav-
inm magnates disappeared one by
one in the direction of distant Uranus
and Neptune.
“What do you make of it all, lad?"
Simon asked.
“QOne thing stands out,” Curt de-

clared. “The only gravium company
which has had no trouble ig—""

He stopped suddenly. He felt a

uncer chll., Then, with sudden in-
sight, he glanced up through tl-n: win-
dow.

Two black space-cruisers, frﬂrl:l one
of which a long gunlike tube projected,
were swooping down toward @ the
Comet!

*The Wrecker's set an ambush here
for us!” Curt yelled. “They're using
that paralyzing-weapon to E,reeze me

He sprang toward the control-room.

“Their paralyzer won't work ¢his
time!" he blazed. *I took care to put
ray-proof pads over my spinal centers,
on the way out here. Take the proton-
gun, Otho!™

The two black ships of the wrecker,
just overhead now, loosed from their
atom-guns a hail of shining, deadly
flares aimed at Curt’s ship.

But Captain Future had s‘lammed
the cyclotron switch and yanked baclk
the throttles. WWith a roar of rocket--
tubes, the Comet leaped and avoided
the deadly fHares.

In an instant the two black attacking
craft and the Comet were circling,
looping, rolling in a mad doghght
through the heart of this dangerous
asteroidal wilderness.

“We're lcaving Grag behind I cried
Otho, from the breech of the big pro-
ton-gun to which he had leaped.

“We'll come back for him later. Try
to get one of those ships before they
box us!” Curt wyelled to the android,
As he piloted the tear-drop ship in' the
whirling, circling fight, Curt turned
and shouted baclk to the Brain.

“Simon, this attack by the Wrecker
ships means that the Wrecker knew I
was still alive and knew that I'd be
here at this time.”

“But if the Wrecker knew about the
secret rendezvous, he must be—" the
Erain started to say, startled.

“The Wrecker must be one of the
six men who just left here!” Curt fin-
ished. *“They alone knew of the ren-
dezvons 1™

Locked in a death struggle, the
Comet and the two black attackers
plunged wildly on through the aster-
oidal wilderness.
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CHAFPTER V
Grag Becomes a God

GR&E the robot watched Captain
Future, Otho and the PBrain
plunge across space to the waiting
ships of the gravium magnates. Then
Grag began preparations for exploring
the nearby meteor-swarm in search of
heavy metals.

“There ought to be lots of copper
over in those meteors, Eck,” the robot
teld his pet. “Maybe even gold or
silver.”™ g

Eek's eyes gleamed hungrily. The
little moon-pup could not hear Grag's
words, but he got the thought behind
them, for on the airless, soundless moon
where Eek's species had evolved, tele-
pathic hearing had developed.

Grag went out through the airlock.
The robot did neot put on any space-
suit-for he never had to breathe. Eek
did not breathe either, and so the
moon-pup could survive in airless
space too. .

Eek clung tightly with his claws to
Grag’'s metal shoulder as the preat ro-
bot leaped out from the Comet toward
the swarm of meteors. Using the re-
active kick of a tubular rocket-impel-
ler, Grag shot toward the swarm.

Originally, Grag had caught and
tamed the little moon-pup because he
had thought that to have a pet made
him seemi more human, The robot
ycarned more than anything else to be
thought human. Nothing could so en-
rage him as Otho'’s gibes about the un-
humanness of his metal body.

Gragg had a slight inferiority com-
plex in regard to his comrades, the
other Futuremen. He never thought
of Captain Future as anything but the
adored master, of course—the helpless
baby he had aided in rearing on the
lonely moon, the boy whom he had
taught strength and endurance, the
brilliant man for whose slightest wish
Grag would gladly have courted de-
struction.

_ For Simon Wright, Grag had a feel-
ln% of un rable awe. The vast,
cold intellect of the Brain, and the fact
that the Brain had becen one of the two

who had created him, inspired in the
robot a deep respect. And as for Othe,
the swiftness and agility and more hu-
man appearance of the reckless, tem-
peramental android had always in-
spired a secret envy in Grag.

EBut there was one being who thought
that Grag was the pinnacle of creation,
and that was Eek. The moon-pup had
plenty of faults—he had a bad habit
of stealing precious metals to eat, he
was a terrible coward, his curiosity was
forever getting him into trouble. But
he was nevertheless. single-mindedly
devoted to the great robot, and satis-
fied Grag's wistful desire to be ad-
mired. -

“There 15 a likely looking meteor,
Eek,” the robot boomed, his glowing
photoelectric eyes peering ahead. “We
shall see what we find there.”

Grag had floated into the meteor
swarm. On all sides could be seen great,
jagped black meteors that floated and
turned and ground together like fAot-
sam of space.

The robot impelled himself toward
one of the largest of the jaggred masses.
Landing on it, he put the moon-pup
down.

Eek scrambled away across the pit-
ted, jagged black rock surface of the
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meteor. He stopped and began to dig
furiously with his strong little paws.

“Let me do it, Eek,” Grag boomed.
“I can dig faster.”

From a little locker in his metal torso
the robot took a set of drills and chisels
that he inserted in place of his detach-
able metal fingers. Then he began bor-
ing into the rock. Soon he unearthed
a pocket of rich nickel ore. Eek at once
devoured the ore, champing it be-
tween his chisel-like teeth.

“There's nothing better here than
nickel and iron,” Grag declared. ""We
will try another meteor.™

E leaped off the jagged mass with

Eek, came to rest on another

spinning metcor-mass. Again the two

began digging. Suddenly from the

pocket-televisor at Grag’s side sounded

the buzzing call-signal, followed by
Captain Future's voice,

“"Return, Grag.”

“*Coming, master,"” Grag answered
hastily. He picked up Eek, who was
munching a copper fragment. *“Come,
Eek—we must hurry!™

Grag started back out through the
metcor-swarm toward the Comet#, his
racket-impeller kicking him along
through space. Then the robot, look-
ing ahead, saw somcthing that made
. him shout.

Two black space-cruisers were diving
out of the upper void onto the Cometf
Their atom-guns were spitting shin-
ing death-flares—but Grag saw the
Comet whirl suddenly aside and avoid
the flares. Then the tear-drop ship
and the two attackers circled, looped
and dived away, proton-beams and
atom-flares crisscrossing. Locked in
deadly struggle, the three ships re-
ceded.

“Wait, master—I am coming!” Grag
yvelled wainly, urging forward with all
the power of the rﬂ-clgtet-impeller.

But the Comet and its two antagon-
ists were already disappearing in the
asteroidal wilderness. Struggling like
hawks of the void. they passed from

q""ili'iu"t.': must follow, Eek!" Grag cried.
“Master will need us!”

And, kicked forward by repeated
blasts of his impeller, the big robot
followed through space in the direction

in which ﬂ:H: three ships had disap-
peared.

Eelk, l:llng'lrl to Grag's shoulder,
peered with bright, scared eyes. Eek
knew there was fighting, and the moon-
pup wanted no part of it. He believed
in:gzar:: at any price.

ut Grag's strongest emotion had
been aroused—his devotion to Captain
Future. On and on through the jungle
of meteor-swarms and booming plane-
toids he went, like a great metal pro-
jectile propelled through the vmdp
his impeller's blasts.

A misty white speck loomed ahead.
It grew in size at appalling speed, into
a small, tailless comet hurtling toward
them. Eelk's teeth chattered in panic
as the glowing coma Aared before them.

Grag hastily swerved out of the way.
The small comet passed, its coma’s elec-
tric force tingling through them. And
still Grag kept on. He had no sense
of time, no thought of peril. Now
there was no sign of the Comer and
the other two ships. Fear came to the
robot. Had the two attackers destroyed
the ship of the Futuremen and then
sped away?

He tried calling the Comet: on his
pocket-televisor. But it was only good
for short distances, and he got no an-
EWET.

Abruptly, Grag's rocket-impeller
went dead, its charge exhausted. And
now the robot floated helplessly in
space, drifting powerlessly through the
great zone of space-debris and aster-
oids.

“Don't be afraid, Eek,” he reassured
his panicky pet. “Master will come
back and find us.”

Grag became aware that he was
floating slowly toward a small green
asteroid in the distance, It was a little
world of no more than a hundred miles
diameter, he estimated, and he knew it
had atmosphere because of the faint at-
mospheric halo around it.

Faster and faster the robot and Eek
floated toward that green little world.
He saw now that it was covered with
forests of tall reeds, green except for
areas of brown, dead reeds. Pulled by
the little planet’s gravitation, he fell
toward it, and presently crashed down
through the air to its surface.

The shock shook Grag up, but did
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him no real harm. This planectoid’s
pravitational pull was so weak, and his
metal hnd?' was so0 massive, that he felt
quite  uninjured. The pocket-tele-
visor at his side was smashed, however.
Eek was unhurt.

RAG got to his feet. His gravita-
tion-equalizer made him the same
welpht as ever, even on this small
world. He found that he had fallen
onto a grassy clearing in the towering
recds. Nearby was a huddled village
of wicker-huts. And closer to him,
staring in awe at him, stood a horde
of humans.

By the brilliant starlight that is the
day of the asteroidal zone, Grag per-
coived that these people were really
sub-men. They were small, timid,
ignorant savages with brown bodies
clad in skin tunics, and unintelligent,
childlike faces.

“There are asteroidans on this world,
Eek,” Grag boomed, staring at the sub-
ITICIL.

“Asteroidans' was the name given to
the strange humanlike race who inhab-
ited many of the countless planetoids
of the zone, and most of whom were of
a primitive type of people. They had
apparently spread from one asteroid to
another by somchow bridging the gap
from world to world when the swarm-
ing asteroids came close together. They
all had the same language.

And Grag, as he spoke to the scared
moon-pup, saw the Asteroidans recoil
in panic from the sound of his voice.

It speaks! It iz alivel”™ went up
panicky shouts.

Grag understood them, for he knew
something of the Asteroidan tongue.
And their words nettled the robot.

“Of course I am alive!” he boomed
angrily. “Why should you think other-
wise?"

The appearance of the angry robot,
towering like a massive metal statue,
his great arm raised, his photoelectric
eyes pgleaming, and the weird little
moon-pup clinging to his shoulder, was
an alarming spectacle in the brilliant
starlight.

The Asteroidans shrank back,
more terrified.

Grag grunted. “These people are not
intelligent, Eek. Doubting that I'm

gtill

alive! And why arc they so terrified
of me?"

The terror of the Asteroidans had
suddenly increased. They were point-
ing beyond Grag, and screaming “A
dridur! A dridur!”

Puzzled, Grag turned. The robot
stiffened. Out of the brown, dead reeds
baehind him an incredible monster was
coming. It was myriopodal, with a
black body like that of a pgigantic
python supported on dozens of short,
powerful legs. Its head was a night-
mare of coldly blazing faceted eyes,
wide jaws, and cruel fangs.

The creature had apparently been
about to raid the village for prey. That
the Asteroidans feared the monster
above all else was evident from the way
in which they were fying for shelter.

But the dridur had noticed that
Grag did not filee. The creature turned
toward him, poised a moment, then shot
toward him with appalling speed, a
charge of incredible swiftness. Grag
togsed Eek aside and reached forward
his great metal arms. Next moment,
the dridur struck him and knocked him
aover.. But he had gripped the mon-
ster, was grappling with it.

E dridur's fangs clashed furious-

ly on Grag's metal arms and legs.

But not even those teeth could make

impression on the impervious metal of

the robot’s body. The creature at once

coiled its many-legged body around
Grag, to crush him.

But Grag had got a grip on the Mo~
ster’s neck, and had not let po. Now
the robot squeezd tighter and tighter.
The myriopodal monster’s coiled body
threshed in ferocity and agony.

Woeird battle of the great robot and
and the nightmare dridur, beneath the
brilliant stars of the asteroidal sky !
battle that had for witnesses only the
panicky asteroidans peeping from their
huts, and the scared moon-pup cower-
ing in the reeds.

Grag's photoelectric eyes blazed, his
hands made a wrenching movement of
awful power. The dridur's snaky neck
snapped. The creature went limp, its
coils sliding to the ground. The robot
stood still, his metal body scratched, his
eyves blazing. And now the Asteroid-
ans rushed joyfully from the huts.
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“He has slain a dridor!” they cried
incredulously. “He hag slain the mon-
ster that cannot be killed!”

Eelk, seeing the battle over, crept out
of the dry reeds, r:autn:-.usly eyed the
dead monster, then bit it aavageljr.
Then Eek looked up as though to say,
“Well, we two certainly finished that
thing I

“He Is a god—a metal god who came
to us from the sky to protect us from
the dr:d'::rs’” the Astercidan  chief
shouted. ]

“Homage to the god from the sky!"”
rose the cry.

Grag stalked into the willage, fol-
lowed by the joyvously shouting Aster-
ojdans. The big robot sat down on a
roclk and then spoke to the Asteroidans
in their own language.

“Bring copper and silver and gold.
We are hungry.”

“The god eats metal!” whispered the
sub-men awedly.

They hastily brought zilver ingots,
nuggets of raw gold, scraps of copper
that they had collected for weapons
and ornaments.

Eek began devouring the gold:and
silver with pgusto. Grag, who felt the
need of renewing the atomic energy
which activated his own body, opened
a hinged plate in his metal torso and
thrust a mass of copper into the recep-
tacle of his wital atomic-power mech-
anism.

The awe-struck people watched Hek
greedily devouring all the gold and sil-
ver. Grag gave orders to bring more.
His obsequious worshippers hastily
obeyved.

Then the Asteroidans, gathered in
the dim light, began a long chant hum-
ming the prowess of their new god
from the sky. Each time the chant rose,
the gathered throng bowed low toward
the great metal robot sitting facing
them, beneath the eternally brilliant
stars.

Grag was enjoying his godship. But
the great robot was deeply troubled by
thought of Captain Future. How was
he to rejoin his master? He had no
way of leaving this little world now.
And even if Curt came searching for
him, he couldn’t call the Comet on a
broken televisor. He was marooned,
_hopelessly!

CHAPTER VI
T hunder Moon

APTAIN FUTURE'S superiority

as a space pilot was unmatched in
the whole System. He utilized all his
skill now in the struggle with the two
black =ships that had attacked the
Comet.

Diving, zooming, corkscrewing
through space in a series of dizzy
maneuvers, Curt fought to evade the
deadly atomic flares that the two
enemy ships continued to loose upon
him.

Curt Newton had a fighting grin on
his tanned, handzome face, and his
gray eves were blazing a= his strong
hands shifted the brass control-throt-
tles with lighting-swift movements.
Even in this moment of deadly danger,
fighting ageinst outnumbering ene-
mies, his adventure-loving soul savor-
ed the thrill of it,

And it was thrilling, this death-com-
bat through the spinning meteor-
swarms and booming planetoids of the
zone—this giddy whirl and swoop and
rush out here in space beneath the eves
of the solemn stars!

“They're going to box us!” Otho
yelled from the breach of his proton-
gun. “"They're closing in—""

The two enemy ships were seeking
to catch the Comet In a cross-fite of
atom flares that would soon destroy
it.

“Hold on, Otho!” Curt shouted back.
“Here's where we take the bumps—
stand ready to gun that outward ship!™

Captain Future's keen eves had de-
scribed a big meteor-swarm ahead, in
the path of the running fight, and his
quick brain had instantly devised a dar-
inia“d desperate plamn.

2 the two black attackers came
closer, Curt Newton's right hand jerked
down g burnished red lever in the con-
trol panel, while his left hand opened
a throttle suddenly wide.

The Comet suddenly spouted a tre-
mendous flood of glowing ions from its
rocket-tubes as the red lever was
pulled—a shining cloud that enveloped
the tear-drop ship and swept back in a
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long, flaring tail. - It was as though the
ship had abruptly become a real comet!
It was Captain Future's method of
camouflaging his craft.

Simultaneously, the ship swerved
sunward and bore directly on the at-
tacker on that side. The spectacle of
the flaring, glowing Cemet coming at
them was too much for the men in that
ship. Their pilot swerved his craft in-
stinctively away.

That swerve was fatal. It took the
black ship right into the meéteor-swarm
that they were coasting. In a moment,
before they could escape from the
awarm, the attacking craft had crashed
head-on into a wveritable hell-nest of
mMcteors.

“That got them!® Otho welled tri-

T . i
The COMET drove level boslde Curt
({Chapter 1%W)

umphantly. *“Now, the other one,
chief—"

Captain Future’s clever maneuwver
had disposed of one attacker. He had
already turned the Comet in a vicious
swoop toward the remaining enemy.

“"Mow's your chance, Otho!”™ he
shouted.

Until now, Otho had been unable to
use the proton-guns effectively upon
the two antagonists on dilerent sides.
But now the situation was changed,
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E]tt!l the reduction of the enemy by

As the flaring Comet looped over and
leaped at the remaining enemy, Otho
was already bringing the proton-guns
to bear. Through the hail of atom-
flares from the enemy there lanced the
pale, deadly proton beains.

They caught the surprised antago-
nist craft in the tail, wrecking its
rocket-tubes. The speeding, disabled
ship reeled off its course, toward a
rushing, oncoming planetoid. Next
moment, the craft hit the planetoid and
was a fusing, flaring mass.

“Got her!” Otho hissed in blood-
thirsty delight.

“The devil—I wanted to disable that
ship and capture and question the men
in her,” Curt exclaimed ruefully.

A"f that moment the televisor be-
- hind Curt Newton broke into a
frantic buzzing—an emergency call on
all wave-lengths.

Curt snapped on the instrument, In
the screen appeared the frantic face of
Kerk El, the Mercurian gravium mag-
nate.

“Calling Captain Future and all
Planet Police ships!” cried the Mer-
curian wildly. “We're being attacked
by a black outlaw craft—position 4Z,
19.6, and 0.4 below ™

“Captain Future coming, Kerk EI1!"
yvelled Curt, He swiftly swept the
Comet sharply around and sent it
screaming outward from the asteroidal
Zone.

“What the devil—is all space alive
with the Wrecker’s ships?" gasped
Otho. “Two that attacked us, and now
one that’s attacking Kerk El—"

The Comet flacshed out from the as-
teroid zone in the general direction of
Uranus and Neptune. In only a brief
time they sighted the space-yacht of
Kerk El. It was floating aimlessly in
the void, and its hull had been riddled
in scores of places by atom-flares.

“Too late!” swore Otho. *“And the
ship that did this got away!™

Curt turned to the Brain.

“Simon, will you and Otho sweep
space with the electroscope and see 1
yvou can pick up the trail of the ship
that did thig?*

Captain Future was hurriedly don-

FUTURE

ning his space-suit. A moment later he
was aboard the wrecked space-vacht.
Inside it, one look was enough. Kerk
El and hig three-man crew were all
dead. They had died of the cold of
space even as they were trying to put
on their space-suits.

Sorrowfully, Curt returned to the
Come¢. The Brain was searching space
in all directions with_the tube of the
clectroscope, a delicate instrument that
could detect the recent course of any
space ship by the trailing ions of its
rocket-discharge.

“If Simon can pick up the trail, we'll
split space after them till we catch
them and blast them 1" Otho exclaimed.

“First, we've got to go back into the
asteroidal zone and pick up Grag,"” Cap-
tain Future reminded him.

“Devils of space,” Otho swore, “I for-
got about Grag roosting in that meteor-
ewarm. It'll spoil our chance to over-
take that ship "

“Got the trail, lad !’ rasped the Brain.
“The ship that wrecked Kerk El's
vacht headed straight toward Uranus
from here.”

“"Uranus, eh?" Curt Newton =aid,
frowning. “Then we're going there
after it, soon as we pick up Grag. I
want to investigate Zuwvale’s graviom
outht on Uranus’® moon, Oberon.”

“¥ou think maybe Zuvalo’s the
Wrecker?” Otho asked.

Curt shrugged. “We know the
Wrecker is one of the six gravium offi-
cials who met us in that sceret confer-
ence, Only they knew we'd be there,
only one of them could have planned
the ambush to get us. And now that
Kerk El is dead, we have five suspects.”

Captain Future opened the throttles
and sent the Comet streaking back into
the asteroidal zone like a new, true
comet,

“We'll pick up Grag and then hit the
trail for Uranus with all rockets open!™

But when they returned to the
meteor-awarm where Grag had been
left, there was no sign of Grag, nor did
the robot answer their televisor calls,

“Something's happened to Grag!™
Curt exclaimed, his face anxious.

“Perhaps he tried to follow us
through the zone when he saw us fight-
ing those two ships,” the Brain sug-
gested.
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“We'll cruise in that direction,” Curt
said worriedly.

But as the shining Comet cruised on
through the jungle of asteroids and
meteors, no answer came to their calls.
Then Otho pointed to a small green as-
teroid on their sunward gide. A red,
winking spark of light flared on it.

*That might be a signal, chief!” the
android said.

“It can't be Grag,” rasped the Brain.
“He'd simply call us on his pocket-tele-
visor—and he hasn't called.™

“We'll investigate anyway,” Curt de-
cided.

He swept the Comet in toward the
asteroid in a Aaring rush. They ripped
down through the thin atmosphere and
gaw now that the red flare came from
a great section of burning dry reeds.

‘There's a little village of some kind
—and there's Grag!” Otho yelled, hop-
ping delightedly.

‘%1} yvou're glad to see the old boy
after all?" Captain Future grinned,
himself relieved.

THO checked his elation.

“Aw, I don't care what happens
to that walking machine-shop—I just
want to get going to Uranus.”

They landed in the smoky red ?are
of the burning reeds, by a hut-village
whose sub-human brown people stared
in fear., Grag came stalking quickly to
them, Eek clinging to his shoulder.

“Master, I was afraid you wouldn't
come!” boomed the robot, his photo-
electric eyes shining. “I saw the Comet
flaring through the sky and recognized
it, but my televisor was broken and I
couldn’t call. So I had some of my
people here fire the reeds as a signal.”

“Your people? What do you mean "
COtho demanded.

“These people recognize my true
worth, Otho,” Grag anawered loftily.
“Th think I am a god from the sky.”

hy, the space-struck idiots—"
Otho exploded.

The Asteroidans were timidly crowd-
ing around Grag now, staring at Curt
and the two Futuremen. The chief
spoke to Grag.

“Are these your servants, god from
the sky?" the Asteroidan tribal leader
wonderingly asked the robot.

“Me, Grag's servant?” Otho howled.

"The;vi; are my friends,” Grag boomed
to the chief, “and I am going back with
them to the sky.”

A wail went up from the primitive
Asgteroidans. “But you must not leave
us!™

“I will return sometime,” Grag de-
clared. "Farewell!"™

Ag the Comet screamed up from the
little world, Curt looked back and saw
the disconsolate sub-men staring after
them.

“I hate to leave there, in a way
Grag boomed thuughtfu‘]l_v "The:.r
were good people. They gave Eek and
me plenty te eat.”

Curt sent the Comet flying out of the
asteroidal zone, the sun at their backs,
the faint green sparks of Uranus and
more distant Neptune beacening ahead.

“We're rm:ketmgbfnr Uranus, Grag,”
Curt told the robot, and explained
briefly what had eccurred.

“And if we trail down the Wrecker's
ship there, you'll see some ﬁrewurks P?
Otho added.

Hour followed hour as the t:ar-—c'lrnp
ship ate up the millions of miles, hur-
tling toward the green disc of Uranus,
the seventh planet.

Finally, Uranus bulked as a great
green sphere filling half the starry firm-

ametit. Around it mowved its four
moons, Ariel, Umbriel, Titania and
Oberon. Unique in the System, the

four satellites circled Uranus in a plane
perpendicular to the ecliptie.

Curt and the Futuremen knew [Ura-
nus well enough. The planet was
called the “mountain warld"” because of
its enormous, sky-storming ranges of
mighty peaks, and wast, mysterious
caverns. But Captain Future had no
intentions of visiting Uranus itself. His
objective was Oberon, the outermost
moon, for on Oberon were the mines of
Zuvalo's gravium company.

**Head around to the night side of
Oberon, Grag,"” he directed. *“Accord-
ing to my maps, the gravium mine is
there.”

Grag, whe held the controls, oheyed.
The ship’s comet-camouflage nd% cut
off, he shot the craft areund te the dark
side of Oberon, also known as Thunder
Moon because of its many dctive vol-
canoes.

Thunder Dhoon! One of the most
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awesome and dangerous of all the
worlde in the System. Curt Newton
had good reason to remember it, for on
this hazardous sphere had been staged
one of the most dramatic episodes of
his great struggle with the willainous
Lords of Power.

Thunder Moon—a rugged wilderness
of mountaing, valleys and gorges, illum-
inated now by the ghostly green rad-
iance of the huge planet that hung in
the heavens overhead, and also by the
ominous red flare of countless volcano
craters that seethed and smoked at in-
numerable places.

LD and forbidding indeed was

this unecarthly moon, whose core
was a mass of molten lava that was for-
ever bursting up through the craters
in vieolent eruption.

“Only the lure of gravium would ever
induce men to atay long on this meon,”™
muttered the Brdin, staring downward.

“There're the lights of the gravium
mine—down in the valley beyond that
big wvolcano!™ Otho exclaimed.

Captain Future had seen. In a long,
narrow valley at whose head a huge
black wvolcano smoked, were clustered
lights.

“That should be the office building at
the side of the valley,” Curt commented
keenly. “Land there.”

Presently the Comet came to a land-
ing in the semi-darkness near the metal
oftice structure.

Curt turned to the Erain.

"Simon, will voun use the electro-
scopes and sce if you can detect the
rocket-trail of any ships that have
landed herec recently? We know the
Wrecker ship that got Kerk El came on
to Uranus, and it may have landed here
on Oberon.”™

*I'll1 see what I can learn, lad,” Si-

m%frﬂmistd,

ag, stay here and help Simon with
the instruments,” Curt ordered the ro-
bot.. “"Come along, Otho.”

He and the android emerged from the
ship into the darkness. The gravita-
tion equalizers had already automati-
cally compensated for the changed
gravity.

The spectral green light of huge Ura-
nus overhead illuminated the deep, nar-
row valley in which Curt and Otho
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stood. The semi-dormant volcano at

the head of the valley flung a sullen red

ﬁlare that clashed weirdly with the wiri-
escent light.

- The air was sulfurous, pungent to
the nostrils. And there was a constant,
dim tremor of the rocky ground be-
ncath them, a ceaselegs faraway mut-
tering of thunder as of distant storm.

“I don't like this cursed moon any
meore than Grag does,” declared Otho.
“Always feel that when I'm here, I'm
walking on thin ice over the mouth of
hell.”

Curt nodded agreement.

“Eruptions are pretty commeon here.
Zuvalo has lots of courage to go in for
mining here.”

Farther up the walley, under =sus-
pended lights, yellow Uranian laborers
were excavating gravium ores from
open workings. But Captain Future
and Otho made toward the offices.

Curt and the lithe android strode into
the offices. There was only one man in
the lighted rooms—Zuvalo, the grawv-
ium magnate. The fat, moon-faced yel-
low Uranian looked up amazedly at
them.

“Surprised to see us, huh?" hiszed
Otho suspiciously. “Maybe you thought
we were all as dead as Kerk El, by
owar"”

“Kerk El—dead? exclaimed Zuwvalo
startedly.

“Shut up, Otho,” Curt Newton or-
dered. Then his gray eyes bored the
Uranian's moonlike face. “Yes, Kerk
El's yacht was attacked by one of the
Wrecker's ships. They got him, all
right.” :

“Poor Kerk EL" murmured the fat
Uranian. “Im sorry to hear about his
murder.”

“How do yvou account for the fact
the Wrecker hasn't bothered yonr
gravium mine here?" Curt demanded.

Zuvalo shrugged.

“This mine isn't
wouldnt be much reason for the
Wrecker to bother it.” Then he added,
“T trust that the fact we've escaped
here dosn't make you think I have any
connection with the Wrecker 7™

“The Wrecker iz connected with
Oberon somehow,” rasped Captain Fu-
ture. He told of the atmosphere-clue.
*That shows that one of the Wrecker's

large. There
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ships, at least, came from this moon.”

The Uranian’s small eyes narrowed.

“Describe that ship for me, please.”

Curt did so. And Zuvalo lodked re-
lieved.

“I thought so!” he said. “¥Your at-
meosphere clue doesn’t mean anything,
Captain Future.”

“Why not?” Curt demanded.

UVALOQO explained. “The ship you
describe was formerly one of the
gravium ships, used to transport the
metal from the wvarious Iilanetaqr gra=-
vium mines to the equalizer factories
on Earth. They're specially swift ships,
and they have always called at Nep-
tune, at Oberon here, and at Saturn,
Mars and Mercury to pick up gravium.
“In the last few months,™ the Ura-
nian continued, “four of those grav-
ium ships disappeared strangely in
space. The ship u describe as be-
ing one of the Wrecker's craft now is
one of those four wanished gravium
ships! Not long before it disappeared
it had taken on air here on Oberon,
whefi it stopped here, which is why you
found Oberon air in that space-suit.

“Therefore, it now seems certain that
the Wrecker's men stole those four
gravium ships somchow, and are using
them,” Zuvalo concluded. “No doubt,
they chose them because they were so0
swift, and would make ideal outlaw
craft.”

“Then our atmosphere-clue isn't a
lead to Oberon, after gll?” Otho ex-
claimed dismayedly.

Captain Future's lips tightened. I
don’'t know. Zuvalo may g& lying,” he
clipped. “I'm going to search this
moon, and search it well. First the
mine, the ship-decks, everything in this
valley, and then—"

At that moment came a clanking,
pounding sound. Grag, the robot, came
running into the office.

“Master, Simon says he has located
the trail of a ship that is circling in fast
toward Oberon!” the robot exclaimed.

Curt jumped.

“We'll go—what was that?

Beoom! Beoom! WWith deafening
sound came the two heavy detonations.
The windows of the office rattled
wildly. Captain Future gprang to the
door. He emerged into the greenish

The Wrecker

dack, then uttered a cry.

“Liook at that volcano!”

The huge volcano that towered at the
head of the narrow walley was now
throwiig a wild red glare against the
heavens.

“There’s a ship up there!” Otho
velled, “‘Seg—""

Curt Newton had already seen. Over
the volcano crater hung a black space
ﬂ'ﬁ:ip‘ Curt divined its purpose instantly.

“That’s one of the Wrecker’s ships ™
he cried. “It's dropping atomic bombs
into the crater to stir it into eruptions!”

“Gods of Uranus—Ilook!” shouted
Luvalo wildly.

Even as they had glimpsed the
Wrecker ship, it had droppedl a black
object that struck the crater-wall on
the side nearest the valley. It was an
atomic bomb that exploded with a ter-
rific white flash. It blew out part of
the crater-rim.

And out of the broken crater came
boiling the red hell-fires of lava that
had been stirred up by the previous
bombs-—a fiery, molten flood that rolled
down the volcano-side into the valley
of the gravium mine! by

“Get your miners out of the valley!”
Captain Future welled to the Uranian
magnate. “That lava is going to cover
everything here!®
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Zuvalo seemed stunned.

“Mo!” the fat Uranian gasped. *I
can't desert my mine—it's taken years
to develop it—"

In the ghastly light, the Uranian’s fat
face was sagpging and frozen, like a gro-
tesque mask of unbelieving herror.

A Uranian mine-foreman came run-
ning terrifiedly up to them. The man's
eyes were distended with terror, as he
raced against the fiery flood pouring
into the valley.

“What are we going to do?™ he velled
to Zuvalo.

HE fat magnate seemed too

stunned to answer. But Captain
Future's whiplash voice answered the
foreman. :

“Get the men out of the wvalley at
once!” Curt cried. “T'll try to held
back the lava until they've all escaped ™

“¥ou can’t hold back that fire-Aood—
nobody can!™ shouted the fear-crazed
foreman, “We're all deomed—"

“Die as I say!" Curt fashed, pushing
the man away.

Then, with Othe, he raced toward the

Coemet. Curt sprang toward the con-
trels, sent the little tear-drop ship
zooming up above the wvalley.

Zuvale's doomed wvalley was now an
appalling sight. The great flood of
glowing red lava was still pouring into
the valley dewn from the broken crater.
The Uranian laberers in the grawvium
workings were fleeing wildly to escape.

“There goes the Wrecker’s ship!”

elled Otho, pointing fiercely at a flee-
ing black ship. “"We can catch them
thiz time and gun them dewn!"

“No time to chase them now!™ Cap-
tain Future cried. *“‘Unless we hold
back that lava a little, not a man in the
valley will escape. Cut the banks with
our proton-beams to make a temporary
dike I"

The Comet streaked halfway up the
valley toward the volcano. Curt kept
the little ship hanging, while Otho
swept its powerful proton-beams to
slice at the steep, overhanging sides of
the narrew wvalley. NMasses of soil and
rock fell, dislodged by the beams, and
formed an irregular dam or dike across
the wvalley.

He was not a moment teo scon! The
hissing, blazing fleed of lava pouring
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down the wvalley reached that dike a
moment later, Balked for the moment,
the molten flood stopped, rapidly rising
higher.

“Cut down more of the gides—make
the dike higher!” Curt ordered. *‘Give
the men a few more moments to es-
cape!™

Again the terrific beams sliced, and
more rock and soil fell, keeping the
burning lava dammed back a little
longer. The Uranian laborers in the
workings were scrambling up the wval-
ley walls.

“There goes the dike!” Grag boomed
a minite later.

The precarious makeghift dam had
suddenly given way under the pressure
of the lava., The molten rock poured
down the valley triumphantly, covering
the gravium workings with a hissing
flood.

“The laborers all got away in time,”
Captain Future panted. “If we hadn't
held that lava back—"

“Look—Zuvale " cried Otho.

gone crazy ¥

“He's

UERT saw, farther down the wvalley

by the office building, the fat grav-

ium magnate. Zuvale had not fled. He

was standing in the path of the advanc-

ing lava, gibbering and shaking his fists
at the approaching deadly flood.

*He's gone clean crazy at seeing his
mines destroyed!” Captain Future ex-
claimed, “"n?'z;-e'w: got to save him—"

“T'oo late, master !” cried Grag an in-
stant later.

Ewen as Curt had started the Comer
swooping down toward the crazed
magnate, the fiery lava had rolled over
him. - A few minutes later, and the
whole valley was covered with molten,
seething rock, from end to end.

Curt’'s face was grim as he looked
down.

"The Wrecker scores,” he said be-
tween his teeth. *“He's destroyved the
Uranian gravium mines, like the others.
Only the Neptunian mines are left
now.'”

“Who is the Wrecker?" cried Otho.
“We know now it wasn't Zuvale. And
Kerk El is dead—"

“And that leaves four men, one of
whom must be the Wrecker,” Curt said.
*Julius Gunn, Carson Brand, CQuarus
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Suu and Orr Libre. And they're all on
eptune, or on their way there™

- “Neptune!” rasped the Brain. “Then
the Wrecker and his base are some-
where there—on the eighth world ™

Captain Future nodded grimly.

“And there too is the greatest men-
ace to the System. For the great sub-
marine mines of Neptune are the only
source of gravium now. If they are de-
stroyed, the Wrecker wins the game.”

Curt’s voice rose like a trumpet call-
ing to battle,

“We're rocketing for Neptune at top
speedl That's where we're going to
trap the Wrecker "

CHAPTERE VII
On the Ocean Waorld

L

Freezing out by Pluto,
Roasting near fﬂ: s,

Direnched by the rains of Saturm's plains,
It's all a space-man’s fun!

Tramﬂng old Mars' desercts,
Or sailing Meptune's sea,

Or wading the damp Venusian swamp,
Oh, that's the life tor mel

USTILY, Otho sang the old space-

song as he sat at the controls of

the Comet, racing on through the void.

A wvast distance had been covered since

leaving Uranus. Now Netpune was
only a few million miles ahead.

“I didn’t know that you could sing,
Otho,” said Grag, who stood in the con-
trol-room and had been listening in-
tently.

“Sure I can ging. I can do anything
humane can do because I am human,
gee?’” retorted the cocky andreid.

“Do yvou suppose yvou could teach me
to sing too?” Grag asked eagerly in his
booming voice.

“¥our" Otho’s slitted green yes were
disdainful. *“¥Your brain must need a
little oil, Grag. You'd sing just about
as well as an old-fashioned steam-en-
gine, with that mechanical voice.™

“Is that s0?" Grag said angrily.
“¥our singing would not last long 1f 1
were to squecze your putty neck.™

“Putty?”  The reference to his syn-
thetic Aesh Infuriated Otho. “You call
me that again and I'll stop your clock-

work for you! I'11—"

“¥ou'll shut up and watch where
you're going,” came the severe voice of
Captain Future from behind him.
H“Etart cutta specd, you idiot! You
can't go barging in to a planet like Nep-
tune with the velocity of light.™

Curt yvavwned and stretched his broad
shoulders. He had been slecping until
hE'-:thn"s lusty singing had awakened

1II1.

He looked over at the Brain. Simon
Wright, his serum-case resting on his
special pedestal, was staring thought-
tully with his lens-eyes at the great
planet and its big moon.

“Orr Libro and the others must be
there already, lad,” rasped the Brain.
“I hope Ezra Gurney and Joan have
checked on-them as you asked.”

Curt grinned. "0ld Ezra would go
to any lengths to get in on a scrap.
He’ll have the dope, never fear.”

Upon leaving Uranus, Captain Fu-
ture had hurled a televisor call to
Planet Police Headquarters on Nep-
tune, asking them to keep a close watch
on Orr Libro, Juarus Qull and the
other two suspects when they arrived.

To Curt’s surprise and delight, he
had previously learmed that two old
acquaintances of the Police were at
Neptune. They were Ezra Gurney,
veteran old interplanetary marshal, and
Joan Randall, girl secret agent. They
had worked with Curt and the Future-
men in the Space Emperor case on Jup-
iter and the more recent and dangerous
Doctor Zarro case on Pluto.

“Police Headguarters switched us
from Fluto to Neptune to investigate
the sabotage in the submarine gravium
mines here,” old Ezra had drawled to
Curt on the televisor. *““And if yvou're
comin’ here, Captain Future, this must
be the storm-center of the thing.”

Curt had named the four suspects.

“QOne of them is the Wrecker, Ezra!”
he had warmmed. “"Have them all
watched when they arrive on Nep-
tune.”

MNow, looking toward giant Neptune
and its big moon, Triton, Curt’s éyes
twinkled. “It’'ll be good to see old Ezra
again,” he said.

“And Joan Randall too, huh?'” asked
Otho slyly. Then he ducked hastily.
“Don’t glow your rockets, chief—I was
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only doing some harmless kidding."

Captain Future stared thnug]‘f:tfuni-,r
at the moon, Triton. *“I think we'll
land on Triton frst,” he declared.

Otho showed uneasiness,

“Why land there, Chief? That place
gives me the creeps.”

“We Eknow the Wrecker's base is
someéwhere here at Neptune, but it
might just be on the planet’s moon,”
Curt reminded him. *“I want to find
out for certain before landing on Nep-
tune. The Tritonians can soon tell me
if anything's going on on their world."

Skllfully, the android sent the Comet
circling in toward the big moon. Soon
they were dropping in its atmesphere.
Triton was not an ocean-world like its
parent planet. The moon was covered
with rolling green plains, and seemed a
peaceful, inviting place. Yet Captain
Future was the only person in the
whole System who ever dared to land
on that innocent-seeming world!

“There’s the Tritonians® city,” Curt
said soon, pointing. “Land just out-
gide it, Otho.”

“The queerest city in the System,™
growled Otho. “A city without build-
ings.""

*The Tritonians are too far advanced
mentally to have need of material
buildings,"” commented the Brain in his
ragping woice, his lens-eyed peering
kecenly.

HE Tritonian “city™: was nothing

but a great smooth metal platform
of circular shape, several miles across.
The Comet landed nearby. Curt and
the Futuremen emerged, Grag carrying
the Brain. As they stood in the thin
sunlight, they became conscious of a
tingling force pervading them.

“We're inside the Tritonians' zone of
‘creation force!" warned Captain Fu-
ture. Watch your thoughts!"

“That's the devil of this place!™ com-

lained Otho. “¥ou think of something
ike a Plutonian ice-tiger, and right

awaﬂ'--”
“Look out—vyou've done it now!*
Curt gshouted.

For as Otho spoke the words, the
very beast he had mentioned appeared
suddenly out of thin air beside him,
miraculeusly solid and real.

A Plutonian ice-tiger, a great, hairy,
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snarling beast that reared up furiously
to charge the android!

“Think him away
yvelled Captamn Future.
to something else ™

Desperately, Otho thought of the
snarling monster changing inte a harm-
less rodent. And, immediately, the ice-
tiger changed miraculously into just
such a scared little rodent.

“Haven't you learned |yet?” Curt
asked. “You know that inside the Tri-
tonians’ ‘creation force' zone, cvery
thing wou think of materializes. If
you'd thought of a Jovian ‘digger’—"

Instantly, the horrific, ratlike shape
of a big Jovian “digger” appeared in
front of Curt. Hastily, Captain Fu-
ture shifted his thoughts to fowers.
The ratlike monster faded into a great
clump of Venusian swamp-lilies.

“Hell take this cursed world!™
gasped Otho. "I'm going back to the
Comet if this keeps up—"

“Look what I've got, master!™ cried
Grag happily.

The big robot had thought of gold,
and a great nugget had magically ap-
peared by him. “It's for Eek,” Grag
explained.

‘Heep your thoughts on flowers and
birds and things like. that,”® Curt
chuckled. “Come along.'”

As they moved toward the n-earb}r
metal platiorm of the Tritonian “city,”
brilliant fowers and fHashing birds and
wonderful jewels appeared magically
all around them, all of them =olid and
real but all vanishing as they thought
of something else.

The scientific magic of the Tritoni-
ans was responsible for this weird ex-
perience. For the ‘Trotomians had
learned how to cause a zone of per-
vading force through which the electri-
cal wibrations of the thinking mind
instantly operated. Whatever tangible
object the mind thought of was in-
stantly created solid and real, by an
amplification of electric mental cur-
rents operating to assemble free atomes.
Az soon a8 the mind ceased thinking of
the object, control broke down and the
object dissolved instantly into free
atoms once more.

Interplanetary travelers had had
such appalling experiences on Triton
that they all shunned this world now.

quick, Othol”
“Think him in-
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Onlky Captain Future had been able to
win the respect and friendship of the
strange Tritonians.

The Futuremen stepped up onto the
metal platform of the “city.” “Therc're
the Tritonians—come along.”

The Tritonians—some hundreds of
them — were gathered in immobile
groups near the center of the big metal
platiorm. The creatures were like
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Future! We perceived your ship land-
ing and knew you would be here.”

“*Thanks,” Curt Newton answered.
“How goecsa life here in your city?™

“All 18 well with us,” The Tritonian
answered affably. "“We contnue our
scarch to create new forms of matters,
a8 you see”

Otho snorted. “MNew forms? This
city reminds me of a madhouse.”

Immediately, near them, appeared a
big stone building from whose win-
dows men of many planetary races gib-
bered wildly.

“Shut it off, Otho!” Curt said has-
tily. With an effort of thought, the
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A Penton.an ice-tiger appeared out of thin alr
(Enap. Vi)
enormous, semi-human heads support-
ed by ridicuously tiny, spiderlike limbs.

They were engaged in the pursuit in
which they spent all their lives—think-
ing of things that became solid and ma-
terial instantly, and remained so till
their thoughts shifted. Around one
Tritonian, gencrations of weird animals
were born and died and evolved with
unearthly speed. Still another was
creating new, wonderful jewels. The
“city” was a maze of weirdly appearing
* and disappearing objects.

The Tritonian who squatted at the
exact center of the circular city greeted
Curt Newton in a piping, childish voice.

“It is the Earthman called Captain

android obeyed. The stone madhouse
vanished.

“Do vou come to spend a time with
us searching for new ecxpressions of
thought?"” the Tritonian asked Curt.

“Not this time,” Curt answered hur-
riedly. “I came only to inquire wheth-
er any men of my own race have estab-
lished a secret base upon thiz moon.

We hunt a criminal called the Wrecker,
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whoee organization is based some-
where at Neptune.”

“His base is not here,” the Tritonian
piped. “NMNo men dare land here, ox-
cept 'wvourself, our friend. The last who
landed here thought of dangerous
beasts, and were almost frightened to
death when their own thoughts ma-
terialized. It was very amusing.”

" What a sense of humor!” Otho
hissed.

“We'll be going on to Neptune,
then,” Curt told the Tritonian. “Per-
haps later I'll be able to pay you a long-
er visit,”

HAs they moved hastily
“city™ and back
Dtho declared,
that visit!"

“Nor I,”” Grag said. The robot com-
plained. *The lump of gold I thought
up for Eek has disappeared, master.”

“It disappeared as scon as you left
the zone of ‘creation force,” of course,”
the Brain told him.

They entered the Comer, and Otho
hastily sent the tear-drop ship flying
up from the surface of the big moon.

off the weird
toward the Comet,
“I won't be along on

“Well, we know now that the
Wrecker's base i=n't on Triton,” Cap-
tain Future said thoughtfully. *“So it

must be somewhere on Netpune itself.
Head for Amphitrite in the Rock Isles
when we reach the planet, Otho.”

Leszs than an hour later the Comet
gwept down through thin gray evening
mists toward the surface of Neptune.
That surface emerged as a vast, green
tossing ocean.

Meptune—wild, mystérious ocean-
world of the Solar System! The great

lanet was covered from pole to pole
E}r a shoreless sea. There were no con-
tinents, and the deep sea rolled eter-
nally around this world, swept by awiful
electric storms, urged by the lunar
tides.

There were no continents but there
were islands on this sea-covered world,
small archipelagoes of rocky islets
scattered mostly in the northern hem-
isphere. Upon some of those northern
islands existed the scant numbers of
the native Neptunians, a semi-civilized
race. And upon one of the islands had
beenn built the interplanetary colonial
city of Amphitrite, in which swarmed
men of all planets who had come here

o
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to engage in fishin
or in the egqually dangerous work of
excavating, from submarine mines,
gold, platinum and gravium.

Gravium! Captain Future’s tanned
face was sober as he stared across the
tossing, endless blue waters. Beneath
those waters was now the sole remain-
ing source of gravinm in the System.
There was enough gravium here to
supply the whole System indefinitely—
if he could prevent the Wrecker from
ruiiiing the submarine mines here!

“This sabotage is going to stop here,”
Curt vowed silently. "“And the man
who or ized it is going to pay—"

“Rock Isles ahead!” sang Otho from
the controls.

“Head for Amphitrite Island and
Iand in the rocks west of the city,” Cap-
tain Future ordered.

Through the gray evening mists, a
cluster of amall rocky islands became
wisible in the vast, rolling sea.

in the wast ocean

PON the largest isle of the archi-
pelago rose the city Amphitrite.
It had been built of green native stone,
Its square stone builldings huddled
along the shore of the sheltered harbor,
whose edge was fringed with docks,
submarine-mine barges, fishing boats
with black sails, and a cluster of other
craft. :

The spaceport, on which rested space
ships from many worlds of the System,
was at the north edpge of the town. But
Otho slid the Comet smoothly through
the mists and brought it down upon
the desolate, uninhabited rocky shore
west of the city.

Curt Newton outlined his plans.
“I'm going into Agnphitrite and check
with Ezra and Joan first. Later, I'll
question Julius Gunn and his superin-
tendent, Bran

MNewton's tanned face was serious.

“The first thing I want to is to get
at the bottom of the sabotage here—
it’s vital that the gravium mines on this
world remain unharmed. And T ssant
to ask about the concession that Kerk
El, the murdered Mercurian, had here.”

“I'll go with you, lad,” rasped the
Brain., “I've an idea of my own I'd
like to check.”

“And I've a lot of ideas!” «Clthn EX=
claimed. “For my money, that foppish
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red Martian, Orr Libro, is the Wrecker
behind all this. He murdered Kerk El,
and he'll murder Quarus Qull if he g-:ts
a chance, and destroy Gunn's mines.
Then he'll be the gravium king. Watch
me force it out of him when we get into
the city.”

“The only forcing you're going to do
ia right here in the Comet,” Captain
Future told the android witheringly.
“Our rocket-tube Number 16 needs
cleaning—I noticed on the way out
from Uranus it was missing. You and
Grag can dismount it and clean it while
I'm gone.™

“Have a heart, Chief " pleaded Otho.
“You'll need me in there. Cleaning out
rocket-tubes is just a waste of my tal-
ents.”

“See that he stays here and helps,
Grag,” Curt said.

*“Yes, Master,” boomed the big ro-
bot. *“If he tries to get away I'll gpank
him like I do with Eek when he’s bad.™

“¥ou'll spank me?” Hared Otho.
ll.whjr, ?uu_’l

Chuckling, Curt Newton picked up
the handle of the Brain’s serume-case
and, after wrapping the case with a
light cloth cover that left only Simon’'s
lens-eyes exposed, stepped out of the
ship.

In the twilight, the scene along the
rocky shore was weirdly desolate. The
surging, swinging thunder of great
waves battering the shore was a rever-
berating monotone. Far out into the
dusk stretched the wvast vagueness of
the planectary sea.

Curt's gray eyes kindled, and he
breathed the salt, tangy air deeply.
There was sum&thing about this wild
ocean-world that called to Captain Fu-
ture’s unfettered spirit. The knowl-
edge that that dim sea stretched for a
hundred thousand miles around the gi-
ant world was somehow stimulating.
WVast reaches of that mighty watery
waste had never been sailed by men,
though there were horrific legends
about it.

Captain Future strode purposefully
through the dusk along the surf-pound-
ed shore with his strange, bodiless com-
rade. Soon he entered the stone streets
of the moonlit city Amphitrite., Lights
were flaring along the main avenues,
but the tall, red-haired space-man and

the cloth-covered case he carried
aroused no attention. One more Earth-
man was n-:thing noticeable in this city
that drew its population from nearly
all the worlds of the System.

Here were green, fipper-limbed Jo-
vians, handsome white Venusians,
hairy men of icy FPluto staring with
gsaucerlike phosphorescent eyes, and
among others, a great number of swag-
Euri.ng Earthmen. Submarine miners,

shermen, space-zailors, officials of all
kinds. And there were some of the
native Neptunians — gangling men
with seemingly boneless bodies, oily
gray skin, and strange peaked skulls.

“Not as many space-sailors as usual,
by far,” Curt Newton muttered. “Space-
traffic is falling off sharply, all right.”

“Ave, lad,” agreed the Brain. “Peo-
ple don’t want to be caught on another
world if the gravium supply gives out,
and no more :qualizera. can be had. The
fear is beginning to paralyze the Sys-
tem.™

“They're scared, all right,” Curt said.
“Damn the Wrecker anyway! What
can be the devil’s motive for causing
all this?”

SQUARE building with the em-

blem of the Planet Police over its
door was just ahead. Curt Newton
stepped inside. A dark-uniformed
liceman—a reedy Martian—came for-
ward, glancing casually at the square
case Curt carried.

“What are you selling, Earthman?™
he asked curtly.

“MNothing that you would want to
buy, Martian,"” rasped Simon Wright.

At the retort from the case, the Mar-
tian officer recoiléd. Curt, chuckling,
held out his left hand.

“Captain. Future!” exclaimed the
Martmn. respect that was almost awe
appearing in his face as he glimpsed
Curt's ring.

A tough, wiry Earthman with iron-
gray hair and a shrewd, weatherbeaten,
wrinkled face came hur ing out of an
inner office, a dark-haired Earthgirl be-
hind him.

“I recognized that raspin’ wvoice of
the Brain!” exclaimed Ezra Gurney,
pumping Curt's hand. *There ain't but
one I}rnlce like that in the whole Sys-
tem '
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oan Randall’s brown eyes were
shaining with pleasure, her pretty face
vivid with breathless excitement as she
faced Curt,

“Hello, Joan,” drawled the tall yvoung
wizard of science, smiling. *I told you
we'd meet again when we parted on
Fluto.”

*If the amenities are all concluded,”
said Simon Wright sourly, “1 suggest
we find out what Ezra and Joan have
learned.”

Curt's face sobered.

“Simon’s right—there's no time to
loge.”

“*Don"t I know it!” exclaimed Ezra
Gurney. The old marshal’'s faded blue
eyes snapped. "“The space-trafhc of
every world is bein' strangled right
now by fear—fear of the gravium giv-
ing out. And what gets me is—what's
the Wrecker goin’ to gain by this? He's
worse than that dewvil, Doctor Zarro!
Bad as Doctor Zarro was, we at least
could understand what his motive was.
But I can't figger this Wrecker's idea
nohow!1™ \

“What about the four men I asked
you -to have watched when they ar-
rived?"” demanded Captain Future.

Joan Randall answered eagerly.

*We've had men watching them
every hour since their arrival, Captain
Future, But they've done nothing sus-
picious. Libro and Quarus Qull are ar-
ranging to prospect and develop their
new gravium concessions. Julius Gunn
and his superintendent are cccupied by
the troubles in their mines.”

“Gunn’s company has three big sub-
gea gravium mines away out in the
ocean,” Krra explained. *“In two of
them, they've had a.-lot of queer acci-
dents and their men are getting afraid
to worle™

Curt came to quick decision.

. “The safety of those three mines is
paramount right now! We'll go over
and see Gunn and Brand. If their
mines are in danger, the danger
has to be eliminated before we can
spend any time ferreting out the ident-
ity of the Wrecker.”

Ezra Gurney led the way out of the
Police building, and along the streets
toward the harbor. Ahead, at the edge
of the crowded harbor, loomed the
grcat warchouses of the Neptunian
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Gravium Company. In the moonlit wa-
ter beyond were anchored the com-
pany's fast supply-boats, trouble-boats,
wide-beamed prospecting-boats, and
great caisson-barges. The fishing-
docks were some distance around the
curve of the harbor,

Curt Newton saw men dashing out
of the metal office-building beside the
warehouses, and heard raw voices.

“Something’s happened here!™ he ex-
claimed, stiffening. “Come on!"

“Maybe another murder by the
Wrecker?” Simon Wright suggested as
they ran forward.

Then, at the entrance of the office-
structure, they collided with a tow-
haired, wiry Earthman whose face was
taut with emotion. I+ was Carson
EBErand, and the superintendent was in
a mad hurry.

“Captain Future!” he cried, stopping
at sight of Curt. "“I'm damned glad
yoit're here—"

“What's happened, man? Speak up!1”

Brand’s words tumbled owver each
other, “We just got a distress-call
from Mine One—one of our three sub-
marine mines out there in the sea. The
men out there are in panic—they claim
the whole sub-sea dome is giving way!
If it does, that whele mine will be
flooded!”

*The Wrecker's working here al-
ready, lad!” Simon Wright exclaimed
metallically.

“Loolks like it,” Curt Newton snapped.
He swung. “Ezra, yvou and Joan take
Simon back to the Comet. I'm going
out with Brand to Mine One.”

“But Captain Future, if the sub-sea
dome gives way and you're out there
—" Joan Randall cried fearfully.

But Curt was already racing with
Carson Brand toward the dock, where
a big trouble-boat’s motor was already
roaring loudly.

CHAPTER VIII
Trap Under the Sea

T

OARING a song of unleashed
power from is cyclotrons, its
tocket-tubes churning the waters to
flame by their discharge, the big trou-
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ble-boat shot out onto the moonlit sea.

Captain Future's lithe figure hunched
begide Carson Brand at the bridge of
the hundred-foot boat. The pilot and
engineer were gray—skmned Neptuni-
ans. The boat itself was a tubular shape,
streamlined and covered by a trans-
parent, watertight owver-dechk.

“*It'll take us half an hour to get to
Mine One, even in this craft!"” Carson
Brand was crying to Curt., “God
knows what may happen in that time.”

The wiry vwyoung superintendent's
browned face was wild with anxiety,
his eyves dilated as he peered ahead.

“Who called you from Mine One?”
Captain Future asked.

"Nasc Avam, our Jovian mine-boss
there,"” answered the superintendent.
“He said the laborers down in the dome
are panicky—claim the dome is weak-
ening. They've been scar'y lately, any-
way.

“Our laborers are mostly Neptuni-
ans,” Carson Brand explained, “and
Adhey're a superstitious lot. They hate
to go down into the submarine mines
—they've got all kinds of weird legends
about the sea and the things that live
in it. If something's actually gone
wrong with the dome, they'll be crazy.”

The trouble-boat was picking up
velocity now. They were far out of the
harbor, the lights of Amphitrite drop-
ping out of sight behind them. They
rushed southward over the moonlit
QCean.

MNow, on the open sea, they met the
great tidal combers. The pull of the
moon Triton produced ceascless run-
ning tides in the Neptunian sea—tides
that rolled endlessly around the water-
covercd planet in immense wawves.
Mercilessly those waves jounced and
pounded the speeding craft.

The submersible trouble-boat could
have run more smoothly beneath the
surface, but that would have cut their
speed a little, and Carsen Brand and
Captain Future preferred to submit to
the rough battering of the sea rather
than lose time on their urgent mission.

“Storm coming up!” Brand called,
pointing toward an ominous violet fick-
er of lightning far ahead. “Hope it
holds off till we get to Mine One.™

Curt Newton nodded. I know what
Neptunian storms are like !”

Captain Future knew thig world well.
His whole life 8o far had been spent
shuttling to and fro among the throng-
ing worlds and moons, on his great
struggle against interplanetary crime
and criminals, and he had wvisited Nep-
tune often.

But Curt realized that even he did
not know a tenth of the mysteries that
this might'y planet hid. The native
MNeptunians had many weird legends
about hidden wonders of their world,
Curt knew. Legends of monsters of
the deep even more huge and terrible
than the dreaded *“swallowers™ and
ursals; legends of strange Hoating
islands upon which grew poisonous
Aowers of exquisite beauty; legends of
so-called “sea-devils” or semi-human,
super-powerful and super-cunning wa-
ter dwellers who were supposed to
have strange submarine cities far out
in the depths of the sea.

Magically beautiful rolled the toss-
ing, moonlit ocean before Curt New-
ton's eyes, as they sped over it mow.
¥et he knew what mysterious and
mighty shapes of dread that sea con-
cealed. Ewven as he stared, he saw the
looping coils of a great Neptunian sea-
snake appear on the moon-gilvered sur-
face far to the west, darting its head
out after a flying flock of “air-fish.”

APTAIN FUTURE'S mind

swung to the problem at hand, te

the Wrecker who now was apparently

beginning increased sabotage of the

three all-important submarine gravium
mines here.

“There's a vast, cunning purpose be-
hind this apparently senseless destruc-
tion,” Curt muttered. *But what pur-
pose?™

The floating depot of Mine One sud-
denly came into view. It was a big,
sguare floating metal platicrm upheld
by large vacuum-pontoons. Upon the
platform stood metal machine-houses
and pump -ghacks, and to it were
moored supply-boats, and big flat
acows piled with gray gravium ore.

Captain Future knew that that gra-
vium was mined in the submarine
workings far below the floating depot.
The core was loaded into the scows and
towed to the big amelters near Amphi-
trite.
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Brand and Curt Newton leaped onto
the great Hoating platform as their
trouble-boat ran alongside, There was
a deafening confusion of throbbing
pumps, grinding machinery. Fright-
ened Neptunians came running to meet
them,

Carson Brand singled out their lead-
er. “Where's Vasc Avam, the mine-
boss?" he cried to the Neptunian fore-
Imar.

The foreman
Earth-speech.

“Down in the dome—he’s trying to
keep the laborers from stampeding.
The dome walls have bulged a little in
one place., Vasc Avam says there's no
real danger, but the men—

chattered " in broken

Carson Brand waited to hear no
more,

“Come on, Captain Future!” he
cried. “Mavbe wou can influence the

men down there—keep them from de-
serting work!™

Curt ran with the superintendent to-
ward the center of the platform. Here
was the mouth of the tubeway that ran
down to the air-tight submarine mine
on the sea bottom far below. The tube-
way was a huge, annulated metal tube
of twenty feet diameter, that dropped
straight down into the sea from the
floating depot. The great air-pumps
wheose throbbing filled the night
pumped zir under pressure down this
tube.

And in the tubeway was a moving,
endless chain of big buckets, one side
ascending from below and the other
descending. They were used to bring
up gravium from below, and take down
men and supplies—a mechanical con-
veyor.

Curt leaped with Carson Brand into
one of the big buckets, as the Neptu-
nian at the conveyor-control stopped
it momentarily. Then, in the bucket,
they were dropping down the dark
tubeway.

“Could some of your own laborers
here be sabotaging the dome?” Captain
Future demanded of Carson Erand as
they dropped through the darkness.

“It seems the only possible answer
to what's been happening !" Brand cried

distractedly. “¥Yet they've never given
trouble before. The whole thing is so
unexpected—

FUTURE

Curt saw light far below. They had
descended in the tube through thou-
gands of feet of sea, and the lights be-
low were those of the big mine on the
ocean floor. 5

The conveyor-bucket they rode in
dropped suddenly out of the dark tube-

way into a great, brilliantly-lighted
space. This was the submarine mine
itself. It was an enormous, dome-

shaped metal caisson, a thousand feet
in diameter, resting firmly on the rock
sea-bottom.

Such caissons, Curt knew, were lnw—
ered over a spot where submarine pros-
pectors had located rich ores, and then
the water was pumped out and a con-
stant pressure of air maintained.

EVERAL scores of Neptunian la-

borers were in this brightly-lighted
chamber at the bottom of the deep sea.
Open veins of gravium ore in the rock
bottom showed where they had been
working. But they were not working
now—they were clustering excitedly
around the conveyor, while a big Jo-
vian boss held them back with his
atom-gun.

Carson Brand sprang toward this

ovian, followed by Captain Future,
he green face of the Jovian showed
relief.

“These scared devils have nearly
mobbed me, they're so crazy to get out
of here!”™ Vasc Avam, the mine-boss,
toeld Brand.

*Let us go!” wyelled the Neptunian
laborers wildly. *“This dome faces de-
struction — the sca-devils take wven-
geance on us for invading their watery
realm 1"

Vaszsc Avam fAourished his

“Back, wyou gray-faced scum! TI'll
blast down the first who gets in the
conveyor 1™
« "What terrified them like this?™ Cap-
tain Future demanded swiftly of the
Jovian boss,

Vasc Awvam pmnt:d a fHipperlike
hand toward the north wall of the
dome. There, near the rock floor, the
super-heavy metal wall had bulged
slightly inward at one point.

“That bulge there—the gray devils
saw it and began yammering about the
sea-devils,” the mine-boss told Curt.
“Damn their superstitious souls.”
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Carson Brand's brown face paled as
he saw the slight bulge in the dome
wall. Then he shouted to the Jowvian.

“Let the men out of here—get them
up to the surface at once, before the
whole dome gives way !

Vasc Avam protested. *“But that
bulge isn’t dangerous, Brand. I looked
at it, and I'm sure the wall won't give.”

“Liet the men out, I say!” Carson
Brand cried. “That wall’s going to let

uj!‘
~ Unbelievingly, the Jovian boss stood
aside. And without lingering, the
Meptunian laborers piled frantically
into the slowly moving buckets of the
conveyor to be raised out of sight into
the tubeway.

Carson Brand pushed the Jovian to-
ward a bucket, and was following him,
when he stopped and shouted to Curt
Mewton. “Captain Future, aren’t you
coming "

Curt Newton had started away
across the floor of the dome, toward
the north wall.

“You go ahead, Brand!™ Curt called
back. “I want to look at this bulge.”

“But if the wall gives way and
catches you down here—" Brand called
urgently in warning.

But Captain Future paid no atten-
tion. - The red-headed young scientibic
wizard was hastening on across the de-
serted rock workings. He reached the
north wall and began keenly examining
the long, straight bulge in it. Curt
knew there wag danger in lingering
here, but he was gambling that he'd
have time enough to make an examina-
tion.

For here, he was sure, was some of
t.he handiwork of the Wr-:::].-n:r 5 or-

e ra———

ganization! Alone now, Curt bent
down and began ingpecting the omi-
nous bulge in the wall.

URT'S gray eyes widened with the
surprise he soon experienced. He
had believed that the wall had been
somehow weakened secretly by some
of the laborers—an inzide job. But his
trained eye perceived that this wall had
been weakened somehow from outside.
Yet, as Vasc Avam had said, it did not
seem very dangerous.

Swiftly, Captain Future pawed in
the capacious pockets of the gray tung-
stite belt in which he wore his proton-
pistol. That belt contained the super-
compact emergency outfit of scientific
instruments and weapons that more
than once Curt had found invaluable.
In it were his device for inducing brief
invisibility, his infra-light spectacles,
his pocket-televisor, and many com-
pact tools and instruments.

He drew out a little tube with cu-
rious quartz lenses at each end. It was
a fluoroscopic X-ray scope, a smaller
model of the Puwctf{t] outfit in the lab-
oratory of the Comet. Curt applied it
to his eye, snicked on its switch, and
peered through the heavy metal of the
wall by means of its projected radia-
tiongs,

He saw the inmost crystalline struc-
ture of the metal as though cloudily
semi-opagque. And he saw that the out-
er side of the wall bore marks of a
in:rful flame that had prodiuced the
inward bulge by playing upon that part
of the wall.

That mysterious flame was atill play-
ing upon the outside of the dome-wall!
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It showed in the instrument Captain
Future was using, as a bright radiance
playing all along the wall. Someone
or something out in the deep sea out-
side was using that flame to break
down the crystalline structure of the
wall’'s metal!

“Jumping jungle-cats of Jupiter!™
Curt exclaimed. "“Someone out there
in the sea, sabotaging the dome! But
how—

There was an ominous screelking
gound and the dome-wall bulged still
farther inward in front of hiz eyes.

“I'd better get out!” Captain Future
muttered.

He raced back toward the conveyor
whose empty buckets were still end-
lessly ascending and descending in the
tubeway. But, as Curt neared it, the
conveyor stopped suddenly with a
harsh, rending sound of metal being
torn far above.

Suddenly, down out of the tubeway
entrance 1n the roof of the dome, there
poured a terrific streamn of sea-water,
like a solid cylinder of down-shooting
Sea.

“Whoever's outside has wrecked the

tubeway — torn it in half somehow!”

Curt exclaimed, for the moment ap-
palled.

Crack—crash! The bulging north
wall of the dome had split! A horizon-
tal jet of water drove in with terrific
speed and pressure through the crack.
And the crack was widening.

Already the water in the dome was
boiling up around Captain Future's
legs. The dome was giving way, and
he was trapped in it!

== =

CHAPTER IX
Alien Minds

ACK in the Comet, Grag and
Othe prepared to dismount and
clean the ship's fouled rocket-tube as
Captain Future had ordered l:r:fm:c }E:u
went with the EBrain to Amphitrite
city.
E;-thu hated routine work. . Now the

-rubbery android made a cunning at-

tempt to get out of the irksome task.
“It's a good thing you’re here, Grag,”

FUTURE

said Otho. "I could never get that
rocket-tube out by myself.”

Grag, getting out the necessary tools,

runted.

"That 113- because ¥ou are not strong
like me.’

“You certainly have lots of
strength,” Otho declared admiringly.
“Though I'll bet you couldn’t do this
whole job alone,™

"0Of course I could!" boomed Grag
disdainfully., *“I dont necd any help
t'}—:'

The robot stopped suddenly, and
stared at Otho with fixedly gazing pho-
toelectric eyes.

“Oh, no you don’t!" Grag exclaimed.
“¥ou think you can fool Grag into do-
ing all the work. No, yvou're going to
h':lp-r"

“But I've got other things I want to
do,” pleaded the android. @ “IDidn't I
save vour neck out on Pluto? Aren’t .

als ™
ﬁ-’e are only pais when you want
me to do zomething for you,” Grag
boomed. *“You come along and help.™

“That’s what I get for trying to ap-
peal to the sympathy of a robot!” Otho
complained bitterly as he followed
Grag out of the ship.

The brilliant moonlight of speeding
Triton illuminated the rolling ocean
and rocky shore, and gleamed off the
curved sides of the Comet as the two
Futuremen dismounted one of the
cluster of rocket-tubes from its tail.

Grag, with his enormous strength,
did the lion’s share of the work in get-
ting out the big tube. Then the robot
gtraightened his massive metal body
and turned to Otho.

“*MNow wou clean out the ll'lﬁ-llflE of the
tube, while I check the power-connec-
tions in the ship,” he directed.

Otho picked up an atomic-hand
torch, and looked discouragedly into
the big tube. Its interior was crusted
with a choking deposit of metallic resi-
due that had to be burned out.

As he gloomily prepared to start the
messy job, Otho's attention was at-
tracted to Eek. The little moon-pup,
which had followed Grag out of the
ship, was idly pawing at a piece of rock
to discover if it had any metals in it.

A labor-saving idea was born at once
in the android’s brain. He spoke quick-

R Ty
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1y to the alert little moon-pup.
“Come here, Eek.™
Eek got the thought-request, but the
moon-pup only locked belligerently at
Otho, who he well knew disliked him.
“See, here's some nice copper for you
to eat,” Otho coaxed, holding out the
atomic hand-torch.
“Come and get it, Eck.™
Hek still looked suspicious. His
bright little eyes seemed to say, “Since
when have you been so friendly to
me?"
But the moon-pup couldn’t resist the
lure of the luscious copper torch. He
scuttled toward it—and Otho grabbed
him.,
- Instantly, Otho shoved the little gray
animal into the end of the encrusted
rocket-tube. “Now if you want out of
there, eat wour way out, Eek,” he
hiszed. *“If you chew away all the de-
posit in there, you can get out the other
end of the tube.”

- And, congratulating himself on a
labor-saving discovery, Otho put a rock
at the tube’s end to keep Eek from es-
caping, and then sat coclly down to
rest.

Eek squirmed frantically in the tube,
but Otho paid no attention. The and-
roid was staring out over the vague
ocean and wishing Captain Future had
taken him with him, when he heard
ﬁta-% come hastily out of the ship.

“Fek iz in trouble of some kind,"™
Grag boomed worriedly. *“I can get
his telepathic talk, and just now I
sensed—""

EN the robot heard the squirm-

ing in the tube. He kicked aside

the rock. And a thoroughly angry and
frightened moon-pup bolted from the
_tube and climbed hastily to the robot’s

shelter.
. “¥ou did that to Eek!” Grag accused
Otho furiously.

“Aw, he ign’t hurt,” said the android
disgustedly. “He might az well earn
the metal he eats by doing a little
work.”

“Eek iz a pet, and pets don't work,™
Grag declared angrily. “When master
returns, I shall tell him what you did.”

“That's it — squeal to the chief,”
hissed Otho. *“You big metal baby!™

Outraged, Grag advanced menacing-

ly. “Why, you little rubber-man, I'll—"

Grag suddenly stopped short. He
turned his head.

“I hear a rocket boat!”™ he muttered.
“Landing up the shore—" _
Otho had heard nothing but he had
faith in the super-keen hearing of the

robot’s microphone-ears.

“Men are coming from it this way!™
Grag announced a minute later. “Sev-
eral men—approaching stealthily—"

The robot and android peercd east-
ward along the shore. But Triton had
sct, and they could see nothing in the
darkness.

“They're sneaking up on us — and
that means they're enemies trying to
surprise us!” Grap whispered. His
photo-clectric eyes gleamed. *Instead,
we'll surprise them. You keep making
a noise, Otho, and I'll cut along the
shore and get behind them.”

“Right—get going!"” snapped Otho,
hiz slitlike green eyes sparkling with
excitement. As usual, the two had for-
gotten tl}:ir quarrels the instant an
emergency appeared.

Grag tossed Eek into the ship, and
then the robot hastily moved through
the darkness toward the edpge of the
Beq. Quick]y, Grag climbed down into
the water until he was completely un-
der the surface. The robot, who did
not breathe and could exist perfectly
well under water, meant to steal along
the shore, under water, and get behind
the furtively approaching men.

Otho, left alone, began burning out
the rocket-tube with his hand-torch.
And the android sang a space song
loudly, to reassure the stealthy coming
ones that their presence was unsus-
pected. As he sang, Otho loosened his
proton-pistel in its holster. Every fac-
ulty of the android was on the alert.

MNow he heard the soft footsteps.
There were five men, he puessed. They
Wwere coming as Siiﬂﬂiﬁ}" as Jovian
“crawlers.”

“MNow! Eush them!” suddenly or-
dered a harsh voice.

Otho spun around with an inconceiv-
ably rapid movement, at the moment
that the five men charged forward,
guns raised.

He glimpsed the five as a motley
group—two hairy Plutoniang, a Jovian,
a Uranian and a Venusian. They fired
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their atom-pistols as they saw Otho
move.

But the android’s blurring specd was
too much for them. Their deadly flares
missed Otho, and his own proton-beam
drilled through one of the Plutonians
and sent the man tumbling.

“*Get him!™ yelled the other hollow-
eved Plutonian, apparently the leader
of the party.

But before the men could charge
Otho, Grag took a hand. In the dark-
ness behind the four men appeared the
great robot, dripping wet, his metal
arm raised in terrible menace. Down
came Grag's arm, and his metal fOst
Aattened the Jovian and the Venusian.
With vells of terror, the remaining two
men retreated in the darkness.

“After them!” Otho hissed hercely,
triggering his proton-pistol and send-
ing its pale beam lacing through the
dark. ut though he and Grag sprang
forward in hot pursuit, the two remain-
ing attackers had the advantage of the
utter dark.

MN.a moment, as the robot and and-
roid searched along the shore, they
heard the rocket-motor of a nearby
boat putting off hurritﬂl}r, The droning
throb of rockets rapidly died away.

The robot and android returned to
the acene of battle and examined the
men they had felled. The Plutonian
Otho had shot was dead, his head
burned through. Dead too was the Jo-
vian, his bulbous green skull shattered
to a mess Grag’s fist.

But the Venusian Grag had flattened
was only unconecious. He had dodged,
and the robot’'s metal fist had grazed
him.

“I'll soon correct that,” muttered
Grag, taking the Venusian by the
throat, with deadly intent. But there
was an interruption in the form of other
footsteps now approaching, from the
distant city.

“More of the Wrecket's menl” Otho
cried, snatching out his pistol again.
“Imps of the sun, are they—"

“Wait—listen!” Grag exclaimed.

A familiar, rasping wvoice came
through the darkness.

"“What's going on here?
- that scuffling I heard?™
“It's Simon ™ cried Otho. And a mo-

What was

ment later, as the newcomers appeared :
“And Joan Randall and Ezral™

Old Ezra Gurney’'s faded blue eyes
had a dour grin in them as they looked
at the bodies on the ground.

“Up to your old tricks, you two, eh?"
said the veteran marshal.

“What's happened, Grag?"” Joan
asked the robot urgently, her brown
eyes wide with wonder.

The Brain was surveying the other
two Futuremen with severe disap-
proval.

“¥ou've got into trouble?” he rasped.
“I might have known we didn’t dare
leave you two alone.™

“We didn't go hunting trouble — it
came hunting us!"” Otho defended. He
explained the surprise attack of the
Wrecker's men.

“Looks to me,” drawled Ezra Gur-
ney, “as though the Wrecker had given
orders to some of his henchmen to at-
tack the Comet secretly while Captain
Future wasn't here, destroy the ship.”

“That must be it,”” the Brain agreed.
“The attackers underestimated Grag
and Otho, though.™

“One of them isn't dead yet,” Otho
said nonchalantly, “but that’s all right
—Grag is going to kill him now.”

“QOh, no!” Joan exclaimed, hotror in
her eyes.

Even Ezra Gurney had shivered a
little at Otho's casual tone. For though
Grag and Otho were strong friends of
theirs, there were times like this when
he himgelf was a little awed by the un-
human Futuremen.

“Don’t kill that man,” the Brain or-
dered raa&iﬂg;ﬁr “Take him into the
Comet. ere’s a chance to find out
who the Wrecker 1s.™

Grag carried the unconscious Venu-
sian into the ship, deposited him upon
a metal table that he unfolded from the
wall. Ezra put the Brain on his pedes-
tal so he could examine the man.

A moment later the Brain was ex-
amining the unconscious WVenusian
prisoner with his glassy lens-eyes, in-
specting every detail of the man. The
Venusian was a typical specimen of his
race — white-skinned, with unusually
handsome features and dark hair and
a body of medium height.

“Seems average enough,” rasped thu
Brain. “¥Yet Curtis believed there was
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something gueer about all the Wreck-
er's men—"

Otho had gone through the stunned
man's pockets.

“Mothing here. But the identity-
disc he wears gives his name—Ki Iri."”

E BRAIN loocked at Ezra Gur-
ney.

“Can you check that name by tele-
visor with the Police station in Amphi-
trite? Find out all you can about a
certain Ki I, Venusian.™

“Look—he’s starting to come out of
it!"” Otho said.

The atunned Venusian was moving
upoti. the table. He had not yet opened
his eyes, but he was stirring his arms
and legs. He stirred them in odd,
graceful, sweeping movements, com-
pletely unlike the ordinary use of hu-
man limbs,

“That's queer,” muttered the Brain.
“He doesn't show the normal reflex re-
sponses. And listen—"

The unconscious man was speaking
in hig trance, From his lips flowed a
gtream of words, se-emmg to roll th.14:1-:1_'-,r
and distortedly from his tongue, aru:l in
an unfamiliar languag&

“That doesn’t sound like any V"-l:nu—
gian language I ever heard,” the Brain

muttered. He glanced up. "“Get the
philological record -file on Venus,
Grag.™

The robot hastily extracted a small
speech-recording mechanism and rec-
ord-tapes from a-large cabinet.

Grag ran the tapes through the re-
corder, at Simon’s order. Voices spoke
from the mechanism, in one language
after another. Here was contained a
spoken record of every language and
dialect known on Venus.

“None of them is the remotest bit
like this man's language!”™ the Brain
declared. “Nor is his language like any
other I've ever heard.”

“What difference does 1t make?”
Otho demanded.

“Don’'t you understand?" retorted
the Brain. *“In his present condition
of traumatic shock, this man is certain
to speak only his native language. And
his native language 158 one never heard
of on Venus or any other world of the
System.”

“This man has the body of 2 Venu-

sian,” the Brain added broodingly. “But
in that body, if I'm right, there iz a
completely alien mind !

CHAPTER X
Menace of the Depths

APTAIN FUTURE, trapped in

the submarine dome far down in

the MNeptunian sea, realized the dead-

liness of his peril. The water that was

shooting down from the severed tube-

way and in through the cracks in the
wall already swirled to hi=s knees.

The walls, weakened by the flame
that had played on them from outside,
were slowly cracking further. Solid
streams of water roared in under ter-
rific pressure. It was only a matter of
minutes before the whole dome col-
lapsed!

*There must be some wavy out of this
hell-trap!”™ Curt Newton muttered,
glancing swiftly around. “Curtis, my
boy, unless you can think of something
gquickly, your number is up.”

Curt knew that when the dome col-
lapsed, the tens of thousands of tons
of water that would smash in would
reduce him to a pulp. If he only had
“an undersea-suit! But there was none
here, nothing but the atomic tools
abandoned by the workers—

“*The buckets!” Captain Future ex-
claimed suddenly.  “I'm a space-struck
idiot not to have thought of it before!™

He leaped and grabbed up a heawvy
atomic chisel, dggrgned to  gouge
through rock. Grasping the tool, Curt
ran tgrc-ugh the rising water toward
the wrecked conveyor-chain of buckets.

The solid stream of water pouring
dewn the tubeway from above plunged
down at Captain Future, knoclking
him from his feet, as he sought to cut
away two of the big metal buckets with
his tool. He finally succeeded in the
attempt. Dragging the two buckets
through the rising waters, he set one on
its bottom, got into it, and reached out
for the other bucket.

There was an ominous cracking
sound from the walls of the dome,
audible even over the roar of inshoot-
ing waters. Curt glanced up and saw
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that the whole north wall of the great had known it would, due to its air-

caisson was now bulging inward, from
the base to the top of the dome.

The realization that the whole dome
would collapse within a few minutes at
most, spurred Captain Future to ac-
celerated activity. He grasped the sec-
ond big bucket and, turning it with its
open top down, placed it on top of the
bucket in which he stood.

The two buckets thus formed a large
metal barrel. In the darkness inside
it, Curt Newton swiftly drew his pro-
ton-pistol, set the control of its beam,
and then turned the pale ra uE-n-n the
juncture of the rims of his Eut: &ts.

The ray started to melt the metal al-
most at once. The two buckets fused
together solidly at their rims. And Curt
played the beam around the whole rim
slowly, fusing every inch of the two
rims solidly together.

The smoke and smell of molten metal
were almost overpowering inside the
malkeshift barrel. Curt could see only
by the pale flash of the ray iteelf. Yet
he kept grimly on, well aware that it
was his one slender chance of escape.

APTAINTFTUTURE’S eyes

streamed, his lungs gasping for
pure air, when he finished welding the
two buckets together a few moments
later. He croluched now iniside a strong,
one-piece, air-tight metal barrel that he
had made from the buckets.

“Can't breathe this air in here for
many minutes before I suffocate!”™ he
choked to himself. "If the barrel doesn't
escape when the dome let's go—"

Curt was staking all on the chance
that the barrel would be swept out of
the collapsing dome when its walls
gave way.

“Here she goes!” he muttered tensely
an instant later, bracing himself with
arms and legs.

There was a loud crash! With a
secream of rending metal, the walls of
the dome were torn asunder by the
weight of waters, and the sea rushed
in. Curt felt his barrel flung like a
bubble against a wall, a shock that
nearly stunned him. The boiling sea
inside the shattered dome carried his
makeshift diving-bell dizzily around.

He felt the queer barrel bump againat
the top of the dome—floating up as he

content. Captain Future's heart plum-
meted. His plan hadn't succeeded. The
barrel had not escaped from the dome,
but was still trapped in it. And the
air in the barrel was already almost
unbreathable—

“Can’t complain, I suppeose,” Curt
gasped. "“I've played the game out to
the end, and nobody can do more. But
I hate to go out like this and leave the
Wrecker at work—"

His lungs seemed parched, bursting
— his brain spinning as the foul air
overcame him. He could feel the bar-
rel, trapped down here in the sea-filled,
shattered dome, bumping to and fro as
the currents rubbed it against the roof.

Curt Newton’s darkening mind
flashed back owver the brilliant career
that now seemed about to be extn-
guished. Pictures flashed through his
brain—of his boyhood on the moon, of
hig first trip to other worlds with the
Futuremen, of peril and excitement
and combat from one end of the Sys-
tem to the other.

“*Hope—3Simon and Grag and Otho
get the Wrecker,” he choked. *“Loocks
like I—"

At that moment, his dimming senses
became aware of a new motion on the
part of the barrel. Instead of rubbkin
along the roof of the broken dome, it
was now shooting wildly upward.

“By all the nine worlds’ gods!™” Cap-
tain Future cried. *“It's got out!™

His barrel, carried to and fro under
the roof of the wrecked dome by the
currents, had finally escaped through
one of the great cracks and was shoot-
ing up to the surface like a bubble!

Curt, half-unconscious, felt the metal
around him grow hot from friction. He
felt the barrel rush up out of the sea
into the air, poise a moment, then fall
back down with a smacking splash to
the sea, and float on its surface. With
hig last, waning strength, Captain Fu-
ture pulled trigger of his proton-pistol.
The beam tore out through the metal
gide of hiz improvised barrel, after a
few moments. Through the little open-
ing splashed some water — and also
blessed, pure fresh air.

Curt had to wait until he could gulp
many breaths of the new air into his
starved lungs, before he set about get-
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ting out of his floating barrel. Using
the proton-beam, he cut out the top of
the garrel.

Captain Future found himself float-
ing on the nighted Neptunian sea, toss-
ing up and down on the great tidal
waves. It was completely d%lrk exceopt
tor the bright stars. Then Curt saw
the lights and black bulk of the float-
ing-depot of the destroyed submarine
mine nearby.

He dived into the chilly waters, and
awam with powerful strokes toward the
floating-depot, on which men were run-
ning about, with shouts of excitement
and dismay.

Carson Brand saw Curt draw his
dripping figure out of the waters. Thae
superintendent seemed unable to be-
leve his own eyes, and Vasc Avam, the
Jovian mine-boss, was similarly
stunned.

“Captain Future!” Brand cried.
“Why, we thought you dead long ago
down there! How in the name of all
that's holy did you get out?™

Curt explained his strategem. And
admiration near to awe showed in the
faces of Carson Brand and the Jowvian.

"Moo wonder they say you're unbeat-
able, Captain Future!” exclaimed
Erand impulsively. “Lord, man, but
I'm glad to see you. This would have
been an even blacker disaster if you
had perished in it.™

“The disaster’s black enough,” Curt
said tersely. *““One of the three gra-
vium mines here on WNeptune com-
pletely ruined ™

WL TASC AVAM, the Jovian, made a

sound of anger and stared fiercely
at the scared gray - -Neptunian miners
cowering nearby.

“If T had the spies among us who
are sabotaging our domes, I'd kill them

sglow torture!” he exclaimed.

“That dome was weakened and
wrecked from outside,” Captain Fu-
ture teld him. “A cutting Hame was
used from outside to weaken the dome
walls, and to sever the tubeway.™

The Jovian stared.

“It was done from outside? But who
could there be out in the deep sea to
do it? You surely don't think it was
the legendary sea-devils the MNeptu-
niang talk about?"

“*Men in sea-suits could have ap-
proached the dome secretly from out-
gide, and have done it!” Carson Brand
exclaimed.

“Yesg, they could have,” Captain Fu-
ture agreed swiftly . “But such men
would have to be brought out here to
this region of the sea, and taken away
again, by a2 boat. Where's the boat?
We ought to search the sea all around
hEl"l:."

“We will — we'll use the trouble-
boat!” Brand cried, his eyes flashing.
“Come on, Vasc Avam!”

The three men jumped into the pow-
erful craft that had brought them out
from Amphitrite. Carson Brand started
the motors, and ‘yelled to the Jovian.

“Swecp the sea with the searchlight
while T circle!™

Vasc Avam snicked on the powerful
Auoric searchlight outside the tubular
hull. Tts reddish beam sliced through
the heavy darkness as Brand piloted
the roaring craft outward.

Captain Future peered keenly with
the Jowvian, as Brand steered their craft
in great, widening circles. The reddish
beam of light showed nothing but the
great, heaving tidal combers of the
shoreless ocean. Then Curt's eyes saw
a black mass sliding away swiftly in
the distance.

“A boat of some kind to starboard!™
he cried to Brand.

Brand saw it, and sent the trouble-
boat leaping after it like a hound after
prey. The black craft in the distance,
caught in the fluoric searchlight, put on
speed to dart away.

“It must be the Wrecker's bunch!™
Brand cried excitedly. “They're trying
to escape—"

Curt slid back an upper transparent
panel, cupped his hands, and shouted
aloud as they overhaunled the fleeing
craft.

“Boat, ahoy! Stand by and wait for
us or we'll pun yvou out of the water!”

“But we haven't any atom-guns on
this craft,” Vasc Avam objected pu=z-
zledly.

“They don't know-that,” Curt re-
torted coolly. “Ah, as I hoped—our
little bluff worked.”

The boat ahead had stopped. Brand
drove their own craft up beside it. Cap-
tain Future, his proton-gun cradled in
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his fist, leaped aboard the other craft,
with Brand and the Jovian following.

The other boat was a much larger,
heavier, broader-beamed one. The
crew was a mixed lot of Neptunians,
Venusians and representatives of other
planets.  Sullenly, half-scared, they
f-'ﬂ.l:'-f:l:l Captain Future's tall, command-
ing fgure. Curt glimpsed a half-dozen
heavy, jointed metal suits lying on the
deck, etill dripping.

“Those are sea-suits!” Carson Brand
yvelled. “These are the men who
wrecked our mine from outside — the
Wrecker's men ™

“What's this about the Wrecker?
demanded a8 man who had hastily
emerged from below decks, and now
faced them.

It was Orr Libro, the red-skinned
gravium magnate from Mars.

CHAPTER XI

Storm QOwver Neptune

APTAIN FUTURE stared suspi-

ciously at the Martian magnate.
Orr Libro met his gaze with a bewil-
dered expression on his smooth red
face.

“Orr Libro!” Carson Brand hissed.
The superintendent’s face Hamed.
*Now we know who the Wrecker 151"

“I don’t understand,” said the Mar-
tian quickly, still looking pu=zzled.
“You're surely not implying that f am
the Wreclker?™

“What are you doing out in these
waters by night?” Curt Newton de-
manded crisply. “"What were you using
those gea-suits for2”

“It's easy to see what he was using
them for!” Brand accused wiolently.
“He had his men down in the sea,
wrecking our Mine One from outside !

“Mine One wrecked?” Orr Libro
locked astonished. “But that is de-
piurab]e. ¥et I assure you I had noth-
g to do with 1t

‘Answer my question—what's your
errand out here?’  Captain Future
snapped.

The Martian replied hastily.
~ “I have a concession to mine gravium
~on Neptune now, remember. 1 came

out with this crew I hired in Amphi-
trite, to prospect for gravium deposits
which I could dewvelop. As you W,
such prospecting must be done by div-
ers in sea-suits. I had a half-dozen of
these men down on the sea-bottom.”

Orr Libro added contemptuously,
“But they got scared of their own shad-
ows and insisted on coming back up
to the surface. Claimed they had seen
some of the mythical sea-devils of this
ocean " :

One of the sullen Neptunian divers
standing nearby broke into loud asser-
tion.

“We did see the sea-devils in the
distance!" the gray-faced, peak-headed
planetary native declared vehemently.
“Down there in the waters, a whaole
party of them swimming along—half-
men and half-fish, just as the old ter-
rible legends telll”

“That’s why we wouldn't stay down
there,” another Neptunian added cor-
roboration. “'It's dangerous enough to
meet the “swallowers’ or wursals or
other monsters of the deep. But we can
face those dangers. The sea-devils are
different!""

“Bah!” said Orr Libro scornfully.
“*¥You people of this watery world are
a credulous lot to believe such stories.”

Captain Future, listening, had been
struck by the two Neptunian divers’
stories. It was not the first time that
Curt had heard these legends of the
sca-devils. The Neptunians firmly be-
lisved the ancient tales which told of a
fierce, powerful, super-civilized race of
fish -men haunting the unexplored
deeps of the mighty planetary ocean.
Curt wondered momentarily if those
1&19:&':1'1(15 had any truth behind them.

But, Curt realized, all this talk of the
MNeptunian divers might be just an
alibi planned by Orr Libro. The dandi-
fied Martian’s craftiness was not to be
underestimated.

“How does it come,” Captain Future
sternly demanded of the Martian, “that
you choose this particular region of the
sea near Mine One to do your gravium
prospecting #*

Orr Libro looked doubtfully at Car-
son Brand, and then answered with ap-
parent franknes.

“To tell the truth, Captain Future, I
picked thias region because it Iz near
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the MNeptunian Companwvy’s Mine One.
I hoped I could locate the vein of gra-
vium ore they were working. That's
why I tried to get away without bein
discovered. I was afraid Brand an
Julius Gunn would be angry if they
learned what I was doing.’

“NNou dirty red-faced sneak!™ spat
Carson Brand.

HE Martian shrugged.
“Sorry yvou don’t like me, my
dear Brand,” he said Elllulj.r, “but I'm
not br:aklng any law by tr'_rrmg to pick
up the same gravium vein.

Captain Future had stepped away
from them, and was bending over the
heavwy metal sea-suits that lay on deck,
still wet from use. Curt bent over them,
inspecting them carefully, especially
the feet.

“Have you any heavy atomic torches
aboard?” Curt asked the Martian.

“I think there’'s two in the equip-
ment,” Orr Libro answered wonder-
ingly. Curt found them, inspected the
tools whose purpose was to create a
powerful atomic flame for cutting pur-

SCE.

The two boats were tossing meore
violently on the pitch-black Neptunian
sea, by now. Wind was rising, sough-
m thmu%h the night and sending
u‘l:mgmg blasts of spray across their
faces.

“I'd like to get back to Amphitrite
. before that storm breaks,” Orr Libro
said anxiously. “You can see one's
coming.” _

Thin sheets of vielet lightning had
begun to flare far in the southern night,
and the wind was still rising. It was
apparent that one of the terrific storms
of Neptune was approaching. And
Orr Libro, hke all natives of desert
Mars, was a poor sailer.

“All right, you can go ahead to Am-
Fhltr:te * Curt Newton said shortly.

‘But we're following you, and I want
to go into this matter further there.
There’s a lot that needs explaining 1™

He and Carson Brand and WVasc
Avam returned to their own craft.
Prezently they were running along the
righted, heaving sea after the Martian
magnate's craft.

“Orr Libro's the Wrecker!” Brand
exclaimed emphatically to Captain Fu-

ture. “His divers wrecked Mine One
from outside.™

“Their atomic torches hadn't been
used ; they showed a full charge,” Curt
replied, peering thoughtfully ahead into
the night.

“They could have been quickl
charged!” Carson Brand insisted. I
tell wou, that Martian is behind all
that's happened.”

Curt looked at him.

"But u've had mysterions ac-
cidents and trouble here In your mines
for weeks, Brand,” he reminded. “And
Orr Libro has unly been here on Nep-
tune recently.”

“He could have had an erganization
here wnrkmg for him, even though he
wasn't here himgelf"” Brand declared.
“Orr Libro was here on Neptune a few
months ago—all the gravium magnates
were, to consult together about raising
the price of gravium."

Captain Future frowned. It seemed
that the deeper he probed into the mys-
tery, the more enigmatic it became.
Curt felt that the destruction of Mine
One had given him one definite clue
to the Wrecker's identity. Yet that
clue seemed nonsensical in the face of
the other evidence at hand.

The storm was upon them, now. The
sky was lit incessantly by sheets and
fAares of wiolet lightning, Ea:h of which
revealed the vast waves of the Neptu-
nian sea towering skyward like moving
mountains of water.

Vasc Avam, steering their long, tu.
bular craft, turmed his green face wor-
riedly from the wheel.

“We'll have to run beneath surface or
these waves will smack us to pieces!”
the Jowvian mine-bosz E:l:claimeg

“Go ahead—but keep right after Orr
Libro’s boat,” Carson Brand directed.

The Martmn’s craft was also sub-
merging, ahead. WVasc Awam shifted
the control of the deflecting rudders
and their own boat slid down and
throbbed along twenty feet under the
surface.

CAPTﬁIN FUTURE, deep in
thought, looked out through the
transparent wall of their ecraft at the
lightning-lit waters they were travel-
ling through. Each violet glare showed
the teeming life of the sea about them.
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Shoals of brilliant, sparkling ‘dia-
mond-fish"” flashed away, like living
gems. “Air-fish,” those weird winged
creatures that could live with equal
ease in the air or in the sea, flew away
in startled undersea flight.

“Coming into Amphitrite harbor!™
sang out the Jovian after a time, bring-
ing the long boat back to the surface.

Captain Future slid back one of the
over-deck panels and peered keenly
ahead. Orr Libro’s boat was just ahead
of them, alsoc breaking surface as they
entered the sheltered waters of the
harbor. =

They slid toward the dark docks that
fringed the lighted Neptunian city.
“Iwvant to see Julius Gunn, your
president,” Curt told Carson Brand.
“Will he be at yvour company offices
this later?"

Brand nodded, his brown face hag-
gard.

“Y¥es, he'll be there to wait for re-
ports on Mine One. I hate to tell him
what happened!™” :

Their craft bumped the dark dock of
the Meptunian Gravinm Company. Orr
Libro's boat was tying up at a dock
nearby., Captain Future was waiting
for the Martian when he landed.

“¥ou come along with us,” .?.lrt told
the Martian crisply,

“T.ook, there’s"Quarus Qull's outfit
coming in!" Brand exclaimed, pointing
oit into the harbor.

A long craft was entering the harbor
from the wild, storm-whipped ocean
outside. A flare of the lightning showed
it heading for a dock farther along from
the one on which they stood.

Quarus Qull, the thin, blue-skinned
Saturnian gravium magnate, was giv-
ing orders to his crew as he came
ashore. Curt's eyecs fastened on the
sea-suits in the Saturnian’s boat.

“*The devil—has ever e been ottt
in the sea tonight?”fCurt wondered
rucfully.

He strode forward te Quarus Qull.
The Saturnian’s bony blue face stiff-
ened, and his pale, squinting eyes nar-
rowed as he saw Captain Future.,

“I suppose that you too have been
merely out prospecting with divers for
new gravium deposits?” Curt asked
ironically.

“Yes, that's what I've been doing,”

FUTURE

Quarus Qull answered. “Why? What's
ha’p&:ncd?“
*What part of the sea were you pros-
ecting " Captain Future demanded,
ignoring the ?uﬁatiuns.
Quarus Qull gave the longitude and
latitude. The position was between
Mines One and Two of the Neptunian

. E0Inl

Curt laughed shortly.

*“Just like Orr Libro, you wanted to
poach on the deposits Gunn's company
located, eh?”

The blue Saturnian’s thin mouth
tightened.

“I don't do anything that isn’t legal.™

“Come along with us," Curt snapped.
“Some cursed gueer things been hap-

ening that need clearing up.”

Silently, the oddly assorted little
ﬂ‘nup moved toward the offices of the

eptunian Gravium Company. As
Captain Future and his three com-
panions entered the brightly-lit offices,
a man who had been sitting at a desk
talking hoargely into a televisor jumped
erect and came toward them.

T was Julius Gunn, president of the
Neptunian company. The gravium
magnate’s aggressive, square face was
pallid with emotion, his voice raw and
high.

“Brand—Captain Future—a terrible
disaster " he cried. “One of our three
mines has been utterly destroyed!™

“You've heard about Mine One's
destruction, then?” BErand cried to his
nmp!c;?cn “1 didn’t think you'd know
yet—

“Mine One?” Gunn repeated, bewil-
dered. “What are you talking about?
It's Mine Twe that has just been
wrecked! T got the televisor call from
its mine-boss at the floating-depot, a

uarter hour ago. The whole mine-

ome gave WwWay. All miners were
drowned.”

Carson Brand paled. The tow-haired
superintendent turned to Curt, his
brown face wild.

*“Good God, Captain Future — that
makes two of our mines destroyed!™

“"Two?"™ echoed Tulius Gunn. "“"You
mean Mine One—'
“Was destroyed utterly,” TPErand

answered hoarsely. ““We got the men
out in time, though Captain Future was
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nearly trapped and barely escaped.”

Brand swung fiercely on Orr Libro.

“¥our diveras did this—wrecked both
of those mines tonight!" he accused the
Martian. *"The two mines aren’t far
apart. Your men were ordered to de-
stroy them both.™

Orr Libro answered with unruffled
calm.

“I fear wou are over-excited, Mr.
Brand,” he purred. “I've already said
I had nothing to do with it. But let me
point out that Quarus Qull was out in
the vicinity of Mines l:lm: and Two to-
night, with his crew.’

“Trying to incriminate me, eh?”
cried the blue-Saturnian harshly to Orr
Libro. “You lying sneak—""

“I think you're both mixed up
this!” Julius Gunn accused furiously.
“¥ou've come out here to MNeptune to
cut in on my industry here—ruin my
company and build up vour own—

*“That’s enough quarrelling!” Cap-
tain Future's voice rang, lashing them
to silence.

The red-headed wizard of science was
eyveing them frostily, his tanned, hand-
some face hard with dislike. One of
these four quan—c‘ll{ng men, Curt knew,
was the Wrecker! ut which one?

“The situation is too desperate now
for idle bickering,” ©QCurt crackled.
“There is now only one gravium source
left in the whole System—Mine Three.
And Mine Three must not be de-
stroyed! It's all-important that last
source of gravium be preserved, until
new mines can be opened up here. For
if Mine Three should be wrecked now,
the panic that is rising in the System
would explode into a crazy chaosa! If

people learn that the last source of gra-
vium iy gone, inte lannta traffic and
civilization will t?lapﬂe most owver-
night!I"

*But what can we do to guard Mine
Three?"” faltered Juliue Gunn.

“Televise your mine-boss there to set
guards around the outside of that mige
—men in sea-suits, armed with atom-
guns!” Captain Future ordered.
“They're to maintain constant watch
against anyone who tries to destroy the
dome of Mine Three from outside.™

“I'Il call him, Captain Future!” cried
Carson Brand, a ray of hope on his hag-
gard [ace.

AE Brand was making the call on
the televisor beside them, Curt
MNewton shot a terse question at Julius
Gunn.

“I've been told that four gravium
space ships disa peatc& in the last
months," he =ai “Know anything
about that?"

Gunn nodded his powerful head.
“¥es. They were ships on the gravinm
run—that picked up gravium here at
Neptune, at Oberon, Saturn, Mars and
M:n:ur;.r, and took it to Earth.”

“Where were thoge ships when they
d.-lsali::‘peared f7 o Captain: Future de-

Curt had a purpose in the question.
He knew, from what Zuvalo had wold
him on Oberon, that the Wrecker's or-
ganization had stolen those four space
ships and used them for its forays of
degtruction. If he knew where the
ships-had been stolen, it might point
another arrow toward the identity of
the Wrecker.

Gunn answered.

“As I remember it, two of the ships
disappeared strangely while stopping
at Saturn. One of them wvanished be-
tween Saturn and Mars, and another
while at Mars ™

Curt felt baffled on this point. If the
gravium ships had hsbitually stopped
at every one of the five worlds, Nep-
tune, Oberon, Saturn, Mars and Mer-

, then it wonuld be hard to discowver
which of the men before him had been
concerned with their theft.

Carson Brand, who had been giving
rapid orders over the televisor to the
mine-boss on distant Mine Three, now
turned.

“They're going to put our guards in
sea-suits around Mine Three as you
directed, Captain Future!* the haggard
:,r-:runﬁ superintendent reported. “Do
yvou think that will assure—"

There came a sudden interruption.
As an unusually loud ecrash of thunder
sounded, the office door banged open
and a wet, flying white figure darted
in. It was Otho the android, his rub-
bery white figure glistening with rain,
hiz green slit-eye lighting at sight of
Curt.

“The Brain sent me for you, chief!™
he cried to Captain Future. “Simon
has made an unbelievable discovery!™
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CHAPTER XII
Screndific Magic

EASHING rain battered the

streets as Captain Future and
Otho hurried out of the nighted, storm-
swept Neptunian city. The electric
tempest that had swept in from the
south had reached full fury. The
flares of lightning were almost continu-
ous, and the hubbub of thunder deaf-
ening.

“What's Simon's discovery, Otho?”
Captain Future asked as he hurried be-
gide the android.

Otho told of the attack the
Wrecker's men on the Comet, and of
how he and Grag had captured one of
those men, whom the Eral.n believed to
have an alien mind.

“Sounds a little crazy,” Curt mut-
tered. “But everything about this
darned mystery is a little crazy.”

They were out of Amphitrite city by
now., A prolonged flare of violet light-
ning showed them the rain-swept,
rocky shore, againgt which wild waves
were battering from the uneasy black
sea. Neptune, wild world of sea and
storm, was living up to its reputation.
Then Curt glimpsed the lights of the
Comet.

Rain streamed off Captain Future's
red hair and tan zipper-suit, glistened
on Otho’s rubbery white body and har-
nesslike belt, as the two hastily l:ntercd
the little ship.

Curt's eyes flagshed to the uncon-
scious Venusian who lay on the table
at the side of the laboratory, muttering
deliriously. The Brain, with Grag as-
sisting, was examining the stunned
man. Ezra Gurney and Joan Randall
watched intently from nearby.

“Captain Future!” exclaimed Joan,
Pa.le face flashing relief at sight of Curt.
‘1 was afraid ;,ruu’d meet trouble out
in that submarine mine—"

“I met trouble and plenty of it,” Curt
said, with a short, mirthless laugh.
“Mines One and Two are completely
destroyed. The Wrecker is going right
ahead with his neat work.”

“Two mines wrecked ?"" gasped Ezra.
His faded eyes narrowed. “That's bad

CAPTAIN
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—that's mighty bad. If the third mine
is smashed, hell'll let out for recess
across the whnle Svstem 1'*

“Lad, look at this man,” called t‘he
Brain's metallic voice. *I want you to
hear his speech.”

Captain Future went over to the
Brain, and bent over the nnconscious
Venusian. The man was still babbling
delirioQisly in thick, queerly slurred
speech, making weak, vapue move-
ments.

“Ever hear any language like that
before?” Simon Wright asked Curt
Newton., “There’s none like it iIn our
fle.™

Curt slowly shook his head.

“It's new to me,” he muttered. “And
Simon, the slurred, distorted sound of
it makes me think that lanpguage was
never even originated by human voice-
organs!™

HE PErain's lens-eyes swung to-

ward the red-haired young scienti-
fic wizard quickly. T came to the same
conclugion, Curtis.” And that implies
that this Venusian has an alien mind
in his body.”

Captain Future eyed the unconscious
EFHIE narrowly, his mind racing. This

enusian was one of the Wrecker's
men, and hence a possible lead straight
to the Wrecker. And such a lead must
be found if the mysterious plotter was
to be found and stopped before he
brought on a final dizsaster to the Sys-
tem’s vital gravium supply.

“We checked this fellow's identity-
disc with the Planet Police records at
Amphitrite Headquarters,” Ezra Gur-
ney was drawling. "“His name is Ki Iri
and he's a Venusian fisherman  who
came here to Neptune a year ago. Six
weeks ago, he disappeared with some
other fishermen on a cruise northwest
of here. Before that time, he was just
an ordinary fisherman.™

“And since then,” Curt muttered,
“he’s been one of the Wrecker's men—

with an alien mind in his body. It's
damned queer.”™

He spoke suddenly.

“HKzrra, call Amphitrite Headquarters

and find out how many other Gshermen
have disappeared in the last couple of
months.™

Otho was staring dubiously at the
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unconscious Venusian. “I still don't
see how he could have an alien mind
in him."

Curt looked at the Brain.

“Maybe the old Martian brain-ex-
changing process, Simon '

“Possibly,” rasped the Brain,
“though there’s no surgical scar on his
skull. We can check with the X-ray,
though."

~_ "Hook up the X-ray tubes, Grag,"”
Captain Future ordered. “We're going
to check this fellow’'s body.”

The robot swung out the powerful
cylindrical glass tubes over the Venu-
sian, and started them sputtering and
glowing, drenching the unconscious
man with their penetrating "l:u.ned"
X-rays.

Curt had donned a pair of Huoro-
scopic spectacles. ' He slipped similar
lenses over the Brain's glass eyes. The
red-haired master of science and the
bodiless Brain began their inspection.

Joan Randall watched them tensely.
The only sound was the sputtering of
the glowing tubes. Grag and Otho
were bending eagerly forward behind
the two searchers. _

“His brain has been untouched,
Simon,” Curt muttered. “The opera-
tion would be sure to leave scars, and
there's no evidence of the cranium hav-
ing been trephined as would be neces-
-t

: Ajre. lad—there's been no exchange
of beains here,” rasped Simon Wright's

voice. “Spinal cord and blood are nor-
mal "

“¥es, and everything else about
him,” Captain Future declared. He

straightened, took off the fluoroscopic
spectacles, his tanned face deep in
thought. “Physically, this man is still
just an erdinary WVenusian fsherman.
But mentally, he's strange and alien.
That adds up to just one possible con-
‘clusion.”

The brain stared at him.

“¥ou mean — that this Venusian’s
mind has been replaced by another
mind without changing his physical
body?™

“It's the only answer to this riddle,”
Curt declared. *“Remember our own
experiments two years ago with trans-
ferring the synaptic pattern of amall
animals? It could be done with hu-

mans.” Captain Future paused.

“l don't understand!” Otho com-
plained. “How the dewvil could the
WVenusian's mind be replaced by a dif-
ferent mind?" _

Captain Future spoke thoughtfully.
“The mind, Otho, is essentially an elec-
tric network of force connecting the
neuroncs of the brain. Each webwork
of electric currents, each human mind,
is different in pattern.™

“Bure, I know that,” said Otho im-
patiently.

“Well,” Curt continued, “it's theo-
retically possible that the unique elec-
tric webwork which constitutes a man's
mind could be lifted from his brain by
suitable forces, and transferred to
another brain, and wvice-versa. Physaic-
ally, the two men would remain the
same. But actually, their non-material
electric mind-patterns would be ex-
changed.”

OAN looked at the unconscious
Venusian in horror.

“You think something like that's
been done to this man ™"

“I feel sure of it,"” Captain Future
replied. “But what kind of mind was
put into the body of this man Ki Iri?
That alien mind he now has isn't the |
mind of any kind of man we know."

KEzra Gurney had finished his tele-
visor call to Amphitrite Headquarters,
and had been listening to Curt's ex-

planation. Now the old marshal in-
terrupted.
“Headquarters records show that

more than a hundred fishermen have
disappeared in the last couple of
months, Captain Future! They werae
all men who went out on fshing-
cruises, and never came back.”

“And this man Ei Iri was one of
them,” Curt muttered. FHis gray eyes
flashed. “I'm beginning to understand
now. Those wanished fAshermen are
the men with whom the Wrecker
formed his band. He somehow put dif-
ferent, alien minds into the bodies of
those men—minds loyal to him, who
used the fishermen’s bodies to obey his
orders! :

“That explains something that
puzzled me, too,” he went on. “Among
all the Wrecker's men I saw, were no
Mercurians, Martians or Saturnians.
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The reason is plain—there are no fish-
ermen here of those rtaces, for the
simple reason that those three worlds
have no oceans and so don’t breed any
fishermen that would be likely to come
here. Get it2?”

Captain Future strode restlessly to
and fro. E=xcitement was rising in him
as he saw a path into this planetary
mystery finally opening.

E turned, his tanned, face eager
and keen.

“Here's the way things stand as I
gec it he said.

“The Wrecker is somebody who re-
solved to destroy the System’s gravium
gources and bring on a paralysis of in-
terplanetary travel. What his motive
is, we don’t know. His organization
is formed of kidnaped hshermen here,
into whose bodies were somechow
transferred alien minds of an unknown
race loval to the Wrecker. What race
—again we don’t know. Finally, the
Wrecker 1s unqu:ﬁtinnah'l}r one of the
four remaining gravium officials —
Quarus Qull, Orr Libro, Julius Gunn
and Carson Brand. But which one is
it?"

“It couldn’t be Brand,” muttered
Ezra Gurney, “for he's only an em-
ployee of Gunn. And, anyway, if he
were the Wrecker he wouldfi’t have
been out in Mine One with you when
it was scheduled to be completely de-
gtroyved.”

Joan nodded agreement. “And I don't
gee how it could be Julius Gunn, Cap-
tain Future. If Gunn wanted a monop-
oly on gravium, he'd have destroyed all
the other planetary mines. But he
wouldn't have gone on and destroyed
his own, too.™

“Orr Libro's the Wrecker, I'll bet a
planet, Chief!” exclaimed Otho. His
green eyes flashed. “That sneaky, ele-
gant Martian had his own mine on
Mare destroyed because it wasn't prof-
itable any more, as Gunn said. He was
able to get a concession out here on
MNeptune, and he's going to rub out all
competition and develop new mines
here that'll give him a gravium monop-
ﬂ]}?"."

Grag shook his metal head ponder-
ously,

“You're away 1::E the orbat, Otho,” de-

clared the robot. “It's that Saturnian,
Quarus Qull. He's had as much reason
and opportunity as Orr Libro.™

"Wour brain must need oil, Grag!”
cried the android. “You think the same
as I do, don't you, Simon?™

“No, I do not,” replied the Brain
witheringly. "It could be any one of
the four, as Curtis says. But it seems
te me that Julius Gunn is the type of
man capable of such a really gigantic
plot.”

Joan appealed to Curt Mewton.

*What do wyou think, Captain Fu-
ture? Haven't you any idea which of
the four it may be?™

“I have an idea, yes," Curt answered,
frowning. "“But an idea based on a
mere single clue isn’t enough in this
thing. We've got to find the Wrecker’s
base here on Neptune in order to
smash him."”

He turned to the grizzled old inter-
planetary marshal.

“*Ezra, the Wrecker's organization
must have a secret base on some island
here, one used by their space ships and
surface boats. Where could it be?”

ZRA GURNEY shook his head.

“Can't hardly say, Captain Fu-
ture,” he drawled. ““Wouldn’t likely be -
here in the Rock Isles—too near Am-
phitrite. Might be in one of the other
archipelagoes—the Boreal Isles, or the
Bird Islands, or maybe even the Black
Isles that lie west of the Great Mael-
atrom."”

Captain Future considered quickly.
Time was precious, he knew.  They
must strike at the heart of the Wreck-
er's plot before it destroyed the last
remaining gravium mine.

His keen mind saw two possibilities.

= Either one might lead to the mysteri-

ous plotter. Curt decided to try both.

“Otho, can you make yourself up as
a fisherman from some otheér planet and
play the part well?” he demanded of
the android.

“Sure, chief!” exclaimed Otho, scent-
ing adventure. “¥You ought to know I
can pass myself off as anybody in the
Bystem.”

« Captain Future gave his orders.

“Then you disguise yourself as an
Earth fisherman just arrived on Nep-
tune. Go over to that rowdy hsher-
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man's quarter in Amphitrite. Mix with
the others there and: try to find out
about all those fishermen who wvan-
ished. Especially, find out where on
Meptune they disappeared.™

*1 get it, chief!” exclaimed Otho
eaperly, snatching out hiz make-up
pouch.  “The Wrecker's secret base
must be in the approximate region
where all those fhshermen wanished,
eh?”

“Before you go,” Curt continued to
the android, “you can check my dis-
guise. I'm going to try a little impos-
ture myself. I'm going to pags mys=clf
oft as this Venusian, Ki Iri.”

Joan Eandall looked wonderingly
from Captain Future to the uncon-
scious, delirious Venusian prisoner.

“You're going to impersonate this
man, one of the Wrecker's men?” the
girl exclaimed. *Then you're planning
to—""

“To see if I can't in that way pene-
trate the Wrecker's organization,”
Curt finished for her. His tanned,
handsome face was eager as he ex-
plained. “Impersonating Ki Iri, I'll go
and confront Quarus Qull and Orr
Libro and our other two suspects, one
by one. Whichever of them is the
Wrecker will recognize me as one of
his own followers, and will give him-
self away to me. With his identity
known, we can seize the Wrecker at
once and if Otho’s mission helps locate
the secret base, we can get all the plot-
ter's followers, too!”

“But, lad,” warned the Brain wor-
riedly, “it won't be casy for you to im-
personate thiz man Ki Iri. He's not
é‘}:st an ordinary WVenusian, but a

enusian with an alien mind in his
body!" i

1 know, it'll be tough going to pass
myself off as him,” Curt admitted.
“Bui I'll have to chance it."

Otho had been working speedily. and
had finished his own disguise. The
android, whose synthetic Aesh could be
softened and molded into any desired
shape, was the greatest master of
malke-up in the System. 'He had now
changed into a typical swaggering,
bronzed Earthman fsherman, dark-
haired, hard-faced, pugnacious. He
had put on a soiled, stained zipper-suit.

Captain Future, under Otho’s critical

eyes, began making up as the uncon-
scious Venusian. Except for Otho, su-
reme in the field, few people in the
E}rs-l:-&m could match Curt in the art of
disguise. And the android who had
taught him that art now supervised.

Curt’s red hair was darkened and
astraightened by a quick wash of stain.
Waxite pads inside his nostrils and
cheeles made his features a replica of
the Venusian's. His bronzed skin was
whitened to the milky hue of the other -
man by a smooth pigment. Finally, he
donned Ki Iri's clothing, putting his
emblem-ring in his belt and concealing
the belt and proton-pistol under his
zipper-jacket.

“All right?* Curt asked the android.
He spoke in a thick, slurred, hesitant
volce like that the Wrecker’s man had
used.

“Good, chief,” approved Otho. “But
be sure you move a little stiffly and
jerkily, as all the Wrecker's men do.”

“¥ou can get going for the fisher-
men's quarter now,” Curt Newton told
him. *We mustn’t be seen together.”™

THO slipped out of the Comet.
Captain Future gave rapid last
orders.

“Simon, while I'm gone I want you
to bring this Ki Iri back to conscious-
ness if yvou can, and try hypnotizing
him to make him tell what he knows.
Grdg will be here to help you.”

Curt turned to Ezra Gurney.

“Ezra, will you go back to the city
soon and check something for me about
those four gravium space ships that dis-
appeared from their run weeks ago?
Find out if those ships had any trouble
of any kind when they were here on
Neptune. Understand "

“Don't undqggtﬂnd but I'll do it”
drawled Ezra.

“Joan, better stay here with Grag
and Simon,” Captain Future said to the
girl. *I may need you when I return.”

Then Curt strode out of the Comet,
and hurried through the night back to-
ward the city Amphitrite. He took

“care to walk with a stiff jerkiness such

as was characteristic of all the Wreck-
er's men. Curt played his part with
utter care. He well knew the hazards
involved in this dangerous impersona-
tion—Dbut it might lead to the Wrecker.
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People were coming back into Am--
phitrite’s drenched streets now that
the storm was diminishing. Nobody
noticed the Venusian fisherman strid-
ing along toward the docks. And when
Captain Future reached the docks used
by the gravium companies, he peered
keenly along them.

Julius Gunn and Brand would be to-
gether in their offices, he knew. Hae
must wait for a chance to approach
them separately. Inm the meantime
there were his other two suspects, Orr
Libro and Quarus Qull.

Light shone from the window of the
small office-building on Quarus Qull's
rented dock. Curt went to the struc-
ture and pushed boldly inside. If
Quarus Qull were the Wrecker, he'd
surely betray himself when he saw one
of his own followers entering.,

Captain Future stopped short inside
the door. For Quarus Qull lay prone
on the floor, dead, His breast was
gcorched and torn.

“Why, it's Ki Iri!"” said a thick voice
behind Curt.

Curt whirled. Behind the door were
twao hollow-eyed Jovians and a Nep-
tunian. They were the Wrecker's men
and had just murdered Quarus Qull!

The Jovian came forward, in his
hand the atom-pistol that had just
glain the blue-skinned magnate.

“What are you doing here, Ei Iri?”
he demanded of Curt in his slurred
voice. It was reported that vou had
been captured earlier tonight by Cap-
tain Future's men!”

Captain Future’s mind raced. The
Wrecker had ordered these men to
murder Quarus Qull, and they had just
done it.

His disguise had deceived these men
into thinking he was their comrade, Ki
Iri. But they had been made suspicious
by his appearance here. If their sus-
picions deepened, he was lost!

CHAPTER XI1I1
Otho Goes Fishing

BT T

THO the android, perfectly dis-
guised as a hard-bitten Earth-
man, swagpgered through the dark,

L}
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noisy streets of the far-famed Fisher-
men’s Quarter. The mission Captain
Future had given hilm—to find out just
where had disappeared the scores of
fishermen who had become the alien-
minded followers of the Wrecker—
was in the back of Otho’s mind. He
meant to carry out that mission, but he
fervently hoped there'd be some excite-
ment while doing it. For he was
bored!

“Where do most of the fishermen
here hang out?” Otho asked a passing
Neptunian.

The gray-faced, peaked-headed plan-
etary native pointed toward the water-
front.

“Y¥ou'll find most of the fishing-
captains at Zin Ziro's drinking-shop.
There's always some of them there.”

Othe strode on, in the lordly man-
ner alwa assumed by Earthmen,
proudest of the planetary races, when
on another world., He soon reached the
dingv street that bordered the water-
front. Loud wolices and raucous music
spilled from tawdry establishments.
In front of the noisiest place, Otho
glimpsed a swinging metalloy sign that
bore in several planetary languages the
legend, “Fishermen’s Haven — Zin
Ziro, Prop.™

The disguised android pushed intg a
dim cave of a place, hazy with smoke
of rial and tobacco, and crowded with
tables at which set the motley throngs
of fishermen drawn from five other
planets to Neptune by the watery
world's great sea of teeming life.

Otho saw that the captains sat at a
long central table apart, -as befitted
their dignity. The android walked
boldly up to that table and met the
dour, unfriendly gaze of the men at it.

“I'm Jan Ullman of Earth,” Othao
announce brashly, coolly taking a seat
at the table. “Don't mind if I join you,
do your™ -

A yvellow-faced Uranian across the
table stared at him.

“¥Nou're a stranger to us,” he said
angrily. “*You Earthmen seem to think

- you own every planet, just because you

opened up interplanetary travel.”
Dtho sneered,
“At least we Earthmen don't ask
leave of any saffron-skinned Uranians
to do anything.”
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The Uranian jumped up, his hand
going to his belt.

“MNo stranger can come in here and
talk to me that way!" he hissed.

“¥ou draw that atom-gun,” said
Otho levelly without rising, “and I'll
blast you down before it's half out of
yvour belt.”

Otho wag playing the part of a
swaggering, domineering Earthman to
the hilt. And the android was thor-
oughly enjoying himself—he itched
tor a hight.

But a half-drunken, good-natured
Venusian captain pulled the enraged
Uranian back into his seat.

“Cool down, Akk,” he said.

Akk appealed to the man who =sat
at the head of the hshing-captains’ ta-
ble, a huge, ponderous green Jowvian.

*I= this Earthman to come in here
and insult me, Groro?"” he demanded
angrily of the Jovian.

Groro, the big Jovian, regarded the
two parties of the dispute with a grav-
ity befitting an interplanetary judge.

“You'll both sit down,” he rumbled,
“and stop bickering. By the demons
of the Fire Sea, there'll be no blood
shed at any table I sit at—unless I
shed it myself.”

Grinning, Othe sank back inte his
chair, and the angry Uranian subsided.
A hurrying gray Neptunian waiter was
at Otho's side. *“Some real Earth
whisky, sir?"” he suggested.

Otho nodded.

“Drinks for everyvbody here,” he
added grandiloquently. Otho smiled.
“It's on me, geiitlemen.”™

MUTTERE of approval sounded.

COtho took the opportunity to
glance at his new acquaintances.
Around the table, in addition to Groro,
the big Jovian, and the Uranian and
Venusian, were two Meptunian cap-
tains, and a hairy, solemn-eyed Flu-
tonian.

Groro quaffed down a big bumper of
marsh-apple brandy from his native
world, wiped his mouth with hiz Hip-
perlike hand, and then looked at Otho
with more friendliness.

“Just get in from Earth, Jan Ull-
man?” he asked.

“From Pluto,” Otho corrected. *1
was out there fishing in the Sea of

Avernuzs. We got caught in the equi-
noctial blizzard, ran into an ice-pack,
and I barely got out alive. I came here
to Neptune to sce 1f I could get started
again. I've heard a long time of the
great fisheries here."”

“It's the best fishing in the System,"
rumbled Groro.

“Ah, but the great days are over
now,” mournfully said the Venusian
captain. “What's the good of catching
fish if there's ne market for them, no
ships to take them to other worlds?
And this gravium business that has
paralyzed interplanetary trafhc -will
gsoon do away with our market alto-
gaether.” g

“It is true.” said the hairy Plutonian
solemnly. I am going back to Pluto,
before I get caught on this world with
my equalizer worn out and no way to
get a new one. The days of interplane-
tary travel are over, when the gravium
supply disappears.”

*Nonsense!” rumbled Groro scorn-
fully. “¥ou're like a lot of other peo-
ple getting scared by these gravium
disasters, and going panicky. Me, I'm
going right on fishing—I'm not letting
a lot of scared sheep all over the Sys-
tem frighten me.”

Otho addressed a quick gquestion to
the big Jovian. “But they say fishing
here on  Neptune's pretty perilous
lately. I've heard that a lot of fisher-
men dizsappeared a few weeks ago.”

Groro nodded his bulbous green
head.

“That's the truth, Earthman. Some
of my best friends were among 'em, and
nobody knows what happened to "em.”

One of the Neptunians contradicted
him.

“We know what happened to those
men,"” the gray planetary native de-

clared. “The sea-devils got them."”
“BSea-devils? Ho-ho!"” guffawed
Groro. “Are you still stickin® to that

crazy yarnr" i

“It's not crazy.,” replied the Nep-
tunian earnestly. His eyes flashed.
“You strangers who come here from
other planets think that we Neptunians
are babbling ' superstitious nonsense
when we tell of the sea-devils. Just
because you've never seen them, you
zay they don't exist. But we know
they do exist, in the remoter depths of
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the sea, cunningly keeping out of sight
always.

“They are manlike but they are not
men,” the Neptunian continued sol-
emnly, “for they breathe the water, not
the air. They have powers and weap-
ons beyond anything we have. Legends
of our fathers say, indeed, that the seca-
devils have great cities far down in the
dim green depths, and ways of life we
cannot guess. And they hate all in-
truders into their ocean, which iz why
they =seized all those fishermen who
vanizshed zo strangely.”

Groro winked at Otho.

“Ever hear such crazy talk? And
these Neptunians actually believe it—
all of ‘em.”

“Where did all those fishermen dis-
appear—in what part of the ocean?”
Otho asked him keenly.

Groro waved a flipper hand north-
westward.

“Up there beyond the Great Mael-
strom and the Spider Islands—some-
where near the Black Isles. Leastways,
that’s the way they were heading. T'm
sailing back there at dawn for some
fishing, and no sea-fevils will bother
me’" e

TE
THO'S brain worked rapidly. The
audaciols android rapidly made a
decision. If the fishermen had disap-
peared near the Black Isles, the Wreck-
er's secret base might be somewhere
there. So he, Otho, would go there
and find out!

Otho knew wvery well that by doing
s0 he would be exceeding the orders
Captain Future had given him. But
the android could never resist the
temptation to find adventure.

“How about taking me into your
crew, Groro?™ he asked. “I'm at a loose
end, and I've got to do something.™

“If you can handle nets and dories,
I'll sign you on,"” Groro replied
promptly. “I've had trouble getting
men."”

“Mo wonder—no fisherman in his
right mind would go up there beyond

the Great Maelstrom,” muttered the
MNeptunian.

Groro guffawed, and called for more
liquor.

“Here’s luck to our cruise, Earth-
man,” the Jovian toasted.

FUTURE

An hour later, a little the worse for
drink, Groro rose ponderously to his
feet.

“Nearly dawn,” he told Otho. “And
it'll take me a little time to round up
my crew.”

Othoe had drunk as much as the
Jowvian, but liquor never affected the
android. He steadied Groro as they
left the place. They started along the
row of tawdry taverns on the water-
front. Groro peered into each one, and
whenever he spied any of his crew, he
strode in and pulled the men out
bodily. Socon these rough methods had
assembled his full crew of twenty
mixed Neptunians, Jovians, Venusians
and others.

The Spray, Groroe's craft, was a
ninety-foot aluminoy hull, with steclite
masts, an auxiliary rocket motor, and
a mess of piled nets and metal dories
crowding its declks:

“Cast loose those lines! Up fore-
sail!” Groro bellowed at hiz men.
“Step, you scum of space!”

The black =sail rose quickly. A Plu-
tonian steersman had taken the tiller,
and now the fishing-boat began sliding
out into the darkness of the harbor,
away from the lights of Amphitrite.
Otho saw that the eastern sky was
paling as dawn approached. By the
time they were clear of the harbor, and
sliding over the great tidal waves of
the open ocean toward the northwest,
the morning mists were already hifting
as the small, bright sun rose.

Otho saw the small brown dots of
the Rock Isles, on one of which was
Amphitrite City, receding on  their
right. The izlands, mere slender peaks
of land projecting up from the deep
sea-bottom, were soon out of =sight be-
hind them.

“Better test our  motor,” Groro
grunted, bending to the controls. "“We
always need it, to run past the DMael-
strom.™

The roar of its under-water rocket-
tubes satisfied the big Jovian captain
and he shut it off. Then, straighten-
ing, he clapped Otho on the back in a
blow that nearly knocked him down.

“Well, how do you like Neptune, Jan
Ullman?” he rumbled heartily. “No
oceans like this on little Earth, eh?™

*MNor on Jupiter,” Otho retorted.

T R A
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Groro laughed. *“You've beecn on
Jupiter, eh? Do you know South
Equatoria? I was born and raised on
that jungle coast.”

The big Jovian suddenly growled
and reached for an atom-gun standing
handy in a rack.

“Damned ‘swallower"
he warned.

Otho glimpsed one of the monstrous,
dizelike, white creatures gliding along
under the waves nearby. The Jowvian
fired, but the streak of atom-Hame
missed the monster, and it disappeared
swiftly into the depths.

awver there,”

EY saw other grotesgque forms
of the teeming Neptunian sea-life
as they sped on. A great seca-snake
coiled in battle around one of the giant,
dingsaurlike wursals; a group of
“breathers,” sluggish black whalelike
creatures that spent half their time on
the sea-bottom and half on the surface,
gulping the air they needed; and a big
school of the so-called “‘solar-fish™ that
stay always on the sunlit side of Nep-
tune, swimming round and round the
rotating planet.

From far ahead a dull sound like dis-
tant thunder came to Otho’s ears above
the surging roar of the waves.

“Maelstrom ahead—twelve points to
port!” called a WNeptunian lookout in
the bows.

“Put over five more points to star-
board,"” Groro ordered the Plutonian
helmsman, and to the crew he shouted,
“Break out more sail! Jan Ullman,
start the rocket-motor.”

Otho started the auxiliary motor,
whose underwater rocket-tubes began
churning the green water astern to
foam.  The dull thunder from ahead
had become ever louder and the racing
&pray fought northward against strong

westing currents.

*  “There she is, Jan Ullman,” growled
Groro, pointing off to port. “You'll
never see anything like that on Earth.”

COrtho stared.  He had been on INep-
tune more than once but he had newver
been this close to the Great Maelstrom,
the terrific whirlpool in the planetary
sea that was known all over the Sys-
term.

It was an appalling spectacle. Far
out there on the sea, tremendous cur-

refnts swept in spirals toward a vast
hole in the ocean. With deafening
reverberation as of a thousand roaring
cataracts, the currents swept into that
titanic whirlpool.

“Mobody knows where all that water
falls to!” the Jovian captain was shout-
ing to Otho over the thunderous roar.
“They think maybe it's sucked right
through the planet. It's dragped many
a good boat into its maw, has that
thing.”

Then Groro yelled to the helmsman,
“Bear more to starboard, you hairy
idiot! Can’'t you see we're losing dis-
tance?”

The currents, even at this distance,
were inzidiously sweeping the Spray
closer to the ranging maelstrom. With
sails strained by the wind, with rocket-
motor throbbing, the fshing-boat
fought away from the perilous cur-
rents. The thunderous roar dimmed,
the Great Maelstrom receded, and the
currents gradually lost their strength.

Groro grunted in relief.

“Always glad to get past that spot
safely,” he sighed.

“Are those islands ahead the Black
Isles you were telling me about?” Otho
asked eagerly.

“MNo, those are the Spider Islands,™
the Jowvian told him. *“The Black Isles
are beyond.” : j

The fishing-boat sailed close past the
small archipelago of roeck islands, and
Otho saw how they had gained their
name. Ower the islets swarmed hordes
of giant black spiders of a size in-
credible. Fully eight feet in diameter
were the horrific arachnids, and they
raced to the shore on great horny limbs
and gazed with glowing, avid eyes at
the passing boat.

“Good thing they can’t swim or we
wotlldn't - last long!” declared Groro.
“The gods help the man who lands on
those isles.”

A moment later he added, “There's
the Black Isles yonder. Our fishing-
banks aren’t far to the north of them.™

Otho gazed intently ahead. The
emall group of islands now coming into
sight were of a distinctive jet-black
rock that made them stand out sharply
on the green ocean. Largest of them
was one towering mass with steep, pre-
cipitous walls and a flat top.
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“That biggest and highest one is
Black Peak,” Groro volunteered.
“Funny thing about that island—a
couple of fishing-boats have claimed
they saw gpace ships landing there at
night lately. They must have been
dreaming! There's nothing there to
bring space ships.”

Otho's eyes narrowed.

“And it's near here that all those
fishermen disappeared, ch?” he mut-
tered.

REORO nodded his head.

*Wea, somewhere around here.
Storms wrecked ‘em, 1 suppose, and
the ‘swallowers® got the crews.”

Otho’s mind was throbbing with ex-
citement. He felt certain that on that
high, lonely black island must be the
mysterious base of the Wrecker's or-
ganization. He must get on that island,
somehow,

Groro had gone forward to scold his
crew for not reefing sail after passing
the Great Maelstrom. And the Plu-
tonian helmeman was looking the
other way.

Otho acted without a moment’s hesi-

“tation. He slid over the rail into the
rushing wawves, and struck out for the
island a half mile to the west. He
swam underwater, coming up only to
breathe. The third time he came up,
he saw the Spray circling around, a
mile northward, and beating back and
forth.

“Lnnki_n?; for me—they think I fell
overboard,” chuckled Otho to himself.
“Well, it's nice of Groro to take the
trouble.™

He dived again and next time he
came up, the distant fishing-boat was
sailing on, apparently giving up Otho
tor lost.

With powerful strokes, the lithe
android clove the green waters toward
the high black mass of Black Peak, now
only a quarter-mile away.

Then, off to his left in the water,
Otho glimpsed two smooth ripples
coming rapidly toward him—two enor-
mous creatures swimming toward him
beneath the wawves. And even the
audacious, reckless android felt a chill
as he recognized them.

“Devils of space—two ‘'swallowers"!"

“"he exclaimed.

The two great white monsters, the
mo&t feared of all creatures in the MNep-
tunian sea, were bearing down on the
android with deadly intention, opening
wide the hideous maws that gave them
their name,

CHAPTER XIV
Dangerous Imposture

e

3 Captain Future faced the three

of the Wrecker's men wwho had
just murdered Quarus Qull, here in the
Saturnian magnate's office in the city
Aphitrite, the wizard of science was
thinking at high speed.

These three men thought he was one
of their comrades, one of the Wreck-
er's men. His disguise as Ki Iri, the
captured Venusian, had deceived them
go far. But Curt Newton realized that
they were stispiciouns of him because c-f
his sudden appearance here.

“SWhat are you doing here, Ki Iri?”
demanded again the hollow-eyed Jo-
vian who held the atom-pistol.
“Weren't you captured by Captain Fu-
ture’'s men

Curt answered, taking care to make
his wvoice jerky and hesitant in accent
like these other men of the Wrecker.

“I was captured by the Futuremen;
yes!” he said. “But I got away from
them, and hurried to rejoin the band.”

“But how could you know we'd be
here?" the other demanded. **We just
came here from the Base—it was only
an hour ago that the Wrecker ordered
us by televisor to come and kill this
Saturnian,”

“I didn't know you'd be here,” Curt
explained quickly. “I was hanging
around the docks trying to find some
way to get back to the Base, when I
glimpsed you coming here and fol-
lowed.”

Captain Future was gambling on
the supposition that the Base of the
Wrecker's organization was in some
other island than Amphitrite. The cor-
rectness of his assumption was soon
proven, for the other Wrecker-men
seemed to lose their suspicion at once.

*Good! You can come back to Base
with us now,” their leader said. “The
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Wrecker will want to hear of your es-
cape from the Futuremen."

Curt risked a question. “Is the
Wrecker at Base now?

“No, but he is to be there at i.'lawn
to meet and confer with the kings of
our people,” answered the other, “so
that they can prepare the last great
stroke of the plan.”

The man went on in his jerky woice.
“Out of here gquickly, now! That ﬂE"-'lI
Captain Future must not ind us here.”

Curt Newton grinned inwardly as
he hurried out of the murdered Sat-
urnian magnate’s small office. He fol-
lowed the two Jowians and the MNep-
tunian along the dark docks to an un-
used, unlighted quay. Here was
moored a small, tubular submersible
speed-boat of the type much used on
Neptune's stormy sea.

They piled into the craft. The
Jawvian took the controls. He ran the
craft down under the surface at once,
and, keeping beneath the nighted wa-
ters, headed out of the harbor north-
westward.

Captain Future's pulse was racing
with grim anticipation. The whole
situation had changed. Quarus Qull,
one of his four suspects, had been defi-
nitely removed from the list. And a
highly promising chance to get to the
Wrecker had now presented itself. At
dawn, in his hidden Base, the Wrecker
was to meet the rulers of his mysterious
allies, and plan the last stroke against
the gravium industry. That last
stroke, Captain Future knew, must be
the destruction of Mine Three!

Curt vowed inwardly that that de-
struction would never be carried out.
S0 far, the Wrecker had taken most
of the tricks in this deadly interplane-
tary game. But now he was going to
learn that Captain Future could play
that game. Disguised and accepted as
onc of the master-plotter’s own strange
followers, Curt was on his way to the
heart of the gigantic conspiracy!

“We can run on the surface now,”
the Neptunian was saying thickly to
the Jovian steersman beside Curt. “The
Maelstrom izn't far ahead.™

The Jovian's handling of the speed-
ing boat was awhward and clumsy,
Curt noticed. Like their speech, every

movement of these men betrayed some- of course.

thing deeply alien and ill-at-ease about
them.

*“I will be glad to get back into my
own body, when the great plan has
succeeded,” muttered the steersman
thickly. “These clumsy bodies we now
itnthabit are Lt for nothing—we can't
even speak our own lanpuage in them.”

“It is the truth—they are uncomiort-
able, incapable bodies,” Curt replied in
the same slurred accents.

APTAIN FUTURE'S heart had

jumped. So he and the Brain
were  right—the Wrecker's followers
were redlly alien minds transferred
somehow into the bodies of kidnaped
men. That was why they spoke only
in Earthspeech, the lingua franca of
the System. Their present human
bodies couldn't physically form the
sounds used by them in their own na-
tive speech!

“But if that's so,” Captain Future
wondered, “where in the name of ten
thousand comets' tails did they come
from? What kind of a race are these
allies of the Wreckers?"

Curt's lips tightened. “There's only
one possible answer to that, only one
place the Wrecker could have found a
race of secret allies. It all joins up
together. The minds of some of that
secret race, transferred into the bodies
of kidnaped humans—"

To others, such a transference of
minds would have seemed incredible,
but not to the red-haired wizard of
science.  For Captain Future had
himself, in the laboratory of Earth's
moon, succecded in such an experi-
ment. He and Simon Wright, delving
deeply into the nature of mind and dis-
covering that a mind was really an im-
material web of electric currents, had
tried the thing.

They had found that with suitable
forces they could lift the electric mind-
web out of the living brain, and im-
plant in that blank brain the electric
web of a different mind. Curt had
performed this experiment with small
animals, exchanging their minds from
body to body, and then re-exchanging
them without harm.

Captain Future had never thought
of trying the experiment on humans,
But he had been sure that
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it could be repeated with them too—
that the minds of any two beings of
the same species or closely allied spe-
cies, could be completely exchanged.

“God, what a ghastly thing to use
on humans!” Curt thought with repul-
gion. His jaw hardened. “The Wrecker
has a lot to answer for when the reck-
oning comes—"

“There's the Great Maelstrom,” de-
clared the alien-minded Jowvian beside
him, at that moment. “It's not far now
to the Black Isles.”

Curt heard the dim, far-off roar of
the mighty whirlpool. It lay miles to
the west, a hanging cloud of seething
migt and spray marking the boiling
center. Captain Future had seen it from
a distance on previous visits to MNep-
tune. Yet he looked at if as intently
as Otho was to lock at it when he
passed it hours later.

The night was still dark, but the fly-
ing storm-clouds had disappeared and
Curt estimated that it was not long
before dawn. Their throbbing craft
passed a series of small dots of land
he recognized as the Spider Islands.
Then the Black Isles loomed ahead.

Straight toward the high mass of
Blaclk Peak, the steersman drove. The
precipitous rock cliffs loomed up in
front of the speeding boat. Captain
Future stiffened. The man beside him
seemed about to commit suicide by
driving the speed-submersible straight
into the cliffs. Curt tensed himself for
the shock of impact—

There was no shock. Like magic,
a hidden cleft in the black precipice
suddenly became wvisible. Through its
narrow entrance shot the racing craft.
Curt Newton saw that they had en-
tered a hidden, narrow fjord in the
cliffs. They were in almost complete
darkness, in a silence that seemed op-
pressive after the roaring sea outside.

IE Jovian snicked on a search-
light at the prow. Captain Future
glimpsed black rock walls towering up
awesomely into the gloom. The throb-
bing of the rocket-motor woke mui-
fled, echoing reverberations. The wa-
terway wound to the right, and de-
bouched abruptly into a buried water-
cavern of considerable size.
“Back at Base at last,” muttered the

Jovian thickly. *“And you are lucky
to see it again, Ki Iri.”

*I know it,” Curt replied in equally
hollow accents. “Those Futuremen
who captured me were dewils.”

Az he spoke, his eyes were keenly
taking in every detail of this hidden
baze of the Wrecker,

Fluoric lamps suspended from the
rock walls cast an eerie crimson glow
over everything, By that illumina-
tion, Captain Future perceived that at
one side of the buried water-cavern was
a broad rock ledge, toward which their
craft was gliding. Moored to rings in
this ledge were three other submersi-
ble speed-boats of familiar type. Upon
the very edge of the ledge, half in the
water, stood a small sguare metal struac=
ture. And beyond it were some scores
of men lounging. They got jerkily to
their feet and came down to meet the
arriving boat.

Captain Future's eyes swept the
queerly silent throng. There were al-
most 8 hundred of them, Venusians,
MNeptunians, Uranians, Earthmen, and
others. But all had the same strangely
hollow ewyes and stiff, expressionless
faces. All, he knew, had alien minds
in them.

“Has the Wrecker come yet?” asked
the Jovian beside Curt Newton, as they
stepped ashore.

A hairy Plutonian in the throng an-
swered.

“MNot yet, and neither have our kings
come.”

~“They will be here soon,” Curt's
companion assured, He pointed toward
Captain Future. "“Here is Ki Iri, who
escaped from the Futuremen and
whom we brought back with us.™

The Plutonian showed some excite-
ment at sight of Curt,

“¥ou escaped, Ki Iri?" he exclaimed.
“Woe did not like to leave you behind,
but the Futuremen were too much for
us."

Curt gathered that this Plutonian
was one of the party of the Wrecker's
men to which the real Ki Iri had be-
longed.

“It was not [?'nur fault they captured
me,” Captain Future said hollowly. *“I
was lucky enough to get away from
them later.*

“QOur kings and the Wrecker will be
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here very soon,” the Jowvian declared.
“Until then, we can rest.’”

Curt Newton, under pretense of
sauntering idly, inspected the strange
place. The rock ledge ran back along
the side of the water-cavern for a hun-
dred vards, and ended in a steep path
winding upward through a crevice in
the solid rock of the siland.

“I'll bet that path leads up to some
place where the Wrecker's space ships
are kept,” Curt muttered to himszelf.

He turned and sauntered back along
the red-lit ledge, toward the small,
square metal structure by the water’s
edge, Curt peered into it. In there
he saw a big, complicated, mysterious-
looking apparatus. The machine con-
sisted mainly of two coffinlike metal
chambers. Each chamber had a bulky,
big helmet connected by heavy cables
to a mass of electrical apparatus and
switchboard.

Captain Future's scientifically
trained eye immediately fathomed the
design and purpose of the weird me-
chanism.

“An apparatus for mind-transposi-
tion!" he whispered. “Thi=s is where
they've done it—

Though larger, the mechanism was
basically similar to the one he had used
in his= own Iunar laboratory for ex-
changing the electric mind-webs of two
animal subjects. The subjects were
put into the two chambers, the helmets
put on their heads and connected to
their nerve-system. Then the subtle
forces operated, the minds exchanged.

UT in this mechanism, one of the
two coffinlike chambers was
under the surface of the water on
whose edge the machine had been
erected. That chamber was com-
pletely under water, while the other
chamber was on the dry floor of the in-
ward side of the structure.
Captain Future realized the appall-
ing significance of that fact.
“My - ess about the Wrecker's
secret allies was right! This proves it
He turned sharply as a loud cry came
from one of the alien-minded throng
on the ledge.
“They come!
people come!™
All the strange throng were crowd-

The kings of our

ing now toward the water's edge, gaz-
ing eagerly with hollow eyes at the
black water. Curt Newton joined them,
hiz heart pounding as he too stared.
Yet he knew now what he was about
to see—the secret race who were the al-
lies of the Wrecker in his tremendous
plot.

Into the water-cavern from the ocean
outside, & half dozen creatures were
swimming. They swam below the sur-
face, dimly wisible underwater in the
red glow of the fluoric lamps. Those
underwater swimmers looked wvapguely
human. But the two legs of their white
bodies seemed to have grown together
into a powerful, tail-like limb that
ended in fins instead of fect. And their
short, powerful arms were Anned at
wrists and elbows.

Their heads were hairless, their faces
quite human-featured. But at the base
of their throats were open gills, pulsing
rhythmically as they breathed the
water. All of these sea-men wore short
tunics of woven metal, and two of them
carried metal rods.

An underwater race of near-human
sea-follk, coming from the hidden re-
cegses of the vast planetary ocean! The
legendary super-civilized and super-
cunning sea-devils about whom there
were so many shadowy tales! They
were the secret allies of the Wrecker!

CHAPTER XV
Dwellers from the Deep

P — i

i

OM all the hollow-eyed men
around Captain Future, an excited
shout arose.

“Our kings have come!"

Curt Newton saw the sea-men dnwn
there in the water swim to the cdge of
the rock ledpe,

“Kings of the hidden sea-follk!” Curt
muttered to himself. *“And it's the
minds of sea-men like those that have
been put into the bodies of the kid-
naped fishermen.™

The wizard of science had previously
guessed from consideration of the evi-
dence that something like this was the
cxplanation., But now he had been
given proof,



Somehow, Curt knew, the Wrecker
had made contact wath this hidden race
of sea-folk, and had induced them to be-
come his allies in the great plot to de-
stroy the System's vital gravium sup-
ply. But the Wrecker had needed fol-
lowers who could go across the System
to other worlds, and these sea-men
couldn't leave the water.

30, Captain Future reasoned, the
mind-exchange proceas which the su-

¢ per-scientific sca-men must have dis-

. covered had been brought into play.

.ing

dhuman,

- The minds of sea-men had been trans-

ferred into the bodies of scores of kid-
naped fishermen, here in this cavern.
The thing was wholly practicable—the
seg-men were basically human, and
their minds would approximate the

minds of the Wrecker's possessed [ol-
lowers had come from?

“A hell-born, conning plot ! Captain
Future thought grimly. *“But why

~should these sea-folk help the Wrecker
~strike at the gravium industry "

- One of the men _htﬁiﬂ:t him was call-

'".Eri.ng the ‘talker’ so that our kings

‘can speak to us."’

A small instrument was hastily
brought. It consisted of a  boxlike
- electrospeaker, with a small micro-

phone attached to it-by a long cerd.

The microphone was put down into the
water. ;

The sea-men down there swam
toward | it, with smooth, graceful
strokes of finned arms and tail. Then,

with their intelligent cyes looking up .
- through the water, the sea-men moved
" their lips in speech.. The specech came

loudly  out of the electrospeaker. It
was an. almost unrecognizably dis-

torted, thick Earthspeech that the sea-
$e

men were using; & °.oue
“Where is the Wracker? He was to

L5 meet 1ua here at thi=s hour,” demanded

the sea-man speaking.

“The Wrecker comes now ! sounded
a cry from one of the mén beside Curt.

Captain Future stiffened, gazing with
the others toward the water-tunnel that
was entrance to this cavern. The faint
light of dawn was secping from outside
along that tunnel now. . And Curt saw
the npple of a small submersible speed-
boat that was throbbing into the

And that was where the alien
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strange and sinister cavern.

The craft rose, breaking surface and
heading toward the ledge. Its cover
was =slid back, and out of it rose a
hgure. : :

The Wrecker! The mysterious plot-
ter whose unearthly conspiracy against
gravium supply was fast paralyzing in-
terplanetary civilization!

“So he's keeping his disguise on, even
here?” Curt Newton muttered to him-
self. " “"MNevertheless, I'm pretty sure 1
know who's inside that suit—"

The Wrecker was garbed in a black
space-suit, whose glassite helmet had
been painted black except for two small
eveholes., The man inside that suit
might be of any planetary race.

APTAIN FUTURE vearned for a
chance to call the Futuremen on
his pocket-televisor, and bring them
with the full force of the Planet Police
to crush this hell-nest of plotters. But
he dared not risk it. Not since he had
left Amphitrite had he been out of sight
of the -‘k'ﬂ'rec]:er‘s. men for a moment. -
The Wrecker was speaking, his voice
coming muffledly from the resonator in
the front of his black helmet.
*The sea-kings are here?" said the
master-plotter., “Good!™ s

Curt saw the Wrecker approach the -

water-cdge. The black conspirator and

the weird sca-men down in the water

faced each other, speaking through the
boxlike electric “talker.”

“Your people have done welll? the
Wrecker told the sea-kings. “Mines
One and Two were wrecked exactly at
the scheduled time.™

“And shall we go ahead at once with
the destruction of Mine Three?” came
the sea-king's thick-voiced guestion.

Captain Future felt an inner tension
as he heard that exchange. Curt had
been sure, since he first deduced that
A hidden sea-dwelling race were the
Wrecker's allies, that it was the sea-
mean who had wrecked the submarines
domes of Mines One and Two. For he
had seen, when he was almost trapped
in Mine One, that the thing had been
done from outside. But this revelation
that the mine-domes were destroyed at
an exactly scheduled moment gave final
corroboration to the clue Curt had
gained to the Wrecker's identity.  He
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was sure now that the Wrecker could
be only one man!

“Yes, you will proceed now to de-
stroy Mine Three, the last gravium
mine on MNeptune!” the Wrecker was
saying to the sea-rulers. “But the
Earthmen have posted guards in sea-
Mine

“We can &as:l.ljr ‘overpower those
guards, and then weaken the dome wall
withratomic flame-torches as we did the
others,”™ the séa-king replied.

“¥You will gtrike at exactly noon to-
morrow.  Then we will proceed, as we
planned, to dezstroy Amphitrite island
completely and rid Neptune forever of
the intruders here""

“ “Good!" exclaimed th ¢ sea-man
ruler. “All my % ople are eager for the

arthman city shall be
destroyed.”

Captain Future felt an incredulous
The Wrecker, renegade
to his own human race was planning to
help the sea-folk utterly destroy
Amphitrite? That would wipe out all
interplﬂnctary industry on Neptune, for

- thdat city was the center that contaified

‘almost all the interplanetary colonisis

““rwho had come here.

Cold, furious anger gripped Curt

~Anger not so much at the hostile sea-

folkk az at the Wrecker.

What could
be the motive of the mysterious plotter

-in thus seeking to destroy all inter-

planctary industry and colonization on
Neptune? What would he be likely to
gain by it?

“We shall have to be careful,” the
Wrecker was saying. “The Earthman
of whom I told you—that devil Captain
Future—is still alive and working
against us. He must be eliminated
somehow before we make the final
great stroke tomorrow.™

The . Wrecker turned and spoke
sharply to the hairy Plutonian who
stood beside Captain Future.

“Hab Haro, you and your men failed
to do as I ordered—to capture Captain
Future's ship. That would have crip-

pled him I**
“We tried to do it,” Th-'e Plutonian
replied. “But the Futuremen. were on

guard.  They killed two of uz and cap-
tured Ki Iri. But Ki Iri escaped later
from them.™ ¥

e
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HE Wrecker swung toward Cap-

tain Future, and the disguised sci-
entific wizard stiffened slightly as the
eyeholes in that black helmet stared at
him.

“You escaped from the Futuremen,
Ki Iri?" exclaimed the Wrecker., “How
did you do that?*

“It was ea=sy,” said Curt Newton, tak-
ing care to keep his voice hollow and
slurred. *“They thought me uncon-
acions and didn’t secure me—I
shammed until their backs were turned,
then dodged out.™

“Then the Futuremen and Captain
Future are probably locking for you
now,”” muttered the Wrecker., His dark
form became rigid. “I've an ideal A
way to get rid of that cursed redhead ™

He went on quickly, to Curt.

“Kji Iri, I am going to send you back
to Amphitrite—to kill Captain Future !"

“What?™" =maid Curt, in amazement.
Then he recovered himself. "I mean,
how can I do that?”

“It will be easy,” declared the Wreck-

er. From an outer pocket of his con-
cealing black suit he extracted a tiny
glass tube. o

“This tube contains spores of the ter-
rible Saturnian ‘death-fungus’."" he de-
clared. *“If one spore touches a living
creature, it germinates and proliferates
with incredible swiftness and the victim
becomes almost inatantly a mass of
bursting, dying fungoid flesh.

“¥ou will conceal this tube in your
hair, and go back to Amphitrite, Ki
Iti,” continued the Wrecker., “Captain
Future and the Futuremen are un-
doubtedly secking you. Let them find

u.  And when they are around you,
crush the tube in your hair and Captain
Future will die one of the most horrible
deaths in the System."”

“But I will die that death, too!™ ob-
jected Curt Newton,

- The Wrecker stiffened.

*Are you not willing to give your life
for the great cause that means so rmuch
to your sea-people?" he demanded.

“Yes, it is your duty to do this,” one
of the sea-men in the water admonished
Curt through the “talker.”

“Wery well, T will do it,"" Curt New-
ton agreed, with apparent reluctance.

Inwardly, Curt sensed the grim hu-
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mor of it. He was being sent to Idil
Captain Future! Curt resolved swiftly
upon a course of action. He couldn’™
hope to do much here, one against a
hundred. He had thought for a mo-
ment of smashing the fun%ug‘—tuhﬁ

when he got it, but it wouldn't affect-

the Wrecker, inside his space-suit, nor
the sea-men in the water.

So Curt Newton had decided to re-
turn to Amphitrite, ostensibly to kill
himself. Once back in the city, he
would seize the Wrecker when he re-
turned. For the corroboration of the
clue he had nursed had given Curt di-
rect proof of the Wrecker’s identity. He
and the Futuremen would seize the
Wrecker, and then deal with the sea-
folk.

#“1 had hoped at first to capture Cap-
tain Future, for that would have vastly
aided our plans,” the Wrecker was say-
ing. *“But that's impossible now, and
it's safest to kill him."”

“I will see that he does not live long,™
promised Curt, reaching for the fun-
gus-tube,

At that moment came an interrup-
tion. From one of the sea-men in the
water came a startled warning.

“A boat is coming !"*

The Wrecker, on the point of hand-
ing Captain Future the fungus-tube,
swnng around alarmedly,

“But it can't be one of us coming !
he exclaimed. "All of us are here now!
It must be an enemy—maybe Future
himself! Stand ready!”

TOM-GUNS flashed out in the

hands of the possessed men who
crowded the ledpe. And down in the
water, the seca-men waited with their
curious metal rods raized and ready.

Curt was tense. His first thought was
that Grag or Ortho had found the lo-
cation of this secret Base and was blind-
ly barging in.

The boat appeared, a small submer-
sible rockefing into the red-lit water
cavern at crazy speed. It bumped the
dock, and the atom-guns of the Wrecl-
er and all his throng covered the man
who leaped up out of the craft.

“Why, it's Ki Iri!” cried the Wrecker
incredulously. “Ancther Ki Iri!™

Curt's heart jumped at sight of the
man leaping out of the boat. It was

Ki Iri—the real Ki Iri whom he had
left a prisoner in the Comet/ ;

The possessed Venusian's hollow

es were Haming with excitement, his
clothing was a mere harness, his body
was scratched and bleeding. Some-
how, he had escaped from the Future-
men, Curt realized.

Captain Future's brain raced. No
chance to draw his hidden-proton-pis-
tol and fight his way out of here! The
eyveg of all the scores of armed men
around him had turned toward him,
gazing incredulously at the two Ki
Iri's who exactly duplicated each other.

“Devils of Neptune!” swore the
Wrecker's muffed woice. “What is
this? Which of them is the real Ki
Iri?"™

Captain Future tried to bluff his way
out of it. He pointed accusingly at the
panting, bleeding real Ki Iri.

“That man’s a fake—an impostor!™
Curt charged. “Ewvervone knows Cap-
tain Future and that android follower
of his are experts at disguise. One of
them has made up to look like me!*

“It's a lic!"” yeclled the real Ki Iri in
his thick, hoarse voice. *“It's he that's
the impostor—it's he that's Captain Fu-
ture 1"

“Cover them both!™ rang the Wreck-
er's voice ominously. ‘One of them is
lying. We'll soon find out which.”

Curt inwardly cursed the turn of
events that had brought the Venusian
here. Eut he kept up his audacious
bluff.

“It's he that's trying to deceive you,™
Curt asserted loudly. As he talked, he
was working his hand slowly into his
jacket toward his proton-gun.

“There's one sure way to tell imme-
diately which of them is Ki Iri and
which is EaPtah Future,” snapped the
Wrecker. “Ki Iri is a Venusian and
Captain Future is an Earthman, Look
at their gravitation-equalizers. The
man who has his equalizer set to the
gravity strength of Venus is Ki Iri, and
the man who has his equalizer set to
Earth gravity iz Captain Future.”

Curt Newton realized instantly that
his bluff was finished. There was no
escape for him—but he'd take the
Wrecker with him!

He drew the proton-pistol from in-
side his jacket with blurring speed and
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lewveled it at the Wrecker. But the dark
plotter had been on the alert for just
such an action.

“That’s Future—get him 1" yelled the
Wrecker, and at the same time threw
himself down.

Curt’s pale proton-beam bhlasted over
the Wrecker's head and misged. Before
Captain Future could fire again, men
were piling on him from a11 sides. The
rage he felt at being trapped drove
Curt’s hists in furious blows. The pro-
ton-pistol had been snatched from him
and tossed aside, but the big disguised
Earthman fought like a trapped Plu-
tonian korlse,

5 fists beat a devil’s tattoo on the

faces of men trying to pull him
down. He felt his knuckles crunch
flesh and bone and heard the yells of
pain and anger of those he got home to.
But they pulled him down, finally, and
held him by force of numbers.

“We'll make sure this is Captain Fu-
ture,” the Wrecker snapped. “Bring
water and oil—clean off that disguige.”

Helplessly, Curt felt them wiping
away the white pigment on his face, the
hlar_'.i dye that stained his hair. His
own tanned face and red hair re-ap-
peared.

“It's Future, all right,” gloated the
Wrecker. "Cunning devil—and I was
going to send him to kill himself!*

ou'll wish yon had killed yourself
betore I get through with you!” gritted
Curt Newton, gray eyes flaring his
hatred at the dispmized figure bending
over him. “Do you think you can get
away with this black plan of yours?
You can't—I've seen schemes just as
clever as yours thwarted.”™

“I know wyou've spoiled more than
one man's ambitions, Future,” throbbed
the Wrecker’'s voice. “"But you won't
ruin mine! I've been one step ahead of
youl from the hArst. And capturing you
here makes my success certain. For
from now on, yvyou are going to help
me. You are going to be my ally, Cap-
tain Future!"

“You're talking nonsense,” Curt re-
torted icily. “There's about as much
chance of me helping you as there is of
the planets running %ackward e

“"¥Yet vyoure going to help me,” re-
peated the Wrecker. He laughed

harshly. *“That's why I wanted my
men to capture you at the very first—
g0 I would have yvou for an ally. With
Captain Future, the great, revered
champion of law on my side, how can
Ilose? Of course,” added the Wrecker
ironically, “it won't be really you who
helps me—only your body, with
another mind in it!"

Curt Newton felt the hair bristle on
his neck as he fathomed the dark, ap-
palling gignificance of the plotter's
words.

“¥ou begin to understand, do you?”
laughed the Wrecker. “Yes, you've
guessed it, Captain Future. The secret
of mind-exchange—the secret devel-
oped by the scientists of these super-
civilized sea-folk in their hidden cities
—is going to be used on_you, here and
now. JA sea-man’s mind is going to
be put into your body, and your mind
will be transferred into that sea-man’s
body | '

“Do you see the beauty of it, Cap-
tain Future? One of my loyal allies in-
side your body, deoing my bidding,
helping my scheme to success! The re-
nowned champion of the System peo-
ples, whom everyone in the System re-
apects and obeys, my henchman! Why,
I can’t lose with that set-up!™

Curt Newton felt freezing horror. It
was not of his own fate that he was
thinking, not of the terrible idea of hav-
ing his mind transferred into the body
of a water-dwelling seaman.

The thing that left Curt aghast was -
the prospect of having his physical
body, his reputation, made a toel of this
arch-criminal and used for ewil pur-
poses. Why, even the Futuremen
wonld accept the pseudo-Future as
their chief, not knowing that only phy-
sically was he the same, that mentally
he was an alien enemy!

“Take him into the exchange-cham-
ber!” rang the Wrecker's voice. "One
of the sea-kings' guards will undergo
the exchange with him."

STRUGGLIHG futilely, Curt New-
ton felt himeself carried into the
small, square metal structure at the
water's edge. He was forced down into
one of the two metal coffinlike cham-
bers. Straps across his body buckled
him down. Th'E.I‘I the big, bulky
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electrical helmet was fastened on his
head, its wires connectin dir:::ti_}r to
his nerve-systern by a tiny incision
made in his neck by the Wrecker.

The second coffin-chamber of the ma-
chine, the one filled with water, was di-
rectly connected with the water out-
gide. Into that chamber swam one of
the fimned white seamen. The other hel-
met was put upon the sea-man’s head
bw the Wrecker, and its wiring connect-
ed to his nerves. Captain future could
see the sea-man's large, intelligent dark
eyes staring at him-out of his water-
filled coffin.

The Wrecker had gone to the panel
gwitchboard of the mind-exchange ma-
chine, and was sctting its controls with
feverish eagerness in his concealed fig-
ure's posture.

“A few more mnments. and Captain
Future will be my obedient servant!”
he mocked; over his shoulder.

Curt strained his muscles to crack-
ing point t¢ purst the metal straps that
held him down. Impossible! He must
do something, think of asomething, or in
a moment he'd be prizsoned in an alien
body! But what—

Click! The Wrecker had turned a
switch. Generators whined on a cre-
scendo scale of sound. The Wrecker
touched another switch. And Curt
Newton felt a strange, rushing force
sweeping through his brain, a tingling
flood of energy that seemed tearing him
away into darkness.

The electric web of his mind, his per-
sonality, was being torn away from his
own body! Curt Newton's conscious-
ness was hurled into complete oblivion.

CHAPTER XVI

Futuremen on the Trail

E real Ki Iti was the first outlaw
who had ever managed to escape
from the Comet. After Captain Future
and Otho had departed in disguise upon
their respective missions, old Ezra Gur-
ney had left for the spaceport to get
the information Curt wanted. The
Brain, Grag and Joan REandall were left
alone in the little tear-drop ship with
the unconcious prisoner,

Joan stared out of the window into
the darkness, as though to follow Cap-
tain Future with her eyes upon his dan-
gerous mission to  the nearby  city.
When the girl turned finally, she found
the Brain examining the unconscious
Venusgian.

“He's coming back to consciousness,™
Simon Wright rasped. “When he does,
we've got to make him talk., We'll use
hypnotic suggestion to find out what
he knows,” the Brain continued. *Get
me the hypnosis-inducer.™

From a cabinet Grag brought out a
small mechanism consisting of striped
spiral dises mounted on a tiny atomic
motor. The Brain had him set these
up in front of the Venusian, who now
was stirring and opening his eyes. The
prisoner looked about with bewildered,
hollow-looking eyes, and then his gaze
was fas-cinateg by the whirling, spiral
discs.

Joan watched with vague horror as
the process of hypnotizing the prisoner
continued. Grag constantly altered the
speed and direction of spin of the rotat-
ing discs, whose stripes scemed now
to flow topgether and now to separate.
Finally, when the WVenusian’s whole
body was rigid and his eyes staring
straight ahe=ad at the spinning discs, the
Brain spoke to him in his metallic,
penetrating voice.

“Who are you?”

“I am Ki Iri, fisherman of Venus,™
answered a thick, slurred whisper.

“You have Ki Iri's body, but your
mind—you—are a stranger,” the Brain
persisted.  “Of what race are you™”

The staring prisoner spoke slowly.

*1 am of a race that—""

He stopped, his dilated eyes chang-
ing slightly, his wvoice edged with a
weird, hypnotized elation when he
again spoke.

“My comrades are herel
this ship-u-mj,.r mind senses them ap-

“Grag! Look outside!” ordered the
Brain sharply.

The great robot tore open the door
of the Comet and rushed out into the
darkness to search around the ship.

The Brain and Jean Randall looked
after him, tense with the suspense of
new menace. Then a fying shape
flashed from behind them and vanished

Dutside
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out the door. It was Ki Iri—escaping!

“Get him!" rasped the Brain in a
shrill, raging wvoice. *“He tricked us—
he wasn't hypnotized at all!”

Joan sprang out into the darkness.
She heard Grag running clankingly,
heard the robot's furious booming
shout. But after a few minutes, Grag
came striding bacl.

“He got away!” boomed the robot.
“He glipped into the dark and I was
not fast enough to catch him."”

“Tricked like a schoolboy 1™ cried the
Brain furinusl;.r. “To think that I let
that happe I underestimated him,
and he }E oled me neatly. He pre-
tended to be hypnotized, and seized
the chance to turn our attention and
then escape,” rasped the angry Brain.
“I should have knnwn I wasg facing a
mind of great cunning.”

But Joan's thoughts were all of Cap-
tain Future. The girl agent's mind
was never far from the wizard of sci-
ence, and she paled now as she real-
ized his peril.

“Bimon, this puts Captain Future in
danger!” she exclaime “Curt is dis-
guised as Ki Iri, trying to find the
Wrecker. If the real Ki Iri :Epnars.
and Curt's imposture is expos :

“You are right,” said the PBrain
sharply. “Curtis must be warned at
once.”

“By his pocket televisor:"
asked anxiously.

“MNo, we dare not call him on that,”
Simon rasped. *“If he's with the

Grag

Wrecker, the call would give him
away. But we've got to find him at
once.”

At this tense moment, Ezra Gurney
appeared in the deoorway of the Comet.
The old interplanetary marshal’s faded
blue eyes narrowed shrewdly as he per-
ceived their excitement.

“What's wrong?" he demanded.

Joan explained urgently.

“That's bad!” Gurney commented.
“Captain Future cught to know about
that devil’s escape, guick.”

E turned swiftly. “I'll go back to

Amphitrite and try to find him

and warn him. You better wait here,
Joan.”

Joan felt a little more hope, as Ezra

hastily departed. She locked tautly

. Stll no word came.

out into the dawn-mists after him.

“I'll never forgive myself if anything
happens to Curtis because of my stu-
pidity,” the Brain was muttering.

“Nothing will happen to master!”
Grag boomed confidently. The robot's
photoelectric eyes locked te Joan,
though, Tor reassurance.

Time passed, each minute dragging.
Full day had come, the misty day and
thin sunlight of Neptune. 3Still the
Comet lay through the passing hours
concealed in the rocks of the shore.
Finally, at dusk,
there came a sharp buzz from the tele-
visOr.

“That may be Captain Future now!"
Joean cried eagerly.

But it was Ezra Gurney. "I'm still
hunting for Captain Future in Amphit-
rite,” the old marshal reported wor-
riedly. “He I.'!LEI:EI'.I. t returned *_r,rd:t?"

“No, and we're more worried!” Joan
exclaimed.

“Well, I'll keep on ]n-uk:ln for him.,™
Ezra declared, his weatherbeaten face

gericus. “I'lleall a
Joan turned to the Brain. *Eimon,
we've got to do something! We can’t

just wait and wait."”

“Impatience won’t help us,”
rasped.

“But I can't wait longer!” Joan burst
out. “I'm not like you and Grag. I'm
human and—"

She stopped, afraid of  having
wounded his feclings. But there was
a frosty glimmer in the Brain's glassy

2B,

“I was human too, once, long hefurc
yvou were born, girl,” said Simon's
metallic voice. “I still remember what
it was like, the hot emotions that
choked and distorted my thinking.™

“I'm sorry—I didn"t mean anything,"
Joan said penitently. “No one could
be more wonderful than you and Grag
and Otho!™

The televisor buzzer again. “Maybe
Ezra has some news this time!” Grag
boomed eagerly, as he turned the
mechanism on.

But. to their amazement, it was
Otho's face that appeared on the screen.
The android still wore his disguise of
an Earthman fisherman, but was pant-
ing, dripping wet, his face scratched.

“Simon! Grag! Listen!” snapped the

Simon
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android. "I've found the Wrecker's
base! I'm there nmow—it's on Black

Feak, biggest of the Black Isles.”

In swift, tumbling sentences, the
android told them how he had accom-
panied the fishing-boat northwestward,
and had swam from it toward Black
Peak.

“Couple of swallowers nearly got me
in the water,” Otho hissed, “but I
killed one with my proton-gun and the
other cursed beast stopped to eat its
body. 8o I got to the island safe, and
managed to climb up onto the plateau
atop it. «And I found two unguarded
spaceships here—the Wrecker's two re-
maining ships!™

Otho continued breathlessly. *“The
Wrecker's base is somewhere on this
island, therefore. Tt shouldn’t be hard
to find it. Get the chief and come here
full speed.” i

“But we don't know where Curtis
181" crackled the Brain. “He's gone
off after the Wrecker, and the real Ki
Iri escaped.””

“Dewvils of space!” swore the and-
roid. “Why did yvou let that prisoner
escape? It puts the chief in danger—"

“I know, I know,” rasped the Brain.
“Listen, Otho, if the Wrecker's base
is on that island, Curtis may be there
—he went after the Wrecker, remem-

ber., We're going to come to you at
once."
“Good!”" hissed Otho. “Land si-

lently atop the island. I'll be waiting.
And hurry ™

RAG was already striding clank-

ingly to the controls. The Comet
zoomed up suddenly through the gath-
ering darkness and rocketed low
across Amphitrite Island and the city
lights, and then over the black sea be-
vond. The speed with which they tore
through the night above the vast ocean
was indication of Grag's anxiety. They
fAew northwestward through cbscurity
until Triton suddenly rose up from the
western horizon, cast its silvery light
across the heaving sea.

*There's the Maelstrom down there
to the left,” Simon declared. *“The
Spider Islands and Black Isles are not
far beyond.”

The Black Isles showed as dark
little masses standing out upon the sil-

FUTURE

ver planetary sea. Highest among them
towered one fat-topped island platean
of rock.

“That's Black Peak—head for it,
Grag,” Simon said. *Cut most of the
rockets and go in as quietly as possi-
ble.”

With only a dim, murmuring drone
from itz muffled rocket-tubes, the
Comet circled toward the flat top of
the high island. The silver light of
Triton showed the island top as a
rocky black platean, upon which glinted
the dark metal bulks of two small,
swift-lined spaceships that were parked
there.

Grag brought the tear-drop craft
down like a ghost-ship upon the rock
nearby. Then the robot opened the
door and, picking up the Brain, strode
outside with Joan ERandall following.

They stood in silvery moonlight
Suddenly, a flying shape came through
the night toward them. Grag grabbed
out his proton-pistol, but the new-
comer was Otho,

“Did vou stop on the way to play
with Eek?" Otho inquired angrily of
the robot. “I thought vou were never
coming.™

“I drove the Comet full speed!” Grag
protested angrily. “I'd like to hawve
geen you make as good time."”

“A fine mess you made of things,
letting  that prisoner escape,” Otho
accused. “Seems like the chief can't
trust anybody but myself to do things
right.”

Grag would have made angry retort
but Simon™s metallic voice interrupted
their guarrel.

“None of that bickering now!”
lashed the Brain. “Otho, have you
any idea where the Wrecker’'s bage 1s
on this island ™

“I think I've found the way to it!”
Otho replied eagerly. *“It's a path that
leads down from the summit of this
cliff, through crevices and caverns, to
some lower part of the island. I would
have explored it before now but wanted
to wait until you had come.*

“Good, I will follow that path with
yvou,” Grag boomed. *We will find
master and kill those who would harm
him."” ;

“¥ou big iron lummox, I don't want
vour help!™ hissed the android.
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“Listen, you twol” the Brain com-
manded. *“You will follow that path
and see if it actually  leads to the
Wrecker's base. If it does, ascertain
firgt whether Curtis is there, then act if
he seems in danger. Otherwise, don’t
show wourselves."”

“All right, come along then, Grag,”
growled Otho, starting off. “But try
to keep those big metal feet of yours
quiet.””

The robot and android left Joan and
the Brain at the Comet, and hastened
across the moonlit plateau. Otho led
to a crevice in the rock near the parked
spaceships. A worn path led down into
this eraclk. The android started down
the path and the great robot hastily
followed.

They found themselves in an almost
absolute darkness. Only a faint ray of
light from above seeped into the place.
But that was enough light for the cat-
pupiled eyes of Otho and Grag's photo-
electric vision. Gleoomy chasms and
labyrinthine connecting caverns in the
heart of the rock island opened before
them. Their path led past yawning
abyeses whose black depths were im-
penetrable even to their eyves. Ewver the
wa}r wound downward.

“I don’t like this place much," Grag
grunted.
caves of Uranus, where we

“Listen !” Otho hissed suddenly. *I
hear voices—and the seal’

“"Reminds me of the great

HEY moved more cautiously, their

proton-guns ready in their grasp.
Then they glimpsed light ahead. The
path debouched into a preat hollow
space dimly lit by suspended red
fluoric lamps.

“The Wrecker's secret base!” Otho
hissed.  “Sec!”

They looked into the buried water-
cavern in which, hours before, Captain
Future had faced the Wrecker. Now
the only persons in the cavern were
gome scores of the Wrecker's hollow-
eved planetary [ollowers, who were
lounging about the broad rock ledge at
the side of the water.

“Imps of the sun, there's the chief!™”
exclaimed Otho incredulously. “And he
isn't wearing his Venusian fisherman
disguize ™

Among those men on the ledge

strolled the unmistakable hgure of
Captain Future. His red hair, tanned
face and lithe form were easily recog-
nizable.

“I can't understand it!” Otho mur-
mured bewilderedly. “He isn't a pris-
oner—he even has his proton-gun.
Why would the Wrecker's men let him
stay free like that?"

“Master must be playing some trick
on them that we can't understand,”
Grag whispered, with perfect confi-
dence in Curt.

“It must be so, though dewvil take
me if T can comprehend how he's done
it,”" Otho muttered. “Anyvway, we've
got to attract his attention without the
others seeing us. Wait till he comes
this way.™

Captain Future was sauntering back
and forth. He seemed to be waiting
for something. Then, as they saw Curt
turn and stroll in their direction, Otho
tensed, He waited until the red-headed
scientific wizard was near the dark cleft
in which he and Grag crouched con-
cealed.

*Chief!1” Otho hissed in a low whis-
per. “This way—it's ugt"

The android saw Captain Future
stiffen, and look sharply. Curt toock a
few steps forward and stood staring at
them.

And Otho was vaguely uneasy as he -
saw that Captain Future's appearance
was somchow subtly different. It was
Curt who stood there—there could be
no doubt about that.

But his gray eyves had a hollow, fixed
look in them, his handsome face was
queerly stiff.

“‘Chief, what's the matter with you—
don't you know us?" Otho whispered
anxiously. “¥ou look at your comrades
S0 gueer—"

At that moment a thing happened
that staggered the android. Captain
Future turned and yelled to the
Wrecker's men. :

“It's the Futuremen!" Curt shouted.
“Come running here and capture them,
quick !

The Wrecker's
forward instantly.

*The chief has betrayed us—he's
helping the Wrecker!” Otho cried
dazedly, stupefiedly. “We must be
dreaming!”

followers rushed
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CHAPTER XVII
City of the Sca-Folk

APTAITN FUTURE, when he was
hurled into unconsciousness in
the mind-exchange chamber, seemed
floating in unrelieved blackness. Then
gradually his consciousness returned.
He opcned his eyes. At first he thought
he was still in the same chamber, that
nothing had happened. Then he no-
ticed that the coffinlike receptacle in
which he lay was filled with green
water, i

He was living wunder that water,
breathing it! And everything about
his own body seemed strange and new
to him. Bewilderedly, he Tgoked down
at himself. Curt felt his reason stag-
ger as he regarded his body. For it was
not his body that he now possessed.

It was a white, semi-human body
whose upper legs were grown to her
in a powerful tail that ended in fing in-
stead of feet., His arms, too, were
finned, his fingers webbed. Wildly,
Curt felt his head and face and neclk.
Hiz head was hairless, bulbous in
shape. Imstead of a nose there was only
a small nasal opening. And at the sides
of his throat were gills, closing and
uncleosing rhythmically, extracting oxy-
gen from the water.

“A sea-man!” Curt thought wildly.
“They've transferred my mind into a
sca-man’s body 1™ :

He threshed around in the water of
hiz chamber, raising his head above
surface to try to see out. There was
another chamber beside him—an air-
filled one. In it lay an Earthman with
tanned face, red hair and a long, rangy
fipure. That, Curt knew, was his own
body, out of which his mind had been
lifted by hell-born magic of unearthly
gcience !

Curt Newton saw this much, and
then he became aware that he was
choking and strangling. He could not
live with his head out of water like
this. His gills were closing, starved
for the water that now meant life.
Dazedly, Captain Future drew his head
back down under the water of his tank.
Az the life-giving water rushed again

through his body, Curt tried to orient
himself to this amazing situation.

The Wrecker came over and looked
down into the chamber at him. The
dark, space-suited figure uttered a
muffled laugh.

*How do you like vour new body,
Captain Future? mocked the arch-
plotter.

Captain Future had been in terrible
situations before. But never had he
taced such an appalling thing as this.
Always before, no matter how terrible
the menace, at least he had been him-
sclf, free to act and fight.: But now he
was prisoned in an alien body—a body
that could not live for a minute out of
the water.

Hands reached into the chamber
from the outside waters and seized him
—webbed hands of the sea-men ot
there. ©Curt was dragged out, and
metal chains clasped swiftly upon hjs
wrists as he struggled clumsily and fu-
tilely. Each of the chains was held by
a sea-man.

The Wrecker was now speaking to
the sea-men through the “talker” ap-

ratus that converted sonic vibrations
in the water to air vibrations, and vice
YECISH.

“Better take him back to your city
and prison him with the others,” the
Wrecker was telling the sca-men.

The leader of the sea-men agreed.

“We will do that. And at exactly
neon tomorrow a party of us will strike
to destroy Mine Three.”

“And while Mine Three is being de-
stroyed,” reminded the Wrecker, “you
must gather all your forces to annihi-
late Amphitrite island.™

“It shall be done,” was the sea-
man’s answer. “By tomorrow night,
the intruders from other worlds will be
swept from Neptune forever.™

HEMN the sea-follk leader turned
hig attention to Captain Future.
“You will come with us and not try
to escape,” the sea-man stated. *“If
you do try to break away, we can slay
vou instantly with our force-rods.”
Curt Newton understood. The metal

rods carried by the sea-men contained

charges of atomic force. Chained as he
was there was no hope of his being
able to evade the deadly weapons. So
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Curt swam with the gea-men as they
started to glide out of the water-cav-
ern toward the open seca. The light
chains attached to Curt’s wrists were
allowed to hang looscly so that he
could use his arms for swimming.

Swimming just under the surface of
the water with the sea-men, Curt felt
clumsy and awkward. He could not
glide forward with the same smooth,
powerful strokes of arms and tail as
the others.

But this new body he occupied had
the long physical habit of swimming to
aid it. Its muscles fell into accustomed
routines. With surprising rapidity,
Curt found the way to swim like the
others, his arms back against hiz body
and beating in 2 narrow radius, his tail-
like limb pushing him forward in great
strokes. Like a human projectile he
felt himself shooting forward through
the preen waters, companioned by the
other sea-men.

Curt felt miserably depressed. Not
alone because he was prisoned in an
alien body. It was the thought that
now in his own body was an alien,
enemy mind—a mind that woudd use
Captain Future's prestige to help the
Wrecker in his dark, sweeping
schemes,

“The Futuremen, and Joan and Ezra,
and everybody else—they'll all think
it's really me!” Curt proaned inwardly:
“They won't know that Captain Future
is now their enemy 1™

He forced that agonizing ﬂ]ﬂught
from hiz mind. MNo use torturing him-
self with it now! His job was some-
how to escape from this horrible situa-
tion and unde the ghastly thing done
to him.

Now Curt and his pguards were
emerging from the water-cavern into
the open ccean. The sunlight illumined
the green waters in which they swam
with warm radiance., The sea-men con-
ducting him headed southwestward,
swimming with tireless energy and
speed at a depth some dozen feet be-
neath the surface.

Curt found that he could see for great
distances through the water. His eyes
were now 2 sea-man’'s eves, evolved
and adapted to the sea. And as he and
his captors arrowed southcastward un-
- der the waters, Curt Newton was seeing

a world no man had ever seen before
from such a viewpoint.

Looking down through the waters as
he swam, Curt could see in the dusky
depths great forests of submarine vege-
tation. Big groves of polyp-trees, pink
and white and green, interlaced fan-
tastic branches. Giant sea-weeds like
great green underwater prairies rippled
and waved in the currents.

N and on southwestward they

gswam. Presently Curt Newton
perceived that his captors were begin-
ning to slant down to a lower level
The waters changed from a brilliant
green to a duskier hue. And far ahead
beyond the fairy glades of submarine
trees, Curt Newton glimpsed dark
stone spires and towers.

“The cit¢ of the sea-folk!” he re-
alized, awed. *Cities, pecople, civiliza-
tion-<hidden all-this time under MNep-
tune's waters!™
+ His thoughts were wrenched sharply
from the distant spires to a thing close
ahead—a huge, dinosaurlike creature
with enormous scaled body and small
head, swimming toward them.

It was an wursal, biggest and most
feared of all monsters of the Neptunian
ocean. Few people had ever glimpsed
one, but all who lived on Neptune
dreaded the creatures, Curt's guards
were swimming straight toward the
monster as though carcless of its ap-
proach. :

“What's the matter with them?™
Curt wondered. “Don’t they see it?"

Then in a moment he saw the reason
for their unconcern. The wrsal was a
tame one—tamed by the sea-folk! On
the back of the scaled monster crouched
a sea-man who urged it forward with a
short, spearlike goad. And the uwrsal
was pulling a great metal scow loaded
with metallic ores:

It gave Curt Newton a new insight
into the amazing life of these undersea
people.  He had known that they were
necessarily high in scientific progress
to have attained such a secret as that
of the mind-exchange process. But to
have succeeded in taming the fierce
ursals!

The black submarine city ahead
grew larger as Curt and his puards ap-
proached. Amazedly, Curt looked upon
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this weird metropolis at the bottom of
the gea. It was built of black stone
quarried from the sea-bottom. The
buildings were cubical, with barred
windows and roofs to keep out wander-
ing heasts of prey. Many of the struc-
tures were of considerable size, and
near the heart of the city was a mas-
give pyramidal building that seemed
the center of its strange life.

Ar Curt Newton was taken across
the roofs of the black metropolis, he
looked  in wonder at the ﬂlrung'iug
population that swam in flocks an
swarms above the roofs. Men, women
and children — g1l were supple and
finned of body, all wore metal-mesh
tunicg, and all seemed to have their
own occupations or professions just as
in any city of the land.

Curt glimpsed buildings that might
have contained factories, metal-work-
ing shops where unguenchable atomic-
flames were used for underwater foun-
dry work, other structures that
seemed scientific laboratories. He mar-
velled at the astounding webwork of
an alien civilization beneath the
waters!

“And nobody in the System ewver
guessed it,”" he thought, staggered.
“MNobody but the Neptunians with their
age-old legend of the sea-devilg—"

E was being conducted, he now
saw, toward the massive cen-
tral pyramidal structure. Behind that
building was a big open court in which
were large, barred metal cages. A mo-
ment later, and he was yvanked right
down toward those metal cages by his
guards. He saw now that some of the
cages contained ursals. That appar-
ently was the reason for these enclos-
ures’ existence.

One barred cage ‘of the secries held
within it scores of sea-men, who were
swimming idly around their prison or
lounging dully on the bottom. Curt
Newton was taken to the door of that
prison. It was unlocked by one of his
guards. His wrist-chains were un-
lopsed, and he was pushed into the

cage.
ﬁ:‘hﬂ guards swam away. And from
behind the bars of his weird prison,
Curt Newton looked after them.
“This is one place that nobody could

get out of,” he told himself with sink-
mg heart. “For even if I did get out,
I'd be still prisoned in this alien body."

Then Captain Future's unquench-
able courage reasserted itself in the
face of the appalling situation.

“MNo, there never was a captivity that
couldn’t be escaped from! But how, in
the name of a thousand space-dewvils ™

Curt turned to inspect his new prison.
It was a cubical enclosure of strong,
close-set metal bars, a hundred feet
square. It was one of a row of such
great cages, only the one barrier of
metal bars dividing it from the next in
line. In that next cage, one of the great
ursals was penned, and in cages be-
yond, other ursals.

Curt looked at the sea-men im-
prisoned with him. There were more-
than a hundred of them, and they had
shown some sign of excitement at his
enirance,

“They think I'm really a sea-man like
themselves" Curt told himself with
grim amusement. “Whait till they find
out that I can’t even speak their lan-
guage.”

One of the sea-men addressed him
in a thick, distorted speech. But, to
Curt’s utter amazement, the sea-man
was using Earthspeech!

“Who are you?" he was asking Curt
eagerly., “Are you a land-man too?”’

Curt gasped, then found his wvoice
and tried to speak in answer. DBut it
was some moments before he could
make his new and different vocal or-
gans utter the sounds of Earthspeech.

“Yes, I'm an Earthman!” he ex-
claimed. *“Do you mean to tell me that
you prisoners are men like myself—
land-men whose minds have been put
in sca-men's bodies#*"

“Yes, that's what happened!” cried
the other. *I was Dhul Uvan, a Uran-
ian fisherman working with a boat out
of Amphitrite. I and my crew were at-
tacked near the BElack Isles by sea-men
who capsized our craft and dragged us
away to a cavern in one of those black
islands. In that cavern was a land-
man in a space-suit they called the
Wrecker, and a qgueer machine. He
transferred our minds into the bodies
of these cursed sea-men and kept us
prizoners ever since.”

“That's what happened to me, too,”
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Curt answered grimly. “I'm an Earth-
man the ot 3

He realized that these were really
the kidnaped fishermen, whose bodies
were now being used by sea-men minds
to carry out the Wrecker’s orders. But
why were they being kept prisoners
here?

Dhul Uwvan answered that.

“It's because, when those sea-men
are through with our bodies, they'll
want their own bodies back. And a
body can’t live without a mind in it, so
our minds keep their bodies living till
they need them, curse them!
when they have them bacl, we will all
be killed. Until then, they hold us
here.” :

“And escape from this }Jlﬂte 15 im-
possible,”” Curt said bitterly. “Is the
Wrecker to triumph?"

hen, .

CHAPTER XWVIII
Battle Beneath (ecan

IGHT came down on the undersea
city, as the Neptunian day waned
above. The waters grew dusky, and
then dark. And from windowed towers
~and buildings of the submarine metrop-
olis, yellow atomic bulbs cast their il-
lumination throughout the sea.

Curt Newton, in his weird new body,
swam back and forth in the big metal
cage. A fierce unrest possessed him.
He must do something, anything to
cscape from here and save Mine Three
and Amphitrite. But what could he
do?

“I'N find a way!"” he vowed fiercely.
“This isn"t my body, but my mind is
still my own to work with 1"

Sea-men camé swimming through
the dusky g]u om toward the cages, with
flat containers of metal which they
thrust between the bars. Curt saw the
containers held white mushy substance.

“Our food,” Dhul Uwvan informed
him. *Better eat, for we won't get
more until tomorrow."

Curt forced himself to eat, for all his
strength might soon be needed. The
food was a mixture of grated, uncooked
veretables grown in the sea-gardens
outside the submarine city.

“What is your name, Earthman?”
Dhul Uwvan asked.

“They call me Captain Future,” Curt
replied. -

‘Captain Future!” The exclamation
came from all the other prisoners. They
locked at him in awe. "¥ou a prisoner,
toos”

“But not for long," Curt said grimly.
“We're going to get out of here some-
how.™

“I fear it's hopeless,” Dhul Uwan
gaid sadly. "Bven you can't do any-
thing here, Captain Future.”

Curt almost apgreed with that dis-
couraging estimate as the night hours
passed. He had examined the metal
bars on all four sides and roof of their
cage. They could not be bent by any
ordinary strength. They had been made
to confine the great reptilian ursals like

“the one that drowsed in the adjoining

cage.

Asg morning neared, Curt noticed a
party of a score of sea-men issue from
th:{P ramidal building and swim away
Wi tﬂr toward the southeast. They car-
ried heavy metal tools that he recog-
nized as atomic cutting-torches.

“They’re going to wreck Mine Three
at noon today as they promised!" Curt
told himself, appalled. “They've got
to be stopped.”™

Curt, watching the party depart, no-
ticed now a large cylindrical metal
mechanism which stood outside the
pyramidal building, on a scow intended
to be drawn by ursals. >

“What's that thing?* he asked Dhul
Uwan sharply.

“I don't know—some machine the
sca-men have been working on for
days,” the other said dully.

Curt thought he recognized vaguely
the design of the mechanism. Tt looked
toe him like the 1.:5.'119_ of machine used
to generate geismic waves for sounding
the interior of a planet. Suddenly the
purpose of the thing flashed over him."
That was the way the sea-men and the
Wrecker meant to destroy Amphitrite!
The horror of the threatened disaster
appalled him.

All at once an inspiration, the hope
for which he had been searching, came
to Curt. His eves swung to Inspect
their cage, Yes, it might be done—

He called the prisoners around him.
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““We may be able to get out of here,”
he told them rapidly. “Will you fol-
low me and help prevent those sea-men
from wrecking lﬁimﬁ: Three? If they
succeed in that, the whole System will
be stricken, remember "

“We would help,” Dhul Uwan re-
lied, “but how can yvou get out of here?
here's no way.”

“Take off your tunics,” Curt Newton

replied. “Bring them all to me.”

He took off the tunic of woven metal-
‘mesh that he, like all the other alien-
bodied prisoners, was wearing. The
other dig the same. Curt at once began
unraveling the strong, flexible metal
cords of the mesh weave, and set them
to following his example. In a short
time, they had a large mass of the metal
threads. MNow Curt set them to twist-
ing the tough threads together into a
heavy rope. :

HENMN they had finished, they
had a heavy, fexible metal rope
of immense strength, almost eighty
feet long. Curt took the rope and tied
one end of it securely to the locked,
barred door of their cage. Then, with
the other end of the rope, Captain Fu-
ture approached the side of the barred
cage which adjoined the neighboring
cage in which a great ursal drowsed.
- Curt quickly fashioned the end of his
ropo into a running noose which would
just reach into the wursal’s cage. Then
he had the men bring him what was
left of the food given them.

“Hope the beast likes this stuff,” he
muttered, putting it just inside the
ursal’s cage. He made a sharp sound.

The wursal awoke, looked at Curt
with sleepy reptilian eyes, then no-
ticed the fcod on the floor. The mon-
ster at once stirred its vast, scaly bullk,
and with a gliding movement swam
around and thrust its long neck and
snaky head down to the food.

Captain Future was ready, and in-
stantly he had reached through the bars
and thrust his metal noose around the
neck of the great beast. The wursal,
alarmed, recoiled quickly. But the
movement caused the noose to tighten
on its neck.

Thoroughly enraged and frightened

by the constricting pressure around its

neck, the wyrsal pulled backward with

g

1—m—.| T s e R

TR
I} E oo

FUTURE

all the enormous brute strength of its
mighty bedy, upon the rope. That metal
rope, fastened at its other end to the
door of Curt's prison, threatened to
break. But the tough twisted metal
strands were thick. Instead of the rope,
the barred door of the prison gave way
—ripped off its hinges by the wursal's
mad pull

“By the four moons of Uranus,
vou've done it!” eried Dhul Uwan ex-
citedly to Curt. *“Captain Future, we
can escape nowl”

“What good will it do us, when we
can’'t ever regain our own bodies, and
must stay in the sear?" another de-
manded.

“Stay with me and maybe you will
get your own bodies back,” Curt prom-
1ged. “MNow out of here, quickly. We've
got to get to Mine Three by noon!™

The submarine city was still dark
and slumbering. Without detection,
Curt and his comrades rocketed u
through the dark waters and heade
southeast. Curt knew the location of
Mine Three, and steered their course
by the sun, whose rays struck down
through the green waters. Through
teeming sea-life, over submarine for-
ests, they swam.

An hour passed, and another and still
another as he and his hundred sea-man
comrades with human minds swam on
beneath the surface. It would scon be
noon. And Mine Three was still a long
way off, and they were tiring.

“Faster!" Captain Future urged the
others fiercely.

An hour later they glimpsed a great
metal tube far ahead that dropped
downward from the floating depot on
the surface.

"There's Mine Three—and there are
the seca-men starting to destroy it!”
Captain Future cried.

The tubeway led down into one of
the great metal submarine-mine domes.
And outside that dome, down in the
dusky depths, sea-men were turning
their atomic cutting-torches on the
curved walls. A dozen land-men in
sea-suits who had stood guard lay dead,
blasted.

“At them!" Curt yelled through the
water to his weird company. “They've
killed the guards posted outside the

dome 1™

T T Tl ke T i et - e
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DDWH through the sea Curt's band
shot, like projectiles toward the
crew of sea-men attacking the dome.
The sea-men, seeing them coming,
startledly dropped their work of de-
gtruction and drew their atomic force-
rods. Streaks of fire flagshed and blast-
ed a half-dozen of Curt's comrades.

Curt and his band had no weapons
but their hands. But they outnumbered
the sea-men five to one. They locked
with the sea-men in weird battle, giving
no quarter, asking for none.

Captain Future had rocketed down
at a sea-man who was raising his force-
rod to aim at him. The blasting streak
of fire grazed Curt—and then he
grabbed his opponent. The two whirled
and wrestled in the water, the sea-man
seeking to use his weapon, Curt seck-
ing to wrest it from him. And the sea-
man had the advantage in this struggle,

-for this was his element, and his body
wag not alien to him as Curt Newton's
Wdk.

Owver and over they turned in the
green gloom, locked in death-combat.
Curt made a fierce final effort, and tore
away the creature’s weapon. He used
the metal rod as a mace with which to
crush his enemy’s bulbous head, Then,
half-dazed by that fierce fight, Captain
Future looked around. The battle was
already almost over. The sea-men had
had no chance against their outnum-
bering, furious attackers.

“Got them all!” cried Dhul Uwvan,
swimming up to Curt. ““What now,
Captain Future?”

Curt answered swittly.

“*The main force of the sea-folk will
already have left their city, going with
their seismic machine to destroy Am-
phitrite, But we can’t stop them with
this little force. We've got to get our
bodies back, if possible.”

“yods of Uranus, can we do that?"
cried the other. “I'd go through hell to
get back into my own body 1™

“And I! And I!" cried the others.

“We'll head north for the Black
Isles.” Captain Future told them. *“If
the mind-exchange apparatus is still at
the Bage there, and if we can overcome
the pguards somehow, we'll have a
chance to get our own bodies back.”

They left the dome of Mine Three.
Straight northward they swam through

the sunlit waters. But now their prog-
ress. was slower—all of them were al-
most exhausted by the long swim from
the city, and the struggle. Ewven their
new sea-man bodies, adapted to such
superhuman efforts, were tiring.

At last the Elack Isles came into
view, like giant black stalagmites ris-
ing from the sca-floor. They swam to-
ward the mass of Black Peak, and
presently Captain Future was leading
his strange band in beneath the water
to the buried water-cavern.

ROM beneath the water, Captain

Future inspected the scene. The
red fluoric lamps that lit the cavern
showed that only a few dozen of the
Wrecker's men were here.

Curt's hopes soared as he saw among
those men a tall, red-haired figure.
Himself ! His own body, possessed now
by the sea-man whose body he had!

“The Wrecker isn’t here,” he mut-
tered. “And some of his men must have
been sent elsewhere.”

Curt looked hungrily at the square
structure that contained the mind-ex-
change apparatus. He knew enough
from hiz own past experiments to op-
erate that apparatus. But how could
he, when he couldn't 11'r.r¢ a2 minute out
of water?

“Who are those two whu are chained
up at the edge of the ledge?” Duhl
Uvan was asking. “They don't even
look human.™

Curt looked, and hiz hopes rose ex-
citedly. The two chained prisoners to
whom the other referred were Grag and
Otho!

“If I can get Grag and Otho free!”
Curt whispered excitedly. “They could
help us.™

“How can you free them when youn
can’t leave the water?"” the other de-
manded.

“There’s a chance,” Curt declared.
“Keep down—I'm going to try.”

He swam deep under the surface, to-
ward that farther end of the ledge.
Then he approached the shore, rising
to the surface. He saw Otho and Grag

limpse him, and stare at him without
interest. They couldn’t recognize him
in this alien body, of course. But Curt
acted now.

He raised the force-rod he had taken
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from  his recent opponent, aimed it
carefully-at the bound, prostrate robot,
then pressed the trigger. The streak of
fire hissed up out of the water and
struck where Curt had aimed—the big
chain that bound the robot. The hisg-
ing little streak of fire blasted the chain

. in half.

Captain Future locked tensely back
along the cavern to the Wrecker-men
on the ledge. They had not noticed.
Grag looked down amazedly at his sev-
ered chain, unwrapped it from him. In
a moment he had released Otho.

Curt motioned with his finned hand
for them to approach. Wonderingly,
with a stealthy glance at the unsuspect-
ing guards in the distance, the robot
and android did so. Curt reached his
hand out of water and grasped Grag’s
metal arm. Then he spoke, his voice
reaching Grag by conduction.

“Grag, it's me—your master 1" Cap-
tain Future exclaimed. “My mind is in
this body.™

“Master—in that body?"” repeated
Grag incredulously. Then the robot's
eyves gleamed with joy. “We Enew that
that was not really vou, in your own
body, master! For you betrayed us to
those men who captured us, and you'd
never have done that.”

“Listen, I and my companions have
got to get back into our own bodies
quick!” Curt told them. "First, you
two will have to owverpower those
guards.

“But you mustn't harm them,” Cap-
tain Future went on. “For those bodies,
including my own body, are ours and
we want to get back into them. Use
this force-rod to capture them."

He handed the atomic weapon to
Otho.

“I get it, chief!” hissed the android.
“"Come on, Grag!"

The two Futuremen stole back along
the ledge to the unsuspecting guards.
Then Othe's voice rang loudly.

“otand up! And the first one of yon
that tries to draw a weapon will get
blasted!

atunned by the surprise, the Wreck-
er's men stood still under the menace
of Otho’s weapon. 3Swiftly, Grag took
their weapons from them, and then
bound them, one by one. Otho, eyes
blazing with excitement, came racing

to the edge of the water where Curt
and his comrades waited.

“Now what, chief?” the android
asked.

“Put my body—my own body—into
the one chamber of that mind-exchange
mechanism,” Captain Future ordered.

Otho obeyed. And Curt swam around
and entered the other, water-filled
chamber of the apparatus.

Then, for minutes, he gave Otho the
explicit directions necessary to enable
the android to operate the apparatus.

“I've got it, chief """ Otho said finally.
He put one helmet on the red head of
Captain Future's possessed body, and
the other helmet on the bulbous head
of the body Curt now held. Then, as
Curt had directed, Otho turned the
switches of the weird machine, and the
generators whined, the tall wvacuum -
tubes sputtered. Abruptly, Curt was
plunged into blackness.

He awolke from that blaclkness. He
wag in the air-chamber of the mechan-
ism now. With a great throb of relief,
Curt looked down at his rangy Earth-
man body, his brown, capable hands.
He was back in hiz own body once
more !

CHAPTER XIX
Quaking Doom

THO loosened the bonds around
Captain Future's body, and Curt
stumbled out of the chamber. He felt
equal to anything now, back in his own
body once more.

"Where 1z the Brain?" he demanded
quickly of the Futuremen. “And the
Comers?™ i

Otho explained how he and Grag had
left Simon Wright and Joan Randall
in the Comet, at the summit of this
island.

“But after we were captured, the
Wrecker sent men up there to capture
and question any others who had come
with us,” the android concluded. *“Th
must hold Simon and Joan there now.™

“I'm going up there!” Captain Fu-
ture exclaimed. “Grag, come along %
with me. Otho, you stay here and re-
exchange the minds of all these Wreck-
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er-men with my comrades down there
in the water. As many of them, of
course, a3 you have bodies."

Then Curt and Grag started, the big
robot hastily leading the way toward
the path that wound upward through
the cavernous spaces of the island to its
summit. When Captain Future emer-
ged into the thin sunlight of day on the
flat top of the island, he stared in frozen
horror at the scene that confronted him.

The Comet was there, beyond the
two spaceships of the Wrecker. And
a dozen of the Wrecker's men were
there, too. One of the hollow-eyed men
was bending menacingly over the
Brain, whose square transparent case
rested on the rock.

But it was sight of Joan Randall that
chilled Curt's blood. The Wrecker's
henchmen had shackled the girl agent
to a big rocket—one of the rockets used
by spaceships as distreas-signals in the
void. It was set up, ready to be hred
into the sky with the girl bound to it,
its fuse sputtering angrily.

“Are you going to tell us now?" the
man bending over the Brain demanded.
“Qr shall we shoot that girl off on a
nice ride ™

Don't tell them anything, Simon!™
Hashed Joan from her helpless position.

“MNo, don't, Simon !" rang Captain Fu-
ture’s voice with deadly emphasis.

The Wrecker's men spun around,
startled. For a moment, seeing Curt
Newton's tall, red-headed fipure, they
showed no fear. They thought that
body atill held an alien mind !

But Curt revealed his true identity,
by plunging forward with his proton-
oun in his hand.

“It's Future—back in his body again
somehow ! yelled one of the Wrecleer-
men. “Get him

Curt's proton-beam flared and struck,
but his charge only stunned them. He
couldn’t kill these men, whose bodies
belonged rightfully to others!

WITH a booming shout, Grag, the
robot, entered the battle. First
he Epllt the girl's metal bonds with his
stegl ingers. Then, Joan released, Grag
grahbu:dgﬁ:he Wrecker's men by pairs
and bumped their heads together. The
atom- s they tried to use on the ro-
bot simply scorched his metal body

without harming it in the slightest.

Now up from the cavern-path came
charging Otho and a score of raging,
crazy men—men who had just regained
their own bodies and were lusting for
vengeance. The struggle was quickly
over. Curt ordered Otho and the others
to take the overpowered men down to
the cavern and restore the rightful
minds to their bodies.

“Captain Future, I knew you'd
come!” Joan said happily. “They were
trying to make Simon yield all your
scientific secrets, by threatening to kill
me in that horrible way.”

“We've gpot to work fast,” Curt told
the girl and the Brain. “Those sea-folk
are on their way with a seismic-wawve
outht to destroy Amphitrite Island,
Simon ™

“But the Wrecker's at Amphitrite!”
exclaimed the Brain. "“He went back
there from here.”

“The Wrecker won't be at Amphi-
trite when the city is destroyed,” Curt
retorted. “He knows what's coming
and' he’ll have left the city—unless
we're in time to stop him.”

Otho came running back up with
Grag. Curt spoke swiftly to the men’
who had just regained their bodies:
“HKemain here and guard that apparatus
below. If we can later round up all
the Wrecker's men, those who have not
vet regained their bodies will do so
then.”

HE Comef rose from Black Peak

a minute later, bearing Curt New-
ton, Joan, and the Futuremen. It
screamed southwest across the wast
Neptunian ocean toward Amphitrite.
The city by the shore seemed normal
when they sighted it first. Curt ordered
Grag to land by the docks of the Nep-
tunian Gravium Company.

Ag they landed, a snow-haired, griz-
zled man came running from a distance
toward them. It was Ezra Gurney.

“Where did yvou go, Captain Fu-
ture?” the old marshal cried wonder-
ingly. “I've been hunting you—"

“MNo time to tell you everything now,
Ezra,” Curt said. “First, though—did
vou check at the spaceport on those
gravium spaceships as I asked yvou?™

Ezra bobbed his head.

“Bure did. And I found that while
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those ships had disappeared near Sa-
tur and Marg, they had all had some
trouble here on Neptune previous to
their vanishing. Some of their crews
had disappeared here and had to be re-
placed.”

*I thought 80,” Captain Future de-
clared, his gray eyes flashing. “The
whole thing ties into place—every clue
to the Wrecker points to one man.”™

“¥You mean, you know who the
Wrecker is?” Ezra gasped.

“I've suspected from my first day
here, and now I'm sure,” Curt ans-
wered.

“It's Julius Gunn,
cried.

“Gunn's gone—he and Carson Brand
left for Earth an hour ago in his space-

acht!” Ezra announced. "“And Orr
ibro, that Martian magnate, left in
his own yacht right after Gunn.™

“What?" Curt Newton cried, and
Ezra nodded earnestly.

“It's so, Captain Future! Gunn said
he was going to Earth to get the Sys-
tem Government to cancel Orr Labro’s
concession,  And Orr Libro szid he
was following to keep that from hap-
pening."”

“I knew the Wrecker would take
care not to be here at Amphitrite when
the sea-folk attacked ! Curt exclaimed.
- "And this—"

At that moment came a startling in-
terruption. The rock under them shook
violently for a moment, the whole
island quivering sharply. Then the vi-
bration passed away.

“It’s the sea-folk beginning their at-
tack to destroy this island!™ Captain
Future cried. “They've built a big seis-
mic-wave machine that will set up wi-
brations of increasing intensity in the
column of rock that bears this island
above the sea. If the vibration reaches
high cnough pitch, the rock column will
be shattered and split and this whole
igland will sinlk under the =ea.”™

“Devils of space!” yelled Otho, “That
would mean—""

A sharper gquake shook the island,
and they staggered. The sea in the har-
bor was boiling uneasily, and a stone
wall collapsed somewhere with a loud
cragh. FPeople came pouring into the
streets with frightened cries. Still an-
other shuddering quake came and went.

isn't it?” Otho

“Otho, you take Joan in the Comet
and go after Gunn and Brand and Orr
Libro!” Curt ordered. “¥You can over-
haul them and bring them back.”

“But what about you, chief?” the
android cried.

“I've got to rally enough force here

to stop the sea-men from their attack
on this island,” Captain Future ecx-
claimed.

“How can we stop them when they're
down there in the sea under us?" Ezra
Gurney asked wildly.

URT pointed to the scores of tubu-
lar boats moored along the harbor,
tossing now on the boiling, uneasy sea.
“"There're a lot of those submersible
speedsters that can go right down into
the depths!" Captain Future exclaimed.
“We'll mount atom-guns on them and
go down and fight it out to a fAnish
with the sea-men.**
The Comet screamed up into the sk
a few minutes later, bearing Otho and
the Brain and Joan Randall on their
way to overtake the gravium officials

- and bring them back to Neptune. Curt

Newton and Ezra, with Grag striding
behind them, hurried to gather a force
of men to carry out their daring plan.

Amphitrite Island was rocking nowr
to quakes of ever-increasing intensity
and frequency. More than one of the
stone buildings had been shaken into
ruins, and wild panic was seething
through the motley planetary inhabi-
tants.

The men whom Curt and Ezra gath-
ered were representatives of almost all
worlds—hshermen, gravium miners,
and others. Pale, oppressed by the ter-
ror that now reigned over the quaking
city, they listened incredulously to
Captain Future's rapid explanation of
the peril and his plan.

A big Plutonian shouted approval.

“Captain Future's right! Our only
chance is to fight!”

Ezra Gurney hastily brought from
the Planet Police Headguarters, in
rocket-trucks driven by Police officers,
a mass of medium heavy atom-guns of
the type mounted on small space-
cruisers,

“These are intended for Police cruis-
ers,” panted the old marshal. *But it'll
take time to mount "em!™
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“Hurry, men!"” Captain Future yell-
ed. "The island can’t last long at this
rate,'

Men toiled madly along the docks
- to install the atom-guns on the sub-
mersibles. The guns had to be mounted
on the outer hull, and a fire-control
switch for them installed inside.

Far below, the seismic-wave ma-
chine of the sea-men was setting up
ever stronger vibrations in the tower-
ing column of the island. The whole
izsland seemed about to shake loose
from itz foundations.

“Ready, Captain Future!” Ezra
yelled, his weather-beaten face grim as
he came running along the dock.

“Come on, then—all of you!” Curt
Newton cried. “Dive straight down
after me 1™

Curt leaped into the craft on which
he had been mounting one of the guns.
Ezra followed, while ag slid back the
water-tight upper hull, and then took
the fire-control of the gun. Captain
Future astarted the rocket-motors throb-
bing. He sent the speedster hurtlin
down into the depths—and a score o
armed submersibles like it followed it
in that reckless dive.

The green sunlit water grew dusky
as they hurtled downward, keeping
alongside the wvast stalagmite-column
of the island. Down, down—and then
in the dark waters below, Captain Fu-
ture saw moving shapes.

*There’'s the thing that's doing it—
the seismic-wave generator!™ he yelled.
“Try to get it with the atom-gun,
Grag!”

He had glimpsed the big cylindrical
machine attached to the rock at the
base of the towering rock island.

“Seca-men coming up to mcet us!”
warned Ezra.

CURT saw them. There were hordes
of the swimming sea-meén down
there around their machine, And many
of them were mounted upon the huge
reptilian ursals. Now up through the
water to tmeet the diving submersibles
came the sea-mmen on their fierce,
mighty mounts. Their force-rods
streaked fire at the plunging boats.
Curt Newton swept his craft aside to
avoid that blasting fire. With a boom-
ing yell, Grag was firing the atom-gun.

L

Atom-flares from all the attacking sub-
mersibles criss-crossed in the dusky
waters with the hre-streaks of the sea-
men.

Curt saw two and then three of the
submersibles around him hit by the de-
fenders. Their hulls pierced, water
rushed into them, drowning their occu-
Eanta instantly! But sea-men had been

it, too! Atom-flares had mowed a
deadly swathe through the hordes of
the sea-men and their giant mounts.

“Grag, I'm going down through them
this time!"™ Captain Future cried.
“Stand ready to gun that generator!”

The battle was a crazy confusion of
snarling wrsals, darting sea-men loos-
mg leaping fires, and plunging rocket-

Aaming su%mﬂrsihle boats whose guns
belched atomic flame.

Down through that perilous chaos of
battle, Captain Future sent their craft
recklessly diving. Fire-streaks flared
before his eves, weaving a deadly pat-
tern that he eluded only by superhu-
man swiftness at the contrels. The
base of the island—the great cylindrical
mechanism throbbing there—rushed up
toward him.

“MNow, Grag!” he yelled.

The robot acted. Their atom-pgun
belched a hail of deadly flares, that
struclk the throbbing mechanism. and
blasted through it in a half-dozen
places. The big cylinder flashed into
exploding flame, completely wrecked.

“You got 1t!” Ezra Gurney yelled ex-
citedly.

The sea-men who had swarmed
wildly to protect the seismic-wave gen-
erator seemed disheartened by its de-
struction. The began to retreat
through the dusky waters.

“After ‘em!” Ezra shouted hercely.
“Kill every one of the finny dewvils!*

“No —no unnecessary slaughter,”
Captain Future contradicted firmly.
“They've had their lesson.”

The sca-men, indeed, were gtreaming
away panically in full flight toward
their own submarine city far west.
Curt Newton, feeling the strain of the
weird and deadly struggle, watched
them go. Then he led his depleted fleet
back up toward the surface.

“Those sea-folk know now that they
can't hope to drive our péoples from
Neptune,” he said, “And we can nego-
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tiate with them in the future and show
them they've nothing to fear from us.
I think there’ll be peace on this planet
after this.”

“But what about the devil who used
them as allies to do all this?”" Ezra de-
manded. ““What about the Wrecker -

“His turn is next,” Curt promised
grimly. ;

When they reached the surface and
swept in toward the docks, they saw
that the guaking of Amphitrite island
had ceased. Small damage had been
done. The panic of the inhabitants was
passing.

The men from Captain Future's
boats cheered wildly as they disem-
barked at the docks, And the tall, red-
haired scientific wizard spoke to them
in a ringing, confidence-inspiring voice.

*“There's nothing more to fear, men!
The danger to Amphitrite is over—and
so 13 the danger to the System’s grav-
ium supply. There'll be no stoppage of
gravium—no paralysis of interplane-
taHrEIif: now!” ;

ut the Wrecker?"” Ezra Gurney re-
peated.

Curt was looking up into the sky,
from which a small dot was dropping.

“The Wrecker is coming now—in the
Comet,” he answered sternly.

It was indeed the Comet that was
dropping out of the sky, swooping to
a reckless landing on the docks with
rocket-tubes  blastin flame. Othao
emerged hastily, -'EI:I'I.('F Joan with the
Brain. They bhurried toward Captain
Future and Grag and Ezra.

“It's all over,” Curt answered their
alarmed questiong. ““The island’'s safe
now. You brought back Gunn and
Brand and the Martian "

“Sure, the Comet overhauled both
their yachts before they were a million
miles from Neptune,” boasted Otho.
“There they come.™

ULIUS GUNN and Carson Brand
were emerging from the tear-drop
ship, and after them Orr Libro of Mars.
*This is an outragel!” barked Gunn
to Captain Fututre. *“Having me
brought back like a commeon criminall!™
*“Why did you take Brand with you
instead of letting him stay here to run
the company ?"” Curt demanded.
“Brand offered to testify about Orr

FUTURE
Libro’s sneaking actions,” rasped

Gunn. “I'll cook that Martian's goose!”’

S The time for accusations and de-
nialg iz past, Mr. Gunn,"” Curt Newton
said sternly. "I know which of von
men 15 the Wrecker 1™

There wag a little silence. And then
Curt spoke 51uw11y.

“The whole plot has grown pretty
clear since I've been on Neptune., And
a daring plot it was—an amazing con-
gpiracy  to  gain  power over the
whole System by getting a strangling
monopoly on the gravium supply.

“That is what the Wrecker has been
after—a gravium monopoly. For the
Wrecker 158 someone familiar with the
gravium industry, who saw how much
power such a monopoly would give.
He saw that with all gravium in his
hands to =ell or to withold, he could
dominate the life of the E-Fstm:n. He
could ask anything, any price, for gra-
vium, since he alone would be able to
supply it. It was this vista of possible
power that stirred an ambitious man to
plot to become the Wrecker.™

“I knew it!" Orr Libro cried. *1
told you that Gunn was trying to get a
monopoly on gravium—"

Captain Future silenced him with a
glance. “The Wrecker,” Curt con-
tinued, “had been here on Neptune and
knew the planet well. He had, during
explorations for underwater gravium
beds, encountered the hidden sea-
people. And he saw how that strange
race, with its supeér-scientific powers,
could be made allies in his great plot.

“The sea-folk have always hated the
intruders into their ocean—all the Nep-
tunian legends told that. So the
Wrecker made alliance with them on
the following terms: he would help
them drive the planetary races away
from Neptune forever, and in return
the sea-folk would supply him with as
much gravium as he required. That,
I'm certain, was the foundation of the
Wrecker's conspiracy !”

Curt Newton continued searchingly.

“You see what success of that plot
would have meant? The Wrecker
would be able to get gravium from the
sea-folk in the Neptunian ocean. No
one else would be able to get it.  The
Wrecker would thus have his gravium
monopoly !
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“But to make it a monopoly, the
other gravium sources in the System
must be destroyved, those on Mercury,
Mars, Saturn and Oberon. And to de-
stroy them, the Wrecker neecded ships
and followers. The sea-folk would fol-
low and cbey him. but couldn’t live out
of water. However, they knew the sci-
entific secret of mind-exchange and this
was brought into play. Scores of fish-
ermen were kidnaped, sea-men’s minds
were transfered into their bodies, and
those alien-minded men became the
Wrecker's band.

“To get spaceships for his forays,
the Wrecker planted some of his men
on four of the gravium-run ships that
stopped here at Neptune—he caunsed
some of the crews to be kidnaped and
replaced them by his own men. Those
four ships struck simultancously at
the Mercory, Mars and Saturn mines,
destroying them utterly. The fourth
ship was detailed to capture me, to
make sure Captain Future didn't inter-
fere with this great conspiracy. It
failed to keep me a captive, but it or
one of the Wrecker’s ships did destroy
the Oberon mines.

“That left only the mines on Neptune
here. Mine One and Mine Two were
destroyed by the sea-men exactly on
schedule as apreed by them with the
Wrecker. They were then to destroy
Mine Three and wreck this island and
city. There would be no gravium
mines and no colonists left on Nep-
tune. The sea-folk wonld prevent them
from being re-eatablished. And the
sea-folk would give the Wrecker, in re-
turn for his aid, a certain amount of
gravium each wyear, no doubt, which
would make him gravium-master of the
System !

APTAIN FUTURE' concluded.
*“And that plot almost won  suc-
cass.  The Wrecker-almost got a2
strangle-hold on interplanctary life.”
“But yvou haven’t said whe he iz!"
Ezra Gurney exclaimed.

“Gentlemen,” Captain Future said
softly, “the Wrecker is— Carson
Brand!"

“¥es," said Brand quietly. *“I am the
Wrecker."

Carson Brand's pleasant, brown
young face was a stony mask, his eyes

bitter with throbbing emotion. His
gaze swept the thunderstruck faces of
the others, and rested on Curt's stern
features, Then Brand opened his
hand. In his palm he discloscd a small
glass tube filled with blue Huff.

Captain Future recognized that tube.
It was the wvial of the deadly Saturnian
“death-fungus.”

“Make one move toward me, any of
you,” throbbed Brand's woice, ™ and 1
crush this tube. VW e'll all be masses of
fungus-spores in a split-second.”

Appalled, the others stood frozen.
All knew that the threat was no idle
bluff. The terrible fungoid death would
destroy them all if Brand broke that
tube’s contents among them.

Curt stalled desperately for tme,
racking his brain for some way of keep-
ing that death from the others.

“Would you like to know why I sus-
pected all along that you were the
Wrecker?” he asked grimly.

“Yes, I would—before you die, Fu-
ture,” Brand said harshly.

Curt smiled.

“You gave vyourself away out in
Mine One, Brand. You remember, you
went down into the submarine dome
with me. You saw the little bulg=s in
the wall. You cried that the whole
dome was going to give way, and got
vourself and the men out of there. And
the dome did give way soon after and
almost trapped e in it.

“But, as your mine-boss had said,
that bulged wrall in itself wasn't dan-
gerous, Brand. There didn't seem a
chance of its collapsing. Yet, as I re-
alized later, you had been sure it
would be destroyed in a few minutes.
¥ou were forewarned, therefore, that
the dome would be destroyed at an ex-
actly scheduled time. Which meant
that you were in alliance with those
outside the dome who would destroy
it! You only went down in the dome
for a minute to avert all suspicion
falling on yourself.”

“Youre right, Captain Future,”
Brand rasped. “And you were right
about the rest of my plan. You were

only guessing about my treaty with the
sca-folk, T know, but your BER 15 COr-
rect. I did discover that hidden people
in my submarine mine-explorations,
and I did see the chance to win a gra-
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vium ‘monopoly of the System with
their help. I killed Kerk El and Quar-
us Qull to keep them from developing
new mines. I'd have won, too—except
for yvou."

REAND'S wvoice fhlc]{E‘nEd with
hate.
“From the first, you were the onc
man in the System I feared. That's
why I tried to make sure you wouldn’t

interfere. But yvou did. You've won
the game. But you're losing wour
Life—"

Suddenly Grag acted! The robot had

been bunching his metal limbs and now
he sprang like a great projectile at
Erand. Brand, with a wyell of hate,
smashed the deadly tube in his hand
as the robot and he Iunged backward.

Out of the smashed tube puffed an
expanding cloud of blue fluff, balloon-
ing with awifnl rapidity. Fungus
spores that blossomed with such EP:Ed
that as they hit the ground, both Car-
son Brand and Grag were covered with
the deadly fluff.

Brand cried out horribly, waved
fungus-covered arms in agonized con-
vulsions — then was still. Curt had
swept Joan and Ezra and the others
back, away from the terrible blight.

“Grag!™ he velled.

Grag was rising to his feet. Calmly,
the robot drew his proton-gun and be-
gan searing the Huff off his metal body
by a weak beam.

“It's all right, master—his blight had
no. effect on me,” boomed the robot.
“He should have realized that fungus
can't harm metall”

CHAPTER XX
Rockets in the Night

UET NEWTON breathed grate-
fully the warm, balmy night air of
~old Earth, as he emerged from the
looming Government Tower. He
walked with slow strides in the direc-
tion of the spaceport where the Future-
men awaited him in the Ceomet.
Betore Curt, all New York seemed
blazing with light tonight. The moon-
lit metropolis of stupendous pinnacles

pulsed with an almost frantic revelry
of celebrations. Feor this city, like
every city on every world in the Sys-
tem, was celebrating the lifting of that
dark pall of terror which had threat-
ened to paralyze the nine worlds.

Curt’s ears still rang with the tremu-
lous praigse just given him by James
Carthew, System President, to whom
he had made report.

“Captain Future, yvou don't realize
how much you've done for the System
by exposing that ambitious plotter in
time. I=n't there any way we can show
you the gratitude we feel?”

“Just let me get going to the Comer,”
Captain Future had smiled. *“The
others will be getting tired waiting for
mE‘.I'I-

Curt felt tired himself as he strode
through the parks and streets of the
joy-mad metropoelis, toward the space-
port. He felt the terrific strain of that
deadly struggle out on far Neptune.

Throbbing, lilting music from a
gayly lit pleasure palace he was pass-
ing, reached his ears. He stopped,
looking in through its broad windows.
In there, men and women were danc-
ing joyously, under soft lights, cele-
brating the passing of the terror.

A queerly wistful expression came
onto Captain Future’s tanned, hand-
some face as he watched them. He was
as young as they, really. ¥Yet never
had any such gayety been his.

HKEven in boyhood, when other lads
hiz age had been growing up with
friends and family he had been already
roving the spaceways with the Future-
men, meeting the dangers of far worlds.
And since manhood, as Captain Fu-
ture, he had never known at what time
he might meet disaster on some mis-
sion in distant, perilous solar spaces.

HEN Curt Newton’s shoulders
straightened, and the bright glcam
came back into his gray eyea. Though
he had missed much that other men
had, he had had much that they could
never even dream of. The wild thrill
of battling with the loyal Futoremen
through hazardous battles in the void;
the thrill of discovery at penetrating
weird, hidden lands nf strange, far
worlds |
“It's cnough—it's more than enough,
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for me,” Curt Newton whispered to
himself. He looked up at the bright
full moon. “Time we were getting
home I"

He strode on. And the gay dan-u:ing
crowd inside that place never dreame
that Captain Future had stood looking
in on them. But, minutes later, as a
small, streamlined ship rocketed up
across the city's pinnacles, the crowd
streamed out excitedly.

“It’s Captain Future's ship!” one of
the merry-makers was crying. “He's
been here on Earth!™

They looked up tensely at the little

ship as it screamed across the city in
a rising slant, its rockets thundering in
a drumming drone. Rockets in the
night, pluming tails of fire as the ris-
ing ship curved up and up toward the
great, mellow disc of the full moon!

Curt Newton and the Futuremen
were going home. But only until the
gignal-light at the North Pole blazed
again to call them forth to battle solar
dangers.

Always, Captain Future had
answered that call. Always, he would
answer.

Earth could dance in peace.

@
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Mo, Z—THE SYNTHETIC MAN
THO, the android or synthetic man, is
the anly being of his kind in the Solar

[l System., He is a man who was never
born, but was artificially made!

In his nataral form no one would mistake
him for & human being. For the android's
armsa and legs have s rubbery boneless look.
Hiz artificially created flesh is pore white,
nat pink like human fesh. Otho's dead-
white face has no eyebrows or eyclashes,
and there is no hair whatever upon Ing well-
shaped white head. In a beltlike harness he
carries hia ray-pistols, make-up pouch and
other belongings.

Otho's face was carefully molded by his
maker, Captain Future's father, before the
final “setting™ of his fAesh, The man-made
features are regular, yet there 1s something
unusual abeot Otho's expression.

Like a cat's eyes, his jade-green orbs can
gee in darkness. And there is a gueer, alien
humor, a_gay, mocking deviltry in the cool
way in which they stare.

THE WORLD'S FASTEST BEING

When Roger Mewton and the Braim
planned Otho's creation, they modeled the
synthetic man after the human body, but
simplified the pattern. Otho has no ap-
pendizx or other such =superfinous organs
which in the human body are atrophied and
ugeless. The android's physical make.up is
etreamlined for efficiency. To more than
one Earthman, he has seemed almost dia-
bolic—ior his ironic, twisted mental cutlook
cccasionally leads to strange resulis.

The skeleton around which the synthetic
man's Hesh was molded is composed, not of

MEET THE FUTURE MEMNT

In this department, which is a regular feature
af CAFTAIM FUTURE, we acqualint you further
with the companien: of CAPFTAINM FUTURE
whom you have met in our complets bosk-langth
nevel. Here you are told the off-the-record
starins of their lives and anecdotes plucked from
thair caresari. Follow this department closely,
for it contains many interesting and fascinating
facts to supplemant these yeu read in our foas
tured nn'-'clla.

rigid bones, but of artificial bones that are
many bmes stronger and so flexible that
they can be bent double without breaking.
This fact, and the great strength of his
artificial muscle-tissues, gives Otho his won-
deriul agility and spead. The fact that he'i=
a superman has alienated him from normaal
beings, and at times, throough sheer laneli-
ness, the androdd will assome a human dis-
g:u.i::c and wvisit Earth inl;ngnita,

The android can run faster, jump higher,
and move more guickly in an emergency
than almost any other creature in the Sys-
tem. It was Otho who taught Captain
Future apeed and skill in the davs when
Curt Hewton was a boy upon the moon.

It was he who taught Curt the method of
super ju-jitsu which he had evolved, and
which enables him to overpower an ordinary
man in & twinkling. But, though Captain
Future 15 capable of faster actiop”than any
other human in the System, he can’t guite
match the unhoman Otho, ;

Otho's body requires both air and food to
maintain its metn‘é‘nlism. He must breathe—
but his lungs are capable of breathing air
that is so poisonons it would kill the aver-
age human.

While he can eat -nrdi:nara: human food,
the android prefers to take his nutrition in
the elementary form of simple chemical ele-
ments. It saves time, and Otho is always in
a hurry about something.

POWERS OF DISGUISE

Most famons of Ctho’s accomplishments
is his i:u:-wer of disguise. By softening and
re-gatting his synthetic fesh, and changing
the statnre and posture of his Aexible-skel-
etoned body, Otho can make himself up to
be an exact double of anyone in the System,
no - matter what planestary race he belongs
to,

Otho's power of assuming disguises has
been of wital aid to Captain Futiure many
timesa. FPerhaps Otho's greatest feat of
malke-up was disguising himgelf as one of
the Mind Men of Saturn.

That strange race who inhabit a legendary
land hidden far in the endless Great Plaing
of Saturn are mere immobile and featureless



balls of Aesh outwardly, though they possess
minds of inecalculable power and can use
mental force as a powerful weapon. ;

« Otho, by his wizardry of make-up, suc-
ceeded in the incredible feat of passing him-
sclf off as one of the Mind Men for a whole
day, in a desperate emergency.

The onhuman: Otho loves danger [or ite
own sake. He iz soon bored when there is
a lack of excitement.  For the android has
neither the superhuman patience of Grag,
the robot, nor the cold, sustere detachment
of the Brain.

LOYALTY TO CAPTAIM FUTURE

Otho would go through fire and water for
Captain Future. To him, as to the other two
Futuremen, the chief purpose of life iz loy-
alty to the wyou Wiz of acience whom
they three reared from a helpless infant,

it while he would carry out any mission
that Curt Mewton ordered, Otho will gener-
ally, through sheer boredom and reckless-
ness try to stir gp a httle ::Eﬂitcm:nt on the
way, and that often gets him into trouble.

Once, while on A mission for Captain Fu-
ture, Dtho waeant too far of his course to
pursue a Heeing enemy, and got himself
wirecked and marooned on an asteroid with
a polzonous atmesphere. A homan would
have been asphyxiated there, but Otho's im-
pervious lungs {n::.th:d. the lethal air with-
out great harm. But he had tramped the
hLttle world for a menth before Grag finally
found him. Otheo had passed the time by
constmcting an underground hide-ont which
later proved invalnable.

The unhoman android’s queer, mocking
humor i one of his strongest characteristics.
He never tries chafing the Brain—Citho has
too vast a respect for that brooding, icy-
minded hl:i?—F- But Grag is the great batt of
his gibes. e long age found out that Grag
has no sense of humor, and he has been
ﬂ_l:vilinz the great, stmple-minded robot ever
BIMCE.

OTHO'S FEUD WITH GRAG

The chief subject of his taunts iz Grag'e
unhumanness. The big, naive robot wenld
like more than anything else to be thought
human,  Mothing o pleases Grag as the idea
that he is almost as human as other people.

But Otho denies that Grag 1z human with
sly, deceptive casualness, he keeps pointing

out that humans breathe, and eat, and have
flesh instead of metal bodies, and that Grag
has none of these abilities. This invariabl

excitez the indignation of the robot, an

makea him deny vociferously that Otho is
human, either. .

And that nlwaﬂ; provokes an argument,
for Otho loses his temper easily. Grags
castomary retort 15 that homans can't re-
mold their bodies and faces as Otho does,
and that therefore Otho isn't human. The
two have disputed the guestion all over the
Syvetem from Mercury to Pluto—usually
they get so bitter about it that Captain Fu-
ture or the Brain has to interiere,

Yet neither Grag nor Otho are as serious
in thelr quarreling as they geem. They may
be shouting at the tops of their voices, but
let any danger suddenly come up, and robot
and android will instantly stop thelr dispute
and work side by side in perfect co-opera-
tion. Each knows that the other has special
abilitiee which cannot be matched, and that
are often needed in the dangerous adven-
tures into which Captain Future leads them.

SEEKS EXCITEMENT AND DANGER

It iz when they are outward bound in
gpace with peril and new scencs ahead that

tho is happiest. On the other hand; when
they spend a long period in Captain Future’s
laboratory-home on the moon, Othao Gnds it
boring. While Curt and the Brain are en-
gaged in their abstruse scientific researches,
and while Grag busics himself in the simpler
worlk of the cavern-dwelling, Otho will saun-
ter dizcontentedly among the lunar craters
in hit space-gnit, and loock ap di‘El:-ﬂnFﬂlﬂtFl:r'
at the starry spaces and wish something
weonld I'Lil[!IJE'I.’!..

High-tempered and impatient, fGerce and
Eav il}r turns, excitement-craving and  ot-
terly fearless and absolutely loyal, Otho the
android is one of the most striking of the
three Futuremen who companion Captain
Future in his perilons quests through the
solar spaces. :

One very human attribute of the android
is that he can dream, and in his doeams he 15
always on Earth, for which he has a herce
loyalty, outwardly he can scorn or mock
anything in the Universe—but inside his
shell of impervious irony is a mind more
sengitive and sometimes more unhappy than
any Earthman could possess.
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Lunar Parasites
By RAYMOND 7. GALLUN

Authaor of "Renegade from Saturn,” “Dark Sun eic.

There Was Only One Way to Save the Doomed Men on the
Moon—by Killing Them!

ED-HEADED Dan Radland

bit hizs lip, nodded grimly.
“All right, Chief,” he said
softly. “I'll say it was me that got all
those men killed, then. But here's
just one last request—no, three. Num-
ber one—let me dig my own pgrave,
wherever I choose, within a radius of,
half a mile of here. Under guard, of
course. Secondly—carry out my ex-
ecution as scon as possible. Third—
use a full strength welder-blast to
bump me off with. Good enough?”
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The‘ﬁr. in the wvolcanic ash, was a
long row of sixz-foot mounds—graves
marked with crude metal crosses.
They were the graves of men who had
suffocated in the lunar airlessness,
when Danny Radland had deliberately
exploded that air-dome. With his own
eyes old Stan had seen Radland mur-
der those men by puncturing the air-
dome.

The aged leader of the Lunar Re-
habilitation Company wondered what
lay behind Danny's odd reguest about

The blast waldar mades Danny lose all sanase of being

Hardbitten old Stan Suchard looked
at the young culprit with a puzzled
frown. He'd always liked Danny
Radland. Danny was reckless and
gay. Clever, too. And deep. Deep
ag the mystery of the Iunar deserts,
with which they had all played com-
pany for so long. MNothing in the
world could have pleased old Stan
more than to see Danny proved inno-
cent. But it just wasn't in the books.

There waz that punctured crystal
dome, the first of what was going to
compose a city here in ancient Co-
pernicus, the largest crater on the
Moon.

doing his own grave-digging, and
about being killed with the positively
charged welder blast, instead of the
usual intravenous anesthesia shot.
Was his motive treachery, or some
queer romanticism? 0Old Stan didn't
ask, because he didn't care to listen
to any more fantastic lies. There
wasn't much chance for treachery to
be effective. He pitied Danny’s tired,
worried, i1l look, But the youth was
sane, His calm, gquiet tone proved
that. b :
“Please yourself, Radland,” Su-
chard said grimly. “I'll send you out
te do your grubbing now. As scon as
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vou're finished, we can do the rest."

Beyond the encampment of great
air-tight rocket ships, near a high mass
of wolcanic rock on the crater floor,
Danny Radland began digging his
own grave with a pick and shovel. He
was clad in an old-fashioned leaded
space suit. Owver him was a grimly
armed guard of six men.

Radland wasn't nearly as cool or
devil-may-care as he seemed outward-
ly. He alone knew part of the truth!
He'd shattered that air-drome with
explosive, all right! But he'd done it
for a reason! He'd had to kill those
men. Had to kill them because they
were already doomed by something
ghastly and tenuous, even as he was
now, himself—discounting the sen-
tence of death! To have them walk-
itlg around was dangerous to the en-
tire crew! Having ‘them buried deep
in the Tunar dust was far safer for
their companions!

AI"-T D now Radland meant to prove
his point even at the cost of his
life! He was a8 good as dead anyway.
oven without the courtmartial’s swift
sentence!

For there were strange aches in his
body, fireballs bursting painfully in
his brain, and a chill in his blood. He
had a fair idea of what was wrong
with-him, though mere words to Stan
Suchard and the others weren't
enough. Those buzzards wouldn’t be-
lieve anything so weird and strange,
unless they were shown!

Mo, it wasn't disease germs that had
attacked him and those men he had
killed. Such bacteria could newver
have lived under the bombardment of
ultra-vielet rays from the sun that
came down to the lunar surface, bar-
ren of any protecting atmosphere. It
was another form of life—electrical
life, primitive, savage, senseless, and
inexorable. Being pure, almost invis-
ible energy itselt, its sole food was
energy—energy which the body of a
man or animal could supply as effec-
tively as anything else.

Danny EKadland had wandered far
over the surface of the Moon during
his time. He was probably the only
living man who had ever seen that
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weird affiction, produced by a fan-
tastic parasitism, follow its course
from beginning to end.

It was his pal, Art Dantry, who had
been the wictim. A hundred hours
after it had hit him, and it had been
all over. Art had been a withered,
cold corpse by then. And Danny Rad-
land read a new significance in the
ruing left in scattered places on the
Moon. Those old Selenites, who had
carved grotesque images and bas-re-
liefs in their underground temples
and habitations, perhaps hadn't be-
come extinct merely because their
world had grown old and unfit to sup-
port them. Maybe this alien life, that
had somehow found its way through
a leak in Art Dantry's leaded space
suit, had got them, too!

Such was the knowledge and sus-
picion that Danny EKadland had car-
ried around with him for half a year,
before he came back fo the Moon
again with Suchard’s outht. And
when he'd seen a peculiar lavender
glow around the leaky insulation of a
generator beneath the doimme, his fears
had grown a hundred-fold. This was
the lunar parasitism in activity —it
was lapping up its focd. It absorbed
heat, electrical power, anything to
sustain 1ts ghoulish vitality !

Those men working beneath the .
dome had complained of illness. All
had been wearing, in their sorties
abheld from the encampment, not the
old-fashioned leaded armor, but the
newer aluminum suits, lined with an
energized fabric that was supposed to
be more effective than lead to screen
dangerous cosmic rays.

EBut there was something wrong
with that new armor, just the same.
Radland had killed those men, with
far more than regret in his heart. He'd
killed them hecause it was necessary.
And then he'd discovered that the af-
Aiction had bored inta his own body
too—maybe when he'd been near that
generator !

The grave he was digging for him-
self now was of peculiar form. In the
hardened velcanic ash he made it like
the inside of 8 jar—a narrow opening
at the top, and a wide bottom. Ha
wanted to protect his executioners
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from what he thought was going to
happen, and so he was-careful.

adland hurried as best he could. .
He'd had the affliction, now, for about
twenty hours, He wondered if any
more of his fellows had been infected.
He couldn’t be sure but maybe I
could show them what it was all about,
at least.

For one thing, he'd tested himself
with a pith ball, charged with positive
electricity. It had been strongly at-
tracted to his fingers. That was what
had given him an idea. So now, when
the grave was finished, Radland sent
one of his sullen guards to fetch Stan
Suchard, and Clive Harmon, who was
Foing to act as executioner.

Danny Radland didn’t climb out of
the pit. He merely handed a letter
he'd written up to old Stan.

“Read this after my execution,
Chief,” he explained quietly through
his communicator phones. “Especially
if anything pgoes wrong or looks
funny. Harmon can blast me while
I stand down here. . . .".

That was all anybody said. Rad-
land saw a circle of faces lockin
down upon him. Faces that showe
contermnpt, hate, and pity for a whole-
gale murderer. He wondered sud-
denly, with a dull hope, if his martyr-
dom would do any good. Almost with
curiosity he watched Harmon point
the barrel-like muzzle of the blast-
welder down toward his head. When
the trigger was depressed, Danny
Radland lost all sense of being.

UT to those who watched, things

were very strange. The weapon
gave a sharp hiss as usual. Then
there was a powerful puff of energy
from the pitlike grave. Electrical
discharges lanced through it. Their
muscles tingling, the men stepped
back. When things had quieted again,
they looked down once more into the
grave,

Miraculously, Danny Radland's
body and equipment weren't reduced
to ash and fused metal as they should
have been. He just lay crumpled at
the bottom of the pit, not a wisible
mark on him. As far as appearances
went, he might not even be dead—he
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might be only unconscious! And yet
the most fearful force of destruction
kEnown to man had been directed
against him. It was uncanny!

VWhile two of his aides proceeded
to lift the body out of the pit, Suchard
tore open the envelope that contained
Danny's brief message. Men crowded
to look over the old scientist’s shoul-
der as he read:

Well, what happened, Chief? ‘The diseaze,
or whatever name you want to give the thing
that clamped itself on me, and those boys in
the dome, beara a terrific negative charge, as
near a8 I can figure. Electrical, in at least
one of ite mapects. I tested mwself wath a
pith ball on a string, positively charged. The

ith ball was violently attracted toward my

ngertips, ahn::rll.lluri.uﬁ_J 1t I was negatively
charged, Because the blast welder iz strong-
]_-,ra}:m&it{v: electrically, vou should see neu-
tralizing cﬁ‘:cjs of some sort.

Yep, it's alive, Chief. Dangerous as hell.
Maybe you'll understand now. Eetter use
the blast on those bodies, too. Safer for
everybody. And throw away thosa new
aluminum space suits. They're no good at
screcning oft this thing at all. Buat lead does
the trick, somechow. . . .

0Old Stan Suchard's heavy brows
quivered, as fearfully and awedly he
began to catch on. :

“The negative electrical energy of
—of this—Ilife! It must have neutral-
ized the positive energy of the blast
welder!” he stammered. “That’s why
Danny wasn't destroyed by the blast!"

In another couple of minutes men
were digging up that row of graves, a
hundred wyards distant. KEach body,
interned for twenty hours, was re-
mowved, still in its space suit, which
acted in lieu of a coffin. EBlast:s were
applied to each, with the same result
as in the case of Danny Radland him-
self. Electrical crackles, betraying
the death of =zomething unseen—yet
the bodies themselves remained en-
tirely undamaged !

Meanwhile, Danny RERadland came
to. His muscles and nerves were
plenty sore as though something
deadly had been scorched out of them,
but the sullen dizzy ache of that
ghastly lunar parasitism was gone—
neutralized by positive electricity,
and smothered by an overdose of the
energy that was its food.

Old Stan was running toward Ead-
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land from the direction of the graves.

“They're coming to life, Danny!"
he was yelling excitedly. *“All those
men who died in the dome, when you
let the air out!”

Young Radland raised himself
weakly to his knees. It was his turn
to be startled now, too. But after he'd
thought a moment, he realized it was
all logical.

“So0, Chief?"” he said to the flabber-
gasted old man.
must be something like catalepsy.
Those fellows were just smothered—
not damaged in any way. Their sapace
suits protected them from lunar con-
ditions. And the parasitism was elec-
trical. It must have kept a little spark
going in these men, making it not
death but suspended animation. It

“Well—this thing -
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must have kept away all tissue decay,
too—even the slightest. After all, our
own lives are partly electrical too, in
a small way. Anvhow, I'm damned
glad, Chief, how things turned out for
the best. . . .

Stan Suchard helped his young com-
panion to his feet., It was an apology.
They both looked at the sullen wall of
Copernicus around them, brooding in
the sunshine. They both knew the
Moon better, now—her ancient, cryp-
tic history, her dangers, and her fu-
ture, which they were trying to build.
Rich mines and a city. . . .

But they were gladdest of all, this
reckless youth, and this prim old sci-
entist, because they understood and
appreciated each other far better,

TROTAT.

SEE CAPTAIN \FUTURE LOST IN THE DREADED MACHINE

CITY IN A LONELY DESERT ON MARS!

WITNESS

ACTION IN THE HIDDEN MISTLANDS OF SATURN!

THE TRIUMPH OF CAPTAIN FUTURE
NEXT ISSUE'S NOVEL




On TRt e
NEVE
Y (ONY) TWICE IN THE

BJE HIEME SAME PLACE?

Eﬁr Jﬁu:ﬁ E'I-Hﬂ'En-ﬂ-r"
) e

— JTQTAL —1of
. T’HE TIPOF THE EMDIQE STATE
BUILDING IS STRUCK AS MANY AS 30
‘TIMES A YEAR BY LIGHTNING.~
2 LIGHTNING FOLLOWS THE PATH OF
;. LEAST RESISTANCE-AGAIN AND AGAIN/
A\ AN AVERAGE LIGHTNING STORM RE-
b LEASES ONLY A DIMES WORTH CF
X ELECTRICITY, hLTG&ETHED,!"’

| FiSh 1S A BRAIN FUOIJ?

: IS 11MOS, WHO LIVE ALMOST SOLE LY.
ON FISH, ARE NQT, REMARKABLE FOR
THEIR JQ 5/ SCIENTISTS, AS A

CLASS, EAT LITTLE FI'E:H -"AI._- o g
THOUGEH FISH-FOOD iEHlErJ-I :

IN PHOSPHATES, WHICH OUR T i

BRAIN NEEDS, HO AMOUNT OF fi
INCREASED FISH DIET SENDS &

MORE PHOSPHATES TO OUR ‘ﬂ"@ 5
HEAD&ELHLH[:}CGHTE'DL .

. e 'ﬂ.' '. .. - ¥ -'.- T
THAT MATTERIS soun?
Dy T HERE IS MORE SPACE BETWEEN THE
: ELECTRONS AMD PROTONS OF THE ATOMS
“WHICH COMPOSE MATTER, IN PROPORTION,
1 THAMN BETWEEN THE SUNAND THE PLAN-
ETS/IF LITTLE BEINGS LIVED ON PROTONS,
THEIR BEST TELESCOPES WOULD NOT p
SHOW THEM THE NEAREST ELECTROMN,

104



i
1
|I i

THAT A COMET'S TI-'\lL
GASES WOULD DEST RQY \
LIFE ON EARTH

Bl N 1927, EARTH PASSED THROUGH THE
TAILOF THE PONS-WINNECKE COMET,

WHICH APPROACHED WITHIN 34 MILLION

MILES.. THE GENERALDEATH RATEON 4
EARTH DID NOT INCREASE ONE |0TA. & COMET

TAIL GASES, THOUGH POISONOUS, BRE MORE
TENUQUS THAN THE BEST VACUUM EVER MADE * %

] i
IN A LﬁBﬂﬁTﬂY _ e e

JTHAT RADIUM IS mne?

S % SIEACH CUBIC MILE OF OCEAN WATER.
== CONTAINS 4 OUNCES OF RADIUM IN SO
LUTION=IF IT COULD BE EXTRACTED.

= THROUGHOUT ALL THE SEAS, THERE ABE
A TOTAL OF 20000 TONS uls.-anwEi:;.

-';..p*’"ll gjﬁ

THAT SPACE IS COLD ?

S DACE 1S A VACUUM. IN A VACUUM

HEAT CAN ESCAPE ONLY BY RADIATION, il
WHICH TAKES HOURS. A HOT BOTTLE il
OF COFFEE SET OUTSIDE A SPACE-SHID,

WOULD STAY HOT FOR SOME TIME AS_ 1
THOUGH IT WERE IN A THERMOS BOTTLE/ I

" — _p.rr e —

1 III
NI
i p III
1 III




A Monster Telescope Reveals Terrors of the QOuter Universe
That MNo Man Can Sec—amnd Live'

Dr. Graysan iy huddizsd on tha Moaas

DEATH AT THE

ACKSON, janitor of the new
J Richmond Observatory, heard it
F first—a hoarse scream from
down the passage leading to the main
astronomical observatory. A scream,
and then a babbling stream of words in
which he recognized the voice of DPr.
ames Crayson, chief of the astronom-
ical staff. Then, silence.
Jacksen blinked, then dropped his

mop with a wet thud on the linoleum-

and raced up the corridor at top speed,
bursting in through the great green
baize doors at the end.
An astounding sight met his eyes.
Dr. Crayson lay huddled on the floor,

OBAMFRVATORY

By JOHN RUSNSSKEIL I:EARH

Anthor of “The Wailling Hybrsd,"*

“Beast of the Tarn,”™ eic

sprawled below the platformm of the
mighty new 400-inch reflector. Stand-
ing over him, a slender bright bar in
hiz hand, was young Chatles Bradmore,
Crayson’s assistant.

“Mr. Bradmore, sir,
pened '

As he gasped out the words Jackson
slowly went forward, his eyes wide,
fixed in horror on the motionless figure
of the astronomer.- With a sudden start
he noticed the smear of blood from the
doctor’s dark head.

“¥ou—you killed him ™ he slu-lckeﬂ
ﬂ.ugdﬂﬂl}n “Mr. Bradmore, you've gone
and—

what’s hap-
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“0Oh, shut up!” Bradmore snapped.
His young face was white, his fair hair
disheveled. "“Don't jump to such idi-
otic conclusions, man! Dr. Crayson
fell from the platform, struck his head
on this bar and it snapped off. He—"
He broke off. “Where are you going?"”
he demanded, as* Jackson swung
around. .

“Police " the janitor howled, tearing
out of the observatory. “Police! Help!
There's been a murder!” ;

His shouts brought other technicians
from their night work in the great
building. They crowded into the ob-
servatory, each adding his own opinion,
each infuriating the haggard Bradmore
all the more. '

“You and Crayson never were on
friendly terms, were you?"” asked Dal-
royd, the chief spectrographist in his
cold, cynical voice. ““This looks pretty
ugly for you, BEradmore.™

“Oh, shut up—all of you!" Bradmore
blazed, his blue eyes Haming. "I tell
you he fell! He "

“MNonetheless,” said Dalroyd steadily,
“this is a matter for the police.” And
he strode through the assembly to the
telephone.

The confused Bradmore hardly re-
membered what happened after that.
- He recollected the doctor saying that
Crayson had died from a wviolent blow
on the temple:; he remembered, too,
that he was asked a barrage of ques-
tions when the police arrived. Then,
with relentless inevitability, the law
tock its course.

BEADMORE, totally confused by

the speed with which matters

moved, had only a weak defense, and

certainly no alibi, Circumstantial evi-
dence piled up against him.

The observatory staff was bound to
testify that it was well known Brad-
more had little love for his superior,
Crayson. Their work had always been
done in a certain atmosphere of tension.

Bradmore knew full well that Cray-
son’s job would have been his, except
for influence in the background.
Wordy arguments between them had
ensued many a time. And on this par-
ticular night. . . .

The prosecuting counsel was certain
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of Bradmore's guilt. In a fit of anger
Bradmore had smashed off the slender
guide bar of the great telescope and
dealt the astronomer a mortal, ceward-
1y blow.

The only fingerprints on the bar were
those of Bradmore. Crayson had not
even touched it that evening. In wvain
EBradmore protested that Crayson had
had no need to touch it; that he had
picked it up when Crayson had
gmashed it off in his fall.

All too flimsy. The jury was only
away twelve minutes and returned
with the verdict of “Guilty !

The newspapers carried the story
under the headline of “@bservatory
Mwystery.” But not a soul in the land,
save one, believed that Bradmore was
innocent. That one was his closest
friend, Dick Warland.

Warland heard the whole case
through, was even a witness to his
friend’'s unimpeachable character.
The jury’s verdict was a terrific blow
to him.

Then gradually out of the maze of
his despair there came the slow begin-
nings of an idea. Was it possible
that . ..

He reached for his hat and left his
modest apartments in Golden Green
at something closely approaching a
run, on his way to see the one man
who could help him—3Scott Marlo,
who had an enviable reputation for
solving mysteries through scientific
deductions.

Many in the scientific world said
that Scott Marlo was crazy when he
had forsaken an undoubtedly brilliant
scientific career for the further pur-
suance of - his hobby, criminology.
Few credited his assertion that there
was mere scientific discovery in the
unearthing of modern crime than
there was in straight laboratory sci-
ENCE.

The modern criminal, he awverred,
used scientific methods. He, Marlo,
had set himself up against this vicious
elemment, with remarkable success so
far, even if Scotland Yard was at times
prone to regard him as something of a
dabbler.

His apartments over an O=xford
Street store were large and well fur-
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nished, and carried a peculiar reek of
chemicals. To the rear he had a com-
plicated laboratory. Most of his time
was spent in intricate analysis, using
his masterful scientific mind for the
extenzion of known theories into quite
new channels, usually to the undoing
of some criminal.

On the evening of Bradmore's con-
viction, Dick Warland was shown into
the presence of this thirty-five-vear-
old scientiat. The manservant left him
alone in a quiet room in which the
Lendon traffic roar was muted, then
Marlo appeared in a white smock.

Short, big-headed, sqguare-jawed,
with closely cropped black hair, he
was unguestionably a8 man of action
and swift decisions. As the stientist
shook hands with him, Warland *had
a curious impression of rocklike
strength and imperturbability,
founded on definite knowledge.

ARLO'S keen gray eyes were
asking gquestions all the time
Warland stated his business.

“The PBradmore case?" Marlo re-
peated at last, after pondering a mo-
ment. “0Oh, yes. I have the facts
tabulated. Wery interesting, too. It
was especially interesting to me as a
scientific matte r—astronomical, I
mean, . . . But why do you come to
mef'

“Because I believe Bradmore 18 no
more guilty than you or I—and 1 want
yvou to use your knowledge in proving
it.””  Warland smiled a little apcloget-
ically. “Unfortunately, I'm not a
moneyed man. I can only pay mod-
estly for your services. I've come to
yvou because you are definitely the last
hope. I believe something happened
in that observatory of which nobody
—not even Bradmore—had any knowl-
edge. I believe that whatever it was
accounted for Crayson's death.”

Marlo stroked his square chin with
acid-stained :ﬁngers.

“Well, maybe,” he admitted finally.
“But that hardly justifies my butting
in. I'm not a prufessmmﬂ criminol-
ogist—only an amateur.”

“But you're a scientist!” Warland
cried earnestly. “This needs a man
of science—not a detective. Nothing
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but a =scientific cause could have
killed Era].rscln I'm convinced of it.™

“Ummm,” Marlo grunted, and pon-
dered again. Then he started to walk
round the room, thumping his fist in
hizs' palm. “You know,” he szaid
slowly, “the more you recall the facta
of the trial to my mind the more I be-
gin to see your viewpoint. I thought
at the time that there seemed to be
certain wealknesses. A four-hundred-
inch telescope, for instance, only
newly ' installed—the greatest tele-
scope ever made. Come to think of it,
it might be worthwhile looking into
the case if only to get a close look at
that monster.”

“Whatever your reason,” urged
Warland, "I beg of you to look into it.
But again, in all fairness, T must re-
mind you that the money—"

“Money?" Marlo laughed shortly.
“What is it, anyway? Paper currency
based on Element Seventy-nine—gold.
I've no time for money. Got loads of
it.” Apgain he hesitated, then his big
dark head nodded slowly. “Very well,
I will look into it,” he promised guiet-
ly. "But first of all there are one or
two details T must arrange. My
friend, Detective-inspector Hartley,
of Scotland Yard arranges official de-
tails for me, which allows me a permit
as a free operator. In the meantime
I shall study the situation.”

“And what must I do?” Warland
demanded quickly.
“¥ou? Nothing at all. Be at the

Richmond Observatory, main entrance
tomorrow night at eight. It will be
dark then, and maybe that four-hun-
dred-inch reflector will tell us some-
thing.”

Warland snatched his hat. “Olkay!
Count of me! And thanks again and
again. I'm going to get into touch .
with Bradmore and tell him all about
it. Good night.”

Marlo didn’t answer. He was al-
ready lost in thought, stabbing the air
with his long indeéex finger to empha-
size certain points in his mind.

Scott Marlo kept his word. War-
land, waiting of the observatory steps
an hour before time, became aware of
the scientist's stocky, powerful form
striding through the misty darkness
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on the stroke of eight. He merely
gave the briefest of nods, then strode
purposefully into the main corridor,
handed in his card, and moved on to
the great, lighted observatory.

ARLAND found himself in-

troduced to the bluff, plain-
clothed fRgure of Inspector Hartley,
arid then to the technicians who had
been summoned to attend.

*1 don't know what I'd do without
you, Hartley, to get things into
shape,” Marlo commented, taking off
his shaggy overcoat.

He rubbed and flexed his hands like
a pianist about to play a concerte,
then turned toward the mighty mass
of the 400-inch reflector, stared
thoughtfully on to the mirror screen
immediately below it.

Most of it was covered with eider-
down. After a moment or two he
mounted to the eight-feet-high plat-
form from which Crayson had fallen,
and sat down before the guiding eye-
piece of the giant.

“Tell me,” he said, turning sud-
denly, “what exactly was Dr. Crayson
studying on the night he met his
death? If any of you here know,
please be absolutely exact.”

“I can tell you,” answered Dalroyd,
coming forward. “He was making an
analysis of Sirius. There was some
slight alteration in the star’s mag-
nitude and he was preparing to make
a complete report. I know that hbe-
cause I was standing by ready to make
spectroheliograph observations.”

*“8irius, eh?” Marlo’s eyes narrowed.
“Sirius—the brightest star in the sky.
.+ . How do you fix this telescope
on any star? HRyepieces, or what?"

“Usually it is done by mathematical
prearrangcment, a science of angles.
Only way to shift a giant like this.
Then there is a preliminary survey
jchrn.ugh pilot telescopes for center-
Ing. '

“I see. Well, I'd be glad if you'd
fix it on Sirius, now.,"”

Dalroyd nodded, motioned to two
other technicians beside him, then
they went to work together on the
operation of massive controls and
switchboards. The mammoth con-
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trivance moved slowly in its great
gimbals, was adjusted to a hair fine-
ness of focus, and finally was trained
on to the mirroid reflector from which
the eiderdown was removed.

Marlo, Warland, and Hartley stood
with the others, staring down into the
mirror. Sirius was dazzlingly repro-
duced, the mistiness of the upper at-
moszphere creating but little disturb-
ance, For a long time Marlo stood
frowning and making notes.

“Well, nothing unusual there,” he
muttered. “Except for the star’s sav-
age brightness, which may have some-
thing to do with the matter.”

He debated again then, apparently

- struck by a sudden thought, climbed

the tréllis work of the reflector and
examined it closely.

“And nothing there either,” he said,
descending again. “It had occurred
to me that some device, actuated by
light waves from Sirius on a selenium
cell might have been attached to this
refector—some kind of apparatus de-
signed to give Crayson a mortal blow,
afterward to be cleared by the guilty
party. But there's- no sign of any-
thing,"

“What did you expect—a sledpe-
hammer?"” asked Dalroyd coldly.

Marlo ignored the sarcasm, stood
musing,

“Don’t you think you're all wrong
this time, Marlo?” Hartley asked pa-
tiently. *“After all, all this is guite
unorthodox, with the case closed. And
besides, we—" :

"If we find definite evidence to
prove Bradmore's innocence it doesn't
matter a lot if the case is closed or
not,”” Marlo retorted. “Keep guiet a
minute.”

BLIVIOUS of everybody he
started to walk round slowly,
jabbing his finger in the air.

“Sirius, three weeks ago,"” he mut-
tered. “Spin of the earth .. . dis-
tance covered—Hummm. . ..”" He
stood staring in front of him, then
suddenly he swung round and
snatched his hat and coat.

“That's all for now,"” he said shortly.
“Thanks for your help. Good night!”

“Hey, wait a minute!” Warland
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cried, racing after him as he made for

the door. **What line are you work-
ing on? Can't vou give me some
idea?™

Marlo shrugged. *“Don’t know my-
self yet. Mawybe hit or miss. Hawve to
worlk it out in my laboratory.”

“Can't T come with you?”

“Nothing stopping you, is there?
Come on.”

It was close on eleven by the time
they got back to Oxford Street, and
once within his rooms Marlo began to
reveal something of the real dynamic
energy in his make-up. Without even
a suggestion of refreshment or idea
of sleep he sat down at his desk,
switched on the light directly over it
and started to figure rapidly on a thick
note pad. ;

Warland could only lounge in a
chair and watch, totally in the dark
as to what was going on. Here and
there Marlo gave a few hints, but they
Wiore "L"H.g"l,.'l_E“.

“On the night Crayson died there
was something different about Sirius
to what we saw tonight,” he said at
‘last, after nearly two hours of note-
making. “I'm satisfied as to that.
What I have to do is to work out the
distance Earth has traveled since
Crayson studied Sirius. According
to my calculations the position now is
that we would have to look at the star
Laurac in order to look through the
same portion of space that Crayson
looked through. ¥You understand?”

SYes"" Warland nodded. “But
what does it prove?”

*1 don't know—yet.”

Marlo debated a mottient, then got
to his feet and led the way into the
adjoining laboratory. Pressing a but-
ton in the wall he sent a portion of
the room sliding aside, maneuvered
a small but powerful telescope into
position. He only stared into the eye-
piece for a moment or two, then
visibly winced. It was clearly a su-
preme effort to tear his gaze away.

Warland stared at him in astonish-
ment. The geientist had dropped into
a chair, his face drawn and white, his
hands trembling.

“Heavens!” he whispered.

“Good
Heavens!™ -
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“But what—" Warland began, then
strode to the instrument and seized it.

To his surprise Marlo sprang up
and whirled him back, thumbed the
switch that sent the roof portion back
into place.

“Don’t look!” he breathed, highting
for calm., *“Don't look!”™ He tock a
deep breath, then said slowly, “"You
can take it from me, Warland, that
the innocence of Bradmore can be
definitely established. Now I know
what killed Crayson!™

“What?"” Warland demanded.

“Fou'll know the instant I have
gathered together officials from the
right quarter. ¥You be at Richmond
Observatory again, two nights from
now, and then—" Marlo stopped, held
out his hand. "“Good night, Warland.
See you Thursday at eight o’clock.”

Warland toolr the dismissal quietly,
went out into the quiet street, his
hopes buoyed, though he did wonder
what Marlo had seen. . . .

T was clear that in the two-day in-
terval Marlo had pulled several in-
fluential strings, for when Warland
arrived in the observatory he found
not only the scientist himself and In-
spector Hartley, but—among other ex-
perts—Judge Milbank, who had sat in
the Bradmore case.

After introductions, Marlo moved
to the platform of the giant telescope,
stood surveying his audience and
gripped the hand rail in front of him.

“Gentlemen, I intend to put before
you tonight certain facte, together
with a demonstration, to prove indu-
bitably that Charles Bradmore did not
kill Dr. James Crayson. Let us begin
at the beginning.

“In the first place, Bradmore was
feund with a metal bar in his hand.
Evidence at the trial showed it had his
fingerprints upon it. Ewidence also
proved that the bar was one of the
many small guider rods of this gigan-
tic reflector which could be easily
smashed off by a heavy blow. Cray-
son's fingerprints were not on it be-
cause on the night in guestion he had
had no reason to handle it.

"Bradmore, as assistant astronomer,
set the telescope to the desired spot by



DE_J-!.TH AT THE OBSERVATORY

instruments. That desired spot was
the star Sirius. Also, Bradmore han-
dled the bar afterward. That ac-
counts for his Aingerprints. In the in-
terval the telescope moved by its own
machinery, of course, to keep pace
with the Earth's movement through
space and regular rotation upon its
axis,

“I submit, gentlemen, that Brad-
more's statement was true in every
detail. Dr. Crayson did fall from this
platform, and in so doing struck his
head on the bar. The bar snapped off.
Bradmore picked it up; quite a natural
thing to do in the circumstances—and
was thus found by the janitor. Brad-
more’s personal dislike of Crayson,
other facts of his private life, finally
led to a conviction.”

The audience remained silent. Some
of them were looking doubtful.

“Crayson died because of what he
gaw through this telescope,” Marlo
resumed in a steady wvoice. “Let me
show you, gentlemen—and T warn you
to keep control over yourselves.”

He glanced at his notes then turned
to Dalreyd. “Fix this telescope on the
star Mira,” he ordered quictly. “And
do it wathout any direct observations.
I have my reasons.”

Dalroyd and his two assistants
nodded and set to work. It took them
soven minutes to fix the position by
the precizion instruments. Marlo fi-
nally nodded, gave a signal, and the
lights were lowered.

The group sat motionless, watching
the mammoth reflector. Marlo fin-
gered the main switches carefully and
the mirror came slowly into life.

But it was not the pulsing, variable
lipht of Mira upon which the men
gazed. Instead they found them-
selves held rigidly transfixed by a
blaze of hideous, interwoven colors—
blinding radiances of all hues.

The colors themselves were awful
enough, but the effect they produced
was even worse. They exerted a fas-
cinating mesmerism, forced the mind
from its ordinary channels into one
of frozen panic, then into a growing
sense of unbelievable terror.

The effect heightened. An unbear-
able tension began to gather, “Stop it!1"”

111

screamed Dalroyd suddenly. “Stop! In
Heaven's name, stop!”

WITI—I an effort, Marlo switched
off. The lights came up. It
was several minutes before any of the
party recovered, and even then they
were white-faced and shaken.

“Gentlemen,” Marlo breathed at
last, “you saw that wvision over the
wide area of the mirror. For that rea-
son its effect was not nearly so potent
as on the night Cravson saw it
through an eyepiece. He got the con-
centrated force of it, and the star he
was looking at was the strongest star
in the whole sky—=38irius. Infinitely
brighter than the one we viewed to-
night, or the one I viewed myself.”

“But what does it mean?"” demanded
Dalroyd, mopping his brow. *“What's
wrong with the star? Or is it the re-
flector itself?"™

“Meither. The trouble is in space.”
Marlo hesitated, as though marshaling
his facts, then proceeded: “Space, so
far as we can ascertain, is the carrier
of electrons, which in themselves
carry radiations of wvaried types.
Space, for want of a better name, we
term ether—though no scientist really
knows what he means by this. The
word ‘medium’ i more appropriate.
NMow, as a small t'::rcanjplei When elec-
trons change position 1n, say, the Sun,
they give forth energy in the course
of their displacement.

“That energy travels through space,
displaces electrons in our eyes and
gives rise to the sensation of sight.
We say: 'I see the Sun's light.” Nat-
urally, this electronic change iz re-
spongible for everything we gee.
Normally, there is nothing in space
to prevent electronic change produc-
ing its customary effect of light. But
a spatial warp, the slightest bending
of these light waves from the normal
wave length which produces white
light can instead split it up into pris-
matic colors by alterations of wave
length. It can do more.

“A human eve, tuned to accept cer-
tain colors and wave lengths, is utterly
at variance when suddenly faced with
a series of wvibrations it has never
known., What happens? The brain
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revolts apainst these new sensations
inn its effort to master them, even as
the body itgelf revelts, and dies, in
the effort to assimilate poizon instead
of normal feood. WWhat happened
then, was this: Out in space there is
a warp, a slight bending or pucker in
the' etheric medium which, in one

uarter of space, has changed wvisible
light into a combination of colors de-
structive to the brain if received in
full force.

“How that warp came about we
cannot know. It may be the outcome
of interwoven wvibratory forces of
which we know less than nothing—
but we do know that the unfortunate
Crayson viewed 3Sirius when that
space warp was right between him and
the star.

“With such a telescope as this he
got the full blast of unfamiliar wave
lengths. He went instantly insane,
He fell, screaming, smashed his head
against the telescope bar and . ..

.well, that was what killed Crayson.

“And my own conclusions? The
details showed me that only a space
warp could be possible. Astronomy
iz one of my many lines of thought
and, as I worked, I remembered that
somewhere I had read a treatise on
space warps and their manifestations,
together with the suggestion that the
extraordinary variability of' some of
the fixed stars might be accounted for
by such warps.

“The basis of a warp could clearly,
magnified by a reflector like this,
cause instant death. I began to see
what had happened. But how to prove
it? Presumably the warp was sta-
tionary, forming in one spot and dis-
solving in that spot as fresh radiations
took its place. 1 learned what star
Crayson had studied on the night of
his death. From that I had to work
out, by mathematics, the speed of the
Earth's journey through space and the
relative change in positions compared
to the cosmos, and so fAnally arrived
at the approximate point in the sky
where the space warp ought still to
be on view. '

FOUND IT. I studied Zaurac,
a comparatively weak star,

through a likewise weak telescope, but
even at that I experienced consider-
able mental turmeil. Yeung Warland
here will verify that. The rest was
more mathematics—the sorting out of
where the warp would be tomight;
namely, in front of Mira. You saw
what happened. Also in the mean-
time I advised other astronomers,
through the courtesy of the Astrono-
mer Royal, to refrain from wviewing
the heavens in specialized points until
we had had a consultation.

“Any of them might have met the
same fate as Crayson, but Providence
stayed their hand in looking through
that warped space. In time, the warp
will dissolve. Until then, precautions
will be taken. In space, then, gentle-
men, is the real culprit, entirely be-
vond our jurisdiction. As for me, I
will stand witness at a reopening of
the trial, and I have the support of
the Astronomer Royal, and you
gentlemen here tonight.”

A silence fell on the group as Marlo
stopped talking. Then at length he
walked down from the platform and
Judge Milbank rose to his feet.

“There’'s not the slightest doubt,
Marlo, that you have accomplished a
scientific . deduction of phenomenal
brilliance,” he said quietly. “What's
more, you proved it. I have little
doubt as to the outcome.”

He bowed gravely to the others and
wallkted out. Warland swung around
and gripped Marlo's hand eagerly.

“I can't begin to thank woul!” he
E-h?kt"’i. “If you'll let me have your

ill—

“Bill?" Marlo frowned. “Oh, that!
Be hanged to it. Ne use for money.
Got toomuch of it.” He stood regard-
ing Warland thoughtfully. *“Just the
game,” he added slowly, “I could do
with somebody like you to help me
now and again. My activities may ex-
tend after the publicity from this case.
What about it?"

“You mean it?" Warland cried in
joyiul amazement.

But Marlo was already at the door
getting into his hat and coat.

“'Course I mean it!" he snapped.
“What are we waiting for? Come on,
man 1™
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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

Hans Souderman, a scientst who has spent tha
greater part of hig life studyiag the whitc ants, or
varmites, comes to America to enlist aid in a batthe
againet them, He has leorned  from  communicacion
with therm that they intend to eliminate man from
the sarth, He enlizta the aid af Adom Fry, o voung
aclentlse, who im turn enlistz Bailey Bankerville, a
waalthy banker, and lis aister, Susanne, Sooderman
goes o Coanada to wait word from Fry.

The latter, together with Bankerville and hie =izter
wuatfit a scieatifie expedivon to study the termbive. He-
fore they leave thewy are nearly mobbed under the

arders of 1he “"Ceanteal Invelligenee’ of the Ualted
- Btates. They reach the con=t of am izland near Auas-
tenbia, omd & number of thelr expedition and erew
who go azhore to study the termites dissppear.

Busanne, determining to solve the mystery, swims
ashore, and s capiored by them. he mreeta  the
Central Intelligence of the tecmites wha tells her that
they have billlons of rwenty-foor “soldiers' especially
bred to fight man. They will conguer the sarth and
Susanne will be his gueen.  He proceeds io oCougyr
the bewin of & fman of the expedition whe had been
captared. Susanne killa him in the huvman bedy.

Now go on with the sfore.

i CHAPTER X

The First Struggle

ROM then on life was a curious jumble
to Susanne. The inaect-animal with &

little of the man in him obeyed. He knew
nothing elas. S0 on he went. Hmhlnﬁ
stopped  him. One soldier, gigpantic an

threatening, tried to cut her steed in twao,
Only a tip of the tail and one leg were
canght.

Mear the surface gigantic eyes loomed out
of a dark sentry box and something caught
the dazed girl’s hathtng suit.. She pulled ont
her revolver and emptied it inte those eyes.

*Oh! Onf On!™ she cried again to her
crippled steed.

Her suit was ripped off her, but she held
onto her obedient guide., Finally they came
to the surface, 'and with a convulsive leap
he broke through the hard cement wall. The
Jagged edges made long scratches in the
girl’'s bare back. Then down throogh the
streets of the termite city, now in the great-
cst confusion and at last to the water's edge.

The ship lay, a dark shadow, a hundred
yards from the shore. Lights at the ends
ehown like evening stars in the soft moon-
light., Susanne jumped off the insect's bacik.
She patted his i'ﬂd:l:.

"You can go now, she said, “and thanlks.

Amn invisible empire suddenly
becomes visible as humanity
combais a mighity insecl race
for the mastery of the weorld

You have been a real friend,” and then she
waded into the suarf.

Desper in, over her Enees, up to her thighs
and belt, and then sinking inito the warm salt
water, she started to swim slowly back to
the ship., The salt water shing the dee
scratches in her back, and she felt tired an
hungry, ¥et her heart was filled with a great
jor. Hours before she had started toward
the accomplishment of a certain task and
now she had succeeded. She had found out
what she had wanted to find out.

She kEnew now where the missing mem-
bers of the expedition were. She Enew what
the Central Intelligpence of the Glant Ter-
tnite was, SBhe knew something about the
Central Rulers of the various nations of the
human race—and she realized that she loved
Adam Fry.

soon she had reached the ship. It was
her hope that she could climb on board
without anvone kEnowing, but she heard a
whistling, monotonous and low, “All bound
round with a woolen string, all bound round
with a woolen steing."

It was her brother's favorite tune when
he was in deepest distress. Swimming
arcund the ship until she was directly under
him, she called omt.

“Bill; Bill! Stop that confounded whis-
tling and listen to me."

HE warried man leaned far over the
side of the ship. .

“Is that vou, Susie?"

It sure is, she said, shivering., “Go to
my cabin and bring me a bathrobe. And
throw me down a2 rope or something"

When Bankerville returned with the bath-
robe Susanne was on the deck in a shadow
which she quickly replaced with the =ilk
gEown,

Well, Susanne Bankerwville?" asked her
brother grimly. .

"Hrop ‘that” she answered sharply. “I
have been through hell enocugh without lis-
tening to yvou. Yoo get Adam up and
dregsed, and just as soon as I can I will meet
the two of you in the cabin., I think that
there 15 going to be a wild time on this
island by ttalz_]rhn'ht and I want you to know
about it. The quicker we decide on a plan
of action the better it will be for us.”

“"But you have h-ncn‘ﬁrnne a whole day and
part of two nights. here have you been
and what has happened #
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“¥ou'll find out scon enough. You go and
fqﬂ Adam, and don't stand thers arguing.
athing I hate more than that.”

Bailey Bankerville and Adam Fry waited
in the cahin for over half an hoor. 1= rich
man swore. “I suppose she i delling ap.
Whg.r in the name af all that 1s Eﬂnd and ho ¥
can't zhe come on?f®

EBnt Susanne Bankerville Imew that she
was in love and she did not want to see her
man until she was Iun-'ll.'.i.ng' iu.::t as attractive
as she coold make herself, In her deter-
mination to appear to the best advantage.
she forgot the scratches on her back and
selected an evening dress. Finally she wallked
into her brother's cabin locking more as
though she were dressed for a ball than for
a scicntific conference.

Bailey looked at her and shook his head
as though he understood the situation thor-
cughly.  Adam Fry loocked at her as thnufh
he were in Heaven and she a spirit of the
upper ether. For a few minutes there was
a confused madleE of scolding and laughter
and a few tears. inally the brother slapped
Susanne on her bacl.

“You should have let us know, Susanne.
Bad bosiness to go off that way. Geoodness
gracious.” MAnd here he took her by the
shoulders., "Do wyou know your back is all
scratched? I will have to have the doctor
sce it at once.”

"Yex, I know about it. It can wait until
I tell vou two men my story. I think vou
might be a little kind to me, Bailey, 1've
been through =nough*

UTDDEMNLY she ceased to be a little girl
and changed to a capable woman.
it down and listen to this story" =he
began. "It's all true, 56 you neesd not think
that I am Craxy. And it all harmonizres with
our fancies, only it's a thousand tirmmes more
horrible than we ever pictured it. ¥ou know,
of course, that I went to the island to find
those missing men. They are all dead. Four
of them were dissected by the ftermites to
show them the different systems of the
human body. Twao of the other three were
operated on and died. The third man,
amithson the photographer, is dead, too. I
82 I helped Eill him, though he did not
ﬁavu any brains to start with. Here is what
happened.” And she told the story of her
hownrs on the island.

It i1s complimentary to both the woman
and the two men to be able to say that they
heard her through te the end of her story
without once interrapting her. It was two
o'clock when she started amd it was four-
thirty by the time she fimished her narrative.
Neither man had said a word for two hoors
and a half.

Both af them had made fotes, scattered
fragments, to recall to their attention cer-
tain portions of the tale, Except for the
movement of their pencils and the occasional
lighting of a cigarette they hardly moved.
Finally, she ended. g

"And so I came back to the ship. Time
will tell whether the trip was really worth
while. I fesl that T really heard and saw
those things and I do not think that youo

bhelieve those scratches on my back are sall-
inflicted. The empty shells are still in my

automatic. I am not going to worey abonut
Smithson,  Ewven if s braan had fnot been
removed, that awful Thing took over his

body and that desarved killing.

“I am not sare what the next move shouald
he, but I helieve we are going to be atiacked
hy’ the Giant Termiites soon. 1 mashed 'I..Il_p
that one Thing that crept inte Smithson's
skull pretty muoch, but I am net aven sure
that I actually knlled 1t, Perhaps this is their
first actual contact with firearms. They muat
know of the existence of powder, but thi< is
the first time 1t has ever been used on them.
I feel that we have learned a great many of
the facts that we came to this island to learn,
and the quicker we leayve for a colder coun-
try the better off we wnll be”

AILEY BANKEEVILLE stood up and
gtretched his arms abowve his head.

“Hister,” he =aid, “if any other woman
wonld tell me a tale like that I would uan-
heaitat_inﬁl}r call her a liar. It iz impeossible,
and et helieve that it ig truoe. o left
about forty hoonrs ago. In that time hell
gtarted to break loose on this earth. The
entire face of human beings on thi=s aphere
has pone Insane.  Ruoassia, China and Japan
have started westward to conguer the other
nation=s. ‘The blacks in Africa are movin
northward, and their leaders have promise
them the loot of Eurspe. Sonth and Central
America has combined with Mexico to in-
vade the United States and Canada.

“Meantime, just when you expect the
States to realize their danger, a commuones
has cag:.umd HNew York and Chicapo, and
are endéavoring to overthrow the Govern-
ment at Washington. England is trying to
control the ocean with the aid of the United
States. "We heard thiz news over our radio
and it came o fast that we have not been
able to digest it. Adam and I went over the
history the world as far as we were able
to, and we feel that this is the Arst time that
the entire human race has gone mad in ausch
a short time. We cannot understand it.""
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Adam took up the thread of the thought.

“Now ;u:c-l:lri:linﬁ to what wou heard on
the island, Miss Bankerville, there are wa-
rious higher forms of power which gowvern
the different nations. Yon said that the
Thing that talked to wou told vou he
thonght the REuling Tntellect of the Human
Termite we call the Mnited States resides in
an ingccessible part of the Eoclky Mountains.
I suppose that there are as many of these
Ruling Powers as there are nations. No
doubt now and then one dies of old age, and
then what little hbuman termites are laft are
captured and absorbed younger, stronger
Powers. That seems to harmonize with his-
tory as we know it.

“The Tl'lin.g'pun the island told you that
thege Ruling Powers of the human nations
were rather dumb. They certainly have not
the intelligence of the Giant Termite. Ap-
parently they have all had the same thought
at the same time, and that is to start Gighting
for the control of the world. They seem to be
at cross porpoees. For example, If Chicago
and MNew York are part of a Giant Haman
Termite, why does the Central Intelligence
permit this rioting? He should be making
everyone of his corpuscles throughout the
extent of his national body engage in an
united effort to fight & common encmy.

“He seems unable to.do this. Perhaps
part of his body, like New York City, has
developed cancerlike symptoms, and he is
no longer able to control them. Perhaps,
lilkke the old natinna—EﬁtrpL, Sumeria, Bahl}r-
lon—he is growing sen and will soon die.
Of courae, all this i pure hypothesis. But
let ns look at the matter from a point of
view with which we are more familiar.
The more the human nations fight and
weilten each other, the easier it will be for
Giant Termites to conguer the world and
cnmph:tcli destroy the human race. Do you
too fec]l that there i any way of warning
them, Miss Bankerwviller™

“I learned one thing. If you ever call me
Miss Bankerville again I will never, never
hawve anything more to do with you. I think
it is ptr[ccﬂ;r horrid for you to treat me the
way you do.”

ND then she started to cry. Bankerville
Anr:}mml}' went out to give some orders.
When he returned he found hia sister curled

in Adam’a lap, evidently engaged in a
aign conversation that was entirely remots
from the termite problem. Sosanne and
Adam both =smile when the gaw the
banker, and the young woman lost no time
n announcing the news.

“¥ou can congratulate us, Bailey, Adam
hag asked me to marry him and I am going
to do it—just as soon as we get out of this
MEES. ave some coffee and sandwiches
sent in and we will have breakfast together
in here.””

*This is a great surprise to me, but if it
suits vou, it doea me,” said her brother. *I
think Adam Fry will be a rather good man
to take care of you, even if he is an insignifi-
cant little termite.™

“He is nothing of the kind.
to be a big man some
the world, aren't vou,

He is goin
day in the affairs o
Adam?"

“Sure, if that is what you want me to do.
ny news irom the island, BEankerwlle
"Moot a thing, but rather serious news
irom the ship. The captain seems to be
rather level-headed, but everyone else on
board the ship iz developing hysteria. He
& that the men, and that inclodes the
aclientists, feel that we have not done our
heat to hnd the missing men, and they are
going to demand that we send them ashore
swrith :i.upp]izs, WA O TS, inclullirlg all the
dynamite, and they are going to stay there
until they succeed in their search. They
think you know more about it than we are
letting on, 8is. They know you went to the
island and came back—"

Just then the captain knocked on the
door and hastily entered.

“I cannot do a thing with them, Mr.
Bankerville. Theay are determined to land
of the ialand. The chemist savys that he has
enoupgh Hguid poizon in his a.pu:aying appa-
ratus Lo 1 a million termites. They are
demanding provisions and all the dynamite.
What shall I do?"

“Can you get the hydroplanes ready?™

“Absolutely, but the aviators are asking to
g0 in the boats with the rest of the men to
the island.”

*Can you iy one of those planes, Cap-
tain ™

"I can: and so can Miss Susanne.™

“Then let them go. Tell them they can
take anvthing to the island that they want
except my personal property. Tell them
that they on thelr own responsibility and
that we think it a dangerous and foalhardy
undertaking.™

THE captain left the room. Adam Fry
smiled. 2

“Mow there iz an example of this Su-
préemie Intellect. Here arc twenty men
from all walks of life and of all degrees of
education and suddenly they arc seized
with the same impulse and the same thought.
They have to go to the island. Do you sup-
pose that this thought 15 really a command
sent them by a ruling power? If it is, why
ADG Wa Immunes

“I do not know,” said Bankerville, "and I
don't care. I do know this. I have con-
fdence enongh in mi,r gigter to believe that
just as soon as they land on that island and
etart using that dynamite that hell will be
paﬂfn . They will never come back, I
th tﬁnt just as soon as they leave we had
better provision the hydroplanes an
ready to travel, because they are going to
come out here and destroy this ship. The
captain and I will take one hydroplane, and
¥ou two can have the other. I do not know
where we will ‘fm but we are not going to
stay here an have those twenty-foot
monsters cut us in two. We had better stay
in the cabin with our guns handy till the
rest of them leave. HNo telling what they
might be ordered to do.™

t was afternoon before the captain re-
turned.

“They are gone,” he =zaid, "with enough
provisions to last a week., And there is
something else to tell you. The ship is
leaking badly, and I fear that ahe will aink in
a few houras. But I have an idea. The last
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time the diver was down he said that the
tubes under the ship seemed to be building
up and fastening to the bottom of the ship.
I wonder if those little termites have not
been ecating the bottom out'of the vessel.”

"That iz just it, Captain. If the ship
sinks, it's the termites that sink her. Sup-
pose I go with vou and help vou with those
hydroplanes? Adam, wou and vour Eve
pack vour personal belongings and be sure
to take food and ammunition with yon
and load wour hydroplane. Then ywou take
ielescopes and see If vou can Snd out any-
thing about those fools on shore™

BUT though the four on board ship
searched the island carefully with their
glasses, they could see no signs of any un-
usual activity. Now and then they could see
A man walking down a termite strest. At
dark a fire showed that a camp had been
made. The captain reported that no more
water was entering the ship and after ar-
rangements were made te share the wateh in
Euarding the ship, all lights were put out
neanne ﬂlti:nt gnundiy through the night,
bothered only by the stiffness of her baci.

They were a8l at their breakfasi, which
snsanne, in the absence of the cooks, had
E:epareﬂ. whern suddenly a dall rosr was

ard from thelisland. hen another-—and
anocther.

“*Chrnstopher Columbus!™  exclaimed
captain. “They are neing the dynamite.™

he four roshed to the deck. A peculiar
hum came from the island, and at the shore
end of one of the long streets clowds of vel-
low showed where at least three termitaries
had been blown inte powder. BMear the
beach, in a little grnuﬂ, stood the men from
the ship. Through the telescopes it could
be determined that they all had rifles in their
hands., They seemed to be awalting some-
thing.

They did not wait long.  Slowly from the
hole dug out by the shattering power of the
d}'narnute a Ave-foot scistors appeared 6
front of a twenty-foot monstrosity, Then
came another and a third and a dozen more.
Thl:_'r.r rushed uEﬂln the little l:lurnp qf TeT,
who began to hre on these gigantic insects
with their rifles. A row of hidden dynamite
exploded, blowing many of the insects to
pleces.  But still they came and then in a
wave they advanced.

They reached and covered the screaming
men like a wave. Then silence gradually
fell. ‘They stayed there for a while and then
went back into the hole. On ‘the sand the
mutilated men lay dead. Now another grou
of giant insects camea out of the same blaste
hole. They formed 3 ring around the dead
ErhErL.

the

CHAPTER XI
Neg: Plans

-
THE captain stared through his telescope.
Finally, he cried out, shuddering.
*Mr. Bankerville, do vou know what they
are doing? They are eating those bodies!™
“Certainly,” answered Susanne calmly.
“They eat everything. When they start the
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conquest of the world they will need no
commissary trains. As they conguer they
will kill and as they kill they will eat, and
when they are through with this old world
it will all be nice and clean as that beach
will be in a lttle while. Those termites
are wtilitarians."

Her idea was confirmed. Within a half
hour the scavengers went back into the hole.
On the beach there was just a space of red,
wet sand which would be washed clean at
the next high tide.

“That is rather horrible,” commented
Adam Fry. “But it"s neat.”
“That 18 just a beginning,” answered

Bankerville.  “If there are millions of such
creatures all through the tropics, imagine
what will happen to human civilization when
the command is given to them to advance
and destroy. They will probably come up
it the United States through the Gulf of
Mexico. Mew Orleans is a deep-water har-
bor. :The Missigzippi is nlnety fect deep at
the city docks, Perhaps there are giant tiin-
nels stretching from niral America right
up to the city. A little work will bring those
tunnels to shore, and then imagine a city
of half million people suddenly attacked
some morning, by an equal number of sach
insects,

“Buppose they cag&urﬁ Galveston and
come up the river to emphis? Im'a week
they would be in St. Louis and Chicago. 1
tell yon the whole nation would rush panic-
stricken into the ocean and drown just 8s
goon as they realized what was attacking
them. And back of the warriors the sca-
vengers, eating cattle, men and womet—
everything that was alive or dead.”

"¥You have a sweet imagination, Bailey,™
gaid Susanne.  “"Ohl  Look there!  "What i=
that#" and she pointed to the gside of the ship.

"'I‘I:L-l:{ll are after us,” cried Fry. "We must
get to the planes. I am glad that we bought
the beat that money conld buy and had the
ghip arranged for a getaway. I do not bhe-
lieve we ooght to waste a moment,. Banker-
'l.-':i.lll:, o and the tnptq:i.n. Eet in and let me
start you., I want you to get out of the
runway before Susanne and I start off.
Bankerville, have your elephant rifle handy
because if we don't get off at once they will
be on board ship.™

“Where are we going to head for?” asked
the captain, climbing into the pilot's seat.
“AnY hinite objective

“N¥es, we ought to go to Australia first.
Those people are English, they are blood
kin.. They may treat us Einder than at other
places. ¢ have lote of gas and should have
no trouble reaching land.™

Adam whirled the propeller, and in a min-
ute the first plane was off. A rifle shot
added to the clamor. RBunning back to the
second plane, Adam saw Susanne standing
up in the cockpit, a large express rifle in
her hand.

“One of the things started to climb aboard
go I blew hiz head off,™ she said coolly.

“You watch them, Susie,” yelled Adam
above the roar of the second propeller.

Susanne never heard him, but before their
hydroplane left the ship she had shot three
more. Dnce started, they slowly  circled
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over the deserted wessel. A dozen mon-
atroeities were rushing into every part of it
gearching for more victims, more to kill
and more to eat.

DAM grinned at Susanne.
“This iz a ﬁuat life if von don't
weaken,” he showted, 2

“I am not weakening,” she shouted bacl,
“but my back is certainly stiffening. Here,
let me feed you thizs ham sandwich.™

Ahead in the twilight the plane carrying
Bankerville and the captain went into the
Elornious sunset. Thres miles behind, Adam
and Busanne Hew onward, having the time of
their voung lives. What cared they that the
civilization of the world was crumbling;
what difference did it make to them if the
Giant Termites ruled? They had found
each other.

All that night and most of the next day
they flew in a straight line due southwest.
They finally struck the Australian coast at
the little town of Mew Castle, jost north of
-E:.-rdneﬁ They drove the plahes up on the
gard wond high water mark and then
started to talk over their futiire plans,

The captain wanted to get back to the
United States as soon a8 he could. He was
a member of the WNaval Bessrvea and felt
that with war actually declared that it was
his place to report for active duty at once.

is ship sunl, there seemed to be no spedal
reason for his remaining in the party, so
Bankerville gave him some letters of credit
and enough gold to pay his passage to San
Francisco. With muitual scorrow they said
good-by to each other, and the shipless
ggilor atarted to wallk to town with the idea
that be would =o0on secure an automohbile to
talee him to Svdney and would leave for the
United States on the first boat.

That left only three of the original expe-
ditioti. The questan for them to decides was
what to do next, and how to do it. They
had no recent news from the world at large
concernitg the hysterical national reactions
which seemed to threaten the whole world
into war. While they felt in a way that the
HMational Rulers werc responsible for this
gtill they had no positive proof that such
Thinge actually existed. ere was much
about the whole affair that was almost too
gre=at for them to form an intelligent view-
point. The scope of the wision was so
gigantic it secemed that only a part of it
could be comprehended at one time and even
that part of it was forgotten when another
aspect was investigated.

While there was no doubt in the minds of
any of the three as to the horrible menace
of the army of cross-bred soldier termites,
gtill it was hard even in regard to that to
imagine a world devoid of humanity and en-
tirely governed and populated by the Giant
Termites,

T eonfess,” said Bankerville as they were
eating thelr sppper, “that T am at a loss to
kknow what to do next. If we go anywhere
near civilization we are going to run into a
war of some kind. Perhaps even at this mo-
ment, as we sit here so peacefully on this
lonely beach, the mob of deluded citizens are
looting the White House and stninging sena-

tors up on electric light posts. Who would
there to talk tor o wonld listen “to
our storyy  We would be lavghed at and if
we were identified we might be killed as
other rich people are being killed this very
minute. : 1

"Meantime the Giant Termites are wa.itmg
the Hime to spring. They may have wante
to transplant their Central Intelligence into
human bodies, but it will be an easier thing
to put_th:mslgiv“ into the brain pans of the
gigantic warriors they have made. I believe
they are preparing to strike. How would it
do to abandon one of the planes, put all the
Eas we can into our tanks and try to male
the States via the Fiji Islands, Honolulu and
San Francisco? If I remember the distances
it is about seventeen hundred miles to Fiji,
twenty-seven hindred from there to Hono-
lulu and two thousand from there to San
Francisco. Of course, we have to take a
chance on not ng able to secure gas at
these places; but even at that I feel that it
wonld be worth while to try it. I am not
even surs what we wonld do once we were
in San Francigeo.”

FR":!‘ afnkt ip decisively.

“T Enow what we cught to do. I think
we ought to find Souderman and not make
any definite plans till we are able to talk
over the matter with him. FHe started this
termite investigation, and it is no more than
fair to place him in touch with the Iatest de-
velopments.™

“Dia you know where he izf™

"Wes approximately, and I bet that it is a
hard place for the termite to reach., I want
you to meet him, Susanne. He is a grand
old man,™

“I think that the plan is a good one,” en-
dorsed the girl. "I feel that we ought to
have a good sleep and the first thing tomor-
rovr atart preparing for the trip to the States.
We are in Aus ia, which is noted for iis
large number of termitaries, They may de-
€i to capture Australia as a preliminary
for the conquest of the entire earth. ere
is no time to be lost; we must not wait. It
is going to take a little time to change things
g0 we can make the trip in one plane.  Wa
munst start tomorrow, but firset we must reat.
I do not know how you men feel, but per-
aonally I am dead tired.™

“"Let's take her advice and get Some
sleep,” said Fry. “Are you sure, Banker-
vl'%ﬁ, that one plane can carry all three of
s

“I think so. Susanne won't take up much
room. She probably will want you to hold
her most of the way, anyway."”

The next morning the three worked theic
hardeat. By night the larger of the two
planes was ready for the trip. They decided
on another night's rest. nddenly during
the night, they were walkened by the honk-
ing of an automobile homm and, instinctively

raeping their nfies, they sprang to their
cot. An old-fashioned Ford was coughing
ite way down through the zand to give a
final gasp near the planes, A slight lad
jumped down from the seat and walked
toward the three,

*I am so glad I have actually found some-
one,” he s ather is in a bad way. He
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had a hemorr e on. the way out here and
I think that he 1= very sick.  If any of you
know about tuberculosis I wash you would
htl? me look after him. We left Sydney
E-‘l.r]-' this morming. . I guess we were the
first to leave. Father had fever and he
might have been npset by the shock of sce-
ing those firat things ceme into the city, but
hn insisted that we get into the Ford and
ont. He said that it did not make any di cr—
ence where we went jost 20 we traveled.
They nearly caught us just the other side of
Mew Castle, but 1t was dark by then and we
got away from them. I guess from the
screams they killed a good many there"

"Bailey,” commandead Susanne. Yoo and
CAdam po and see what vou can do for that
gick man, and I will give this hoy something
to eaf, o come with me to the other side
of this plane, These gentlemen will look
after your father. And now, my_ dear girl,
tell me your name and all abont 1£.™

“"How did you know I was a girl?™

“Anvone could tell. Besides, no bo I-uaa
a right ta be as beautiful as vou are. {;J
happened in Sydoey?™
BUT the story was not told then., Banlk-

erville came up. 4

“T am ..JFr;ud that your f.:thl:r i5 dead, my
poor boy," he said softly.

The men dl:l ave in the soft sand and
there they hurlzﬂ Iﬁ'n: poor wanderer, Adam
Fry said a few words and offered a prayer
for the peace of the man's soul. Then the
four went back to the shelter of the plane,
and the girl told her story.

“We have traveled all over the world be-
caunse Father was sure that somewhere we
wonld find a place he could get well in. He
wanted to find his health and he wanted to
find someone to care for me in case he died.
We just had a little money when we came to
Sydney. Father tried to teach Latin, but he
did not do so well at it. Btill Father hoped
for better davs, and he was sure that some
day we could move on and hnd a new and
hcalthit:r spot.

“MNo matter if we went hungry he alwavs
insisted on keeping the gas tank filled. Last
evening we were sitting in the Ford. He
liked to sit there beside me on the front seat
and pretend we were goilng somewhere.
The Ford was just-a bundreed yards from the
l:n-athm beach and thers were lots of women
and ehildren in bathing. Then they started
to run and scream and we saw a lot of black
things rising oit of the water and rdoning
down through the surf cutting the women in
twa with leng jaws that worked like scis-
SOTS.

“Father said, "Anna Ruth, start this Ford
and go—just go—because if there are many
of those things they are going to kill every-
one in aydney! Ouor battenies were down, 50
I had to crank the old Ford, but Ainally 1 got
‘it running and none too soon. One of those
sea things came after us, but a little baby
fﬂt between us and he stopped to kill it

n the confusion we got away. I do not
know how many things were in Sydney, but
wre could hear guns and whistles, & ran into
satrie at Mew Castle. They were just start-
ing to drag the people ocut of their houses

119

there, biit we went around the town and all
we could hear was the sereaming. Do you
know what they are?"

"We certainly do, dear. We Enow more
about them than we want to,” said Sasanne,
as she looked anxionsly toward the bheach.
“"But now you try to go to gleep and on the
morrow we will l=ave this place and see
what we can do.”

Bankerville torned to Fry. "Adam, you
and Busanne %‘ﬂ over the plane and see if vou
can dikcard abont ninety pounds of our bag-
gage. Thig little Anna Both has come o ns
and we cannot leave her here. She is goin
with us—an a mascet, I feel that she wi
bring good luck.”

THE early morning came. Two hours

later the hydroplans was slowly gliding
Irom the ocean waves up into the air. The
party wanted to Ay over Sydney and see for
themigelves what was happening there, but
they felt they had to save every drop of
gasaline for the journey. So on they sailed
on the long voyage that they hoped wonld
end at the front door of Souderman’s cot=-

tage,
CHAFTER XII
I San Francisco
HE trip from Honolulu was a8 unevent-
ful as the rest of the air voyage had been.

A tew houors oot from the city they paszed
the Pacific fleet, steaming to the defense of
the United States’ possessions o the West,
Bankerville sighed as he smaw those mighty
battleships, eriisers, and submarines going
westward 1in what seemed an endless line.

. The plane reached San Francisco in record
time. They landed in an sirplane feld anod,
after making provisions for the storing of
their plane, motored to a hotel. There they
left the two women and started ot on theis
search for news. First Bankerville wvisited
his western hscal agents. They werse more
than relisved to see him,

“We did the best we could for your inter-
cs5te, Mr. Bankerville,” the president of the
bank said. “PBusiness is at a standstill. The
Eeserves have been ecalled out, a dreaft for
five million soldierg has pasged both Houses
and iz walting for the President's signature,
We have been in constant communication
with wour MNew York representatives and
have taken their adwvice and turmed consid-
erable of your holdings into gold, though we
had to takec over a fifty percent loss in some
INEIANCES, |

“We heard rumors of all this out where
we were,” said Bankerville. “The way things
are a:-n-lng. it szems that the loss of my for-
tune is the smallest part of my troubles. We
came hHere 1in a hydroplane. It 1s out at the
air field. Will ¥you phone out there and tell
them to put a force of men to work on it
and have it in perfect condition as scon as
they can, and to &:::' another one ready.
FPaclk me up sixty uzand dollars in go 4
and send it oot there to be put in the ma-
chines. Hire adeguate guards, The way
thirige are going I do not think that T want
to stay here a minute longer than I have to.
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We are at the Presidic Hotel. When we
leave I will notify vou. Send word to oy
New York house to carty on as usual but
not to tell anyone that I am in the States.

e réegistered under other names.”

;Eh-l: bank president was obvionsly wor-
Ti

Do yon Enow anythmﬁl about the world
situation that is not public propercty, Mr.
Bankerville?"

At the present I have nothing to say—
not even to you,” was the terse reply. -
wiAlked aut to the waiting room where Adam
Fry was sitting glumly, looking over the
MOorning papers.

“The more I read the worse I feel,” said
Fry. "Italy was captured and sacked by the
Africans and now the Russians and Japs are
trying to drive them out. Ten thousand
starving rioters were killed in England and
Ireland by the Army. All of England’s pos-
sessions in Asgia are captured by the Chinese
troops. Central and Sonth America are help-
ing Mexico mass an army on the borders of
the United States. Texas is desperate at the
inertia and delays of the government. She
has threatened to geceds, form the old Texan
Empire withh Hew Mexico and Arizona to
h“IE_"[.h“ and invade Mexico.

“"There iz no news from Japan or any of
the Pacific Islands except a radia from the
United States flest that they are assisting in
the defense of the Hawailian Islands——but
evidently the radia must have been censored
before giving it to the papers because there
s not any intimation as to who the fleet is
hghting, Are vou through with your busi-
ness? Then let's go and see that gpeneral,
1 am not going to feel right till I see Euudq:r—
TImaL Il
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of the Pacific ocast Ares was a busy
man. Had it not been for the industrious
wire-pulling of EBankerwville’s representatives,
it 18 doubtiul if he counld have bean seemn. At
any rate, Bankerville was granted a ten-min-
ute interview with him.

“iGeneral Dorres,” the millionsire grected
him, “my name is Bankerville and this is m
friend Adam Fry, the noted zcientist. &
have been gpending a very hard time out in
the Pacific and we feel vou should learn the
salient 'F;‘.I.I:'EE of the incidents of the last thres
weelos, E{:u lknow what has happ-:ﬂ:.d in
Au-atnlrn'-‘ o yvou kfiow what cut the cable
off at Guam? Has the Government any idea
why there is no news from the Philippines?
We can tell you. We think that we know
what i happening to the fleet at Honolulu
at this very moment. & want to save this
city and this nation from the same disaster
that has made those Pacific Islands silent
r.m:nha Wlll you listen to us#”

“TWhat 15 it?" said General Dorres sharply,
“Giant termites,” answered Bankervwille,
sharper yet.
"El;ea.k English."

"White ants—twenty feet long, with jaws
hAve feet lon They have conquered the
Facific and killed and eaten every living be-
ing. They are planning to take the whole
world as their prey™

“How did yon get hered”

“By plane wa the Fiji Islands and Hone

= e gl ] [ s 10 oK T R
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Er]lJ.I.LI.. We started from near Sedney.™
Why didnt vou say something in Hon-
nlu.lnF'

I did, T talked to the l:'rwctnur the way
I ar.n to you. He laughed at me.”

The general turned to Adam Fry.

“Mr. Bankerville called vou a scientist.
Are your™

*I guess so.”

“Were you with Bankerville on this trip?”

*1 was. And I personally saw some of the
large insects he was talking about.”™

“What iz vour opinion of these creatures?™

“Practically the same as my friend’s. I
think they took Australia and I feel sure that
their abject ia to destroy every human being
on this earth. Oopr ten minptes are up. Want
us to gor

“MNot right away. We have been receiving
radic mocEsages code from the FPacihc
Fleet. We did not understand their constant
raference to insects, They have landed the
marines and some of the sailers and are try-
ing to defend Honolulu against some kind
of ingect.  But we had no messages for over
zix hours"

"Then the Aeat iz destroyed.™

“What by? The Japanese fect?"

"No.  What happened waa this.. These
glant termites came ont of the earth and ont
of the sea. They started in to capture Hon-
cluln. In a short time the city was captured
and most of the paople left alive were run-
ning to the hills for :afnt]r The regular
army units were 80 busy hghting for their
lives that they could not ofer any adegquate
defense. Meantime, the Pacific Fleet landed
their Marines. The hAghting kept on.  The
battleshi Cafme as near shore as they could
and tried to help by shelling masses of the
insects. Worker termites, tl'm giant kind,
went out and boarded every ship. The crews
were killed,

“When the survivore of the crew took to
the boats the giant warrior termites came
up and killed them. Continued waves of the
wartiors continued to attack the HGghting
forces om shore. Of course, millions were
killed but that does not mean anvthin
an attacking force that has literally billions
of such twenty-fooct Aghters. I balieve that
the Marines died Gghting. I alzso believe
that at the present time the termites are
ayatematically combing the island for the
last living being. That ia my idea of what
happened there, and I teld L Governor it
would happen and bhe sald, “There ain't no

such animal” "
T cannot believe it m}rs-l:lf Such a thing
Far all we know it

never happened before.”

s T }.:.1.51: think s=o.
may have happened a dozen times before.
We are going to leave the city. As far as is
necessary you kmow all we do. Dur belief
ig that these termites are not going tu Etﬂp

until th have :nnqw:rcd. the world.”
““That 15 what we thinlk,” :mtcr aed Bank-
erville. "My idea 15 that the i1l atiack the

United States scon. FProba l}- cn the Gulf
atates, though it may be the attack will
come on land wvia Mexico. You can tell as
much or ag little af this az you want to. We
are going to say good-by.

{(Continued on Page 134]
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WEPTUHE, the eighth planet outward
- fram the sun, is known.far and wide as
the “ocean world™ of the Solar Syetem. For
no other of the System’s planets is blanketed
by a great planetary sen as is HEP‘Lun.:- Land
m:] eptune 15 the rare exception, not the
rile.

The reason for this iz that Neptune ap-
g?rzntl}r never went through long periods of
wiastrophism such as the other planets ex-
erienced. Hence, no great inequalities of
its surface were produced. Therefore, the
ocean covers the whole planet, just as wonld
be the case with Earth and other worlds if
their spherea were as smooth as Neptune's.
Astro-geclogisie now =say that originally
there was no spot of land on MNeptune, not
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il

BREVOLVES ARSUME HEPTUNE in |
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even the islands which are now scattered in
its planetary ocean. Those islands grew up
from the sea-fAoor through the ages in the
same way that stalagmites grow, by crystal-
line accretion of certain disgolved minerals
in the ss=a. A

The first interplanetary explorer to wisit
MNeptune was the famons Mark Carew, secc-
ﬂm‘? of the great sFacEaplu:ncerEl. and the in-
wentor of the gravitation-equalizers:

Meptune's First Explorers

Carew's expedition left Earth in 1991, hop-
ing to reach Saturn, Uramus and Mephipe
and Pluato. n February 28 19493, Carew
succecded in reaching Meptune,

*We feared at first that there was no land
at all upon thiz ccean planet,” wrote Carew
in his book, SPACEWARD TO GLORY
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(1994). “As far as the eye could reach rolled
an illimitable wilderness of waters. We had
previously during this voyage looked with
awe upon the great lpfains of Satarn and the
mighty mountains of Uranus, but this world-
stretching ocean was the most stupefyving
sight of all.™ .

Carew and his men finally sighted land in
the form of a small group of islands. They
landed uwpon it, but hastly discovered that
they could net have chosen a worse place.
For upon these islands existed ferocious
spiderlike arachnids of hoge size.

"We felt lucky to escape without losa of
any of our number from that fearful place™
Carew wrote, “MNevertheless, we weare heart-
ened to find that at least there were some
izlands i H:ptu:u:"!; gt N;ti‘ning them the
Spider Islands, we criised eastward.™

Carew and his men discovered soon atter
the Roclkc Isles. And on this archipelago
they fouind a race of semi-civilized, native
"E‘Etuﬂiﬂ'ﬂ!ﬁ,

The Earthmen were amazed to discowver
this race. For the Neptunians, though their
gray skins, queer-peaked skulls and other
features made them a little grotesque, were
undoubtedly human!

*It was too much for us,” Mark Carew
wrote. “When Gorham Johmnson and I found
naar-human people on Venuos and Mercury,
we could not credit our eves. Then we had
found other homanlike races on Mars and
Juapiter. Saturn and Uranos had people, and
now even Neptune!™

Return to Earth

Carew and his crew heard the Neptunians®
stories of Aoating islands far in the south-
west, of terrible monaters and sirange sea-
dewvils in the vast ocean, of awfal storms and
tides.

It had been Mark Carew’s hope to go on
ta Pluto, to swing out as far as the orbit
of that farthest planet. But his ship's rock-
et-motors were badly strained, the hall had
been Battersed, the men were worn and sichk,
from months of voayaging through these vast
golar spaces. Carew had to abandon the
idea of mak:i'ng Plute on this trip,

In his book, Carew writes, that, as they
left Neptune, ke looked back out into space
at the dim spark of Pluto and vowed that he
would come back again and rcach that
world.

And indeed, Mark Carew did sail from
Earth again in 1994, bound for Pluto. But
he newver reached it. We know now he wag
lgst in the Saragosso Sea of Space beyond
Jupiter. It was reaerved for another pioneer,
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old Jan Wensi, to be the Arst of all men to
walk on far Pluto,

It was some time before Neptune received
much attention in the rush of interplanetary
travel and colonization that followed the
first pioneering - voyvages. There =seemed
scant reason for other planetary people to
travel to Meptone, which was almost all
ocean and had only a scanty people clinging
to 4 few rocky islands.

In the year 2005, a scientific commission
of the System Government visited the planet.

Bng sea-sults, they conducted some sub-
manne explorations, and discovered rich de-
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posits of gold, platinnm and other precioos
ores. More important still, LI14:¥ discovered
heavy deposits of the rare metal gravium,

The Gravium Rush

There was instantly g feverish “graviam
rush” to Neptune, from worlds all over the
System. For ?mﬂum, a vital element in
manufacture of the gravitation-squalizers,
was the most valuable metal known. Min-
ers, adventurers, criminals flocked to MNep-
tune,

The city Ami:hitrite wag built npon one
of the Rock Isles. Submarine prospectors

BOREAL
L ISLES
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in sea-snits went out gsarching for gravium
depozits under the sea. MWMany of these men,
inexperienced in the dangers of Meptunian
seas, fell victimm to the ferocious water-crea-
tures. Only a few located gravium deposita

In time, a single Eravium corporation was
formed which was gFiven concession to con-
duct all mining operations on M ne, by
the Syetem Government. The mining iteelf
could not be done in sea-znits. So subma-
rine mines were built—an eplc of enginear-
ing daning. They consisted of great calssons
wEi-:.h were built, foated out to the desired
location, then lowered to the bottom, and the
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water pumped out. ;

Besgides the lure of gravium and other
metals, the teeming life of the Neptunian sea
attracted other dr..'uﬂlan:.tar'y eople. The wast
ocean wag crowdead with aedible ish. Fisher-
men from all over the Svstem came and
dared the storms and maelstrams and mon-
glers of the Neptonian sea for a rich catch.
The fish caught by them is shipped all over
the System, in spaceships constructed so
that the wvacunm of the wvoid pervades all
CArgo-compartments. Thus the sea-food
freezes while en route. 5

Aldse, living sca-monsters Are sometimes
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caught and transported, though not without
congiderable difficulty, from Meptune to
other worlds, to he shown in aguanoms.
There are few people toeday who hawve not
seen in Some such callection one of the awe-
some “swallowers™ or giant sea-snakes from
the esighth planet,

The city Amphitrite has Frowi rather
slowly, depending on the gravium and fizh-
eries trade mostly. Of course, Meptune has
so little land that 1t will never be colonized
very much, though there have been sugges-
tions of metal cities fHoating on pontoons
proposed for the future.

MNeptune's Satellite -

Few interplanetary travelers today, how-
ever, feel that a trip around the Bystem. is
complete without a stop at the ocean world.

Meptune’s moon, Triton, remaing almost
completely unknown. There have been
many romorg of a strange, grotesque race of
weird powers who dwell there. But suoch
amazing axperisnces have overtaken the few
venturesome souls who dared land there,
that the moon is shunned.

It ie weorthy of note that the Neptunians
themszelves travel in the System perhaps less
than any other planetary race. o matter to
what woarld they go, the gray natives seem
homesick for their own far, watery planet.

We ve already quoted Mark Carew's
amazed acconnt of s first contact with the
Neptunians, his surprise at finding there
were humans on Meptune, a5 on the other
Svstam worlds. It ig a fact that bafore tha
first space wvovdges were made, back in the i
20th century, acientists believed that there
wiag no chance whatever of humans being
found on any other world. Conditons, thew
zaid, were too different—evolution could not
take the same course on different worlds.

The surprise of thoee scientizts when hu-
mans were discovered on every world of the
Bystem, was tremendous. It seemed incon-
ceivable to them that all these dJdifferent
planetary races, all human or nearly haman,
could have evolved simultaneousiy on iso-
lated and far-distant worlds.

The Lost Race

Only with the gradual progress of astro-
archaeology did the answer to this riddle
show itsclf. Certain ruins on Mars and on
Tethys, moon of Saturn, gave the first clue.
And archaeclogical discoveries elsewhers in
the System soon cerroberated it

These discoveries showed that the pres-
ence of human races on all the System
worlds was mtﬂ;uﬂt accident. Sometime in
the dim past, milenniums of years ago, a civ-
ilized and soper-scientific human people had
existed who had colonized every world.

Then that great race had fallen, and dis-
app:ar-l:ﬂ—:‘tﬂ- one Enows just what canzed
their decay, as yet. But the calonists left by
them on the different worlds, though lacking
the great science and #!wl_lzltlnn of their
ancestors, and in time losing all memory
even of those ancestors, remained human
races, The differing environments of their
worlds made them different, which is why
Martians, Earthmen, Venusians and all the
other races differ in many points from ecach
other, though all are basically human.
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Face Danger

Ome of the tragie resunlita of nepglected fistola
Trequently is loss of bowel control together with
nervous diseases and general ill health caosed
by aelffgg:lannmg Thousands eould save them-
melves m huomiliation and sericus illness by
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in the world—aoiTers n FEEE Book which ex-
plains Fistula and other rectal disenses; tells
how more than BO,O0D persons have been bone=
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THE HUMAN TERMITES
{ Conftnued fromm Page 1230

"Have you any advice to giver"

“Certainly. Place ecvery. hghting man,
every male citizen on the fighting line. Pro-
vide them with every available means of de-
struction. Send the women and children up
to the mountains, Then wait and prey. If
you are able to kill the last insect before the
last man is killed you have saved, for the
time being, this part of the nation from de-
struction,’”

“¥ou talk as though there was a question.
Yon are not a soldier.”™

“MNo, I am a banker. Good-by."

“Well, there is another doubting Thomas™
said Fr}r, o ] 'I:[':u:y left the 'bu.'i.ld.ing. “T felt
for a while that he was going to mve us ar-
rested. Let's hurry back to the hotel, ' T
want to get to Sounderman. H:n: in San
I'lrﬂnl;.:si;m we are living on the adge of a
wolcana.™

T the hotel they found Susanne and Anna
Huth awaitdng them Impatiently.

Thr: general took it mighty seriously, Su-
sanne,”  Bankervills r:pnn::d after he had
made himself comfortable. “But we feel that
his- general ocpimion was that Adam and 1
weare liara;, We want fto start off just as

EQONn 8% Wwe can on the next tnp We are
gn]ng by p],a'nl:: imstead of tramm.  What do
von think?™

Susanne stood up, eyved her - brother
thoughtiully., “I have an idea.” she said.
“Aowild idea—but it might work, I think I

may be able to communmicate with the Can-
tral Power. That Thing in the cave said I
courld talk to Him if I ever wanted to, That
Thing talked to me when I was miles away
from him, so perhaps there s some power

like that. Suppose I shiut iy eves and tcy
11: '_'|.u='|: a=z though it was some kind of tele-
vision. he Thing in the cave said that all

I had to do wae te get on the right wave.
length. Suppose we all sit here goietly and

gee what T can det™

Bankerville smiled. “Okay, Sis, tryat," he
said cm_-::uura,[:png;ly “Anything can happen
in this mess.

The four zat in the parloar of the hotel
giite. Bankerville uEeE at a cigar, his feet
upon the piano stool. Fry relaxed in a rock-
ing chair. Anna Eoth was comiorfable on a
davenport. Sussnne at in a atraight-hacleed
chair at the center of the table, her chin in
her cupped hands and her elbows on the
table. inote followed minnte, each more
ellent and oppressive than the other before
it. The whole room seemed to be filled with
an electrical Ii::rt:ntialit:.- that almeost snapped
in miniature lightmimg.

Suddenly Susanne collapsed on the table.
ahe breathed heawvily as though her throat
woere being grasped by invisible clenching
fingers. Fry, who for all his apparent re-
laxation, had never taken his eyves off her,
TET and pulled her frem the table,

ive her some whiskey, Bailey,” he or-
dered. “Let's apply artificial IE';[HI:':I.I:i-I:ln_“

In three minutes the girl was breathing
and in thres more she was talking though
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Liberty, Newspaper Contests (and others).

BUT YOU MUST BE GO0D!

CONTEST
CASH. /
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Crisco, Lifesaver,

READ HOW WE'VE HELPED OTHERS:
From Tenna.: T wenk in thenk yea for mr FIRET CHECK =

Eafibesls.

Menn 1 T woi kn itbe IVDPRY SOAP comiast eoiared ma- Inso.™
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Eﬂpﬂ?hnt ke in I Eailey?
‘fot any money in yoor Inggage, Bailey ™
ghe agleed.

“Come gold.”

fiGive it to Adam and Iet him buy the best
high-powersd used car he can get. You go
down and tell the management that we will
be here for a week longer. ‘Tell him our real
names., Explain to him that we are going
to have supper at the hotel and then go to

AGENTS WANTED!

CLERKES ssd WORKERS ln FASTODRIES, MILLS, £.5.C. CANPS,

OFFICES, MAYY, RRET, MERCHANT HARINE, ETC. Hars

o EaFm BORET, 50% commisilsa ElF BN
White Emamelad K fehad, LHefira TOCIAL

CORITYT amd IDENTIFICATION PLATES W leatber Billfolda

a show and tell him which show. Go on,
give Adam at least five thousand and Adam,
vou get back here as soon as you can with
that car. Telephone to the airport not to
hurry with wour planes becaose you won't
- be leaving here until next week. Telephone

the eneral that you have decided to stay.

elephone to your banker to bring you a

million, more or less, in gold. Ewven a hun-
dred thousand will do. Tell him to bring it
at once. et bosy. Anna BEuth and I wall

:ud: a few things in esur bags. We will

%Fﬂ'ﬂ[‘ things. When you get throogh

telephoning i'_'n and buy some rifles and re-
vl:-lvi:rs and loads of ammunition, Bring it
back with you 80 we can put it in the car.
Come REuth, let's pack.™

“Haow about an explanation, girl?" pleaded
the anxious marn.

The girl shrugged her shoilders.

“I can't talk—now!™

They started out driving, as thongh the
fariee of hell were behind them. Finally
they came to Chilliwack, where they regis-
tered at a emall botsal An excellent dinner
and comfortable beds did well to relisve the
nervous fension of the party. They slept
like the seven slecpers of Ephesus till they

were called at the end of twenty howrs, They
gathered for a conference in the hotel par-
lar.

“MNow,. Susanne, we are at last ready to
hear what happened to you at the hotel in
San Francisco,” said her brother,

“l have had some experiences," said the
young woman, “buat that was the weirdest.
I tried to follow out the sagpgestion of the
Thing on the island. I closed my cyes and
concentrated on the idea of a ntral In-
telligence which ruled its body, the United
State, and all the cells in it, who were the
poor helpless people.  Suddenly I saw a
great cave with a sandy floor. There was
something on t ﬂuur—l:he the Thing in
the cave on the island: only bigger. 1 proj-
ected my thoughts—I just imaginkd I was
talking and I said, 'Do you realize that yeur
'n:l.l:l-:n the cells af your body, are in great

Fer from the Giant Termites? Why not
-:l:rn er with the Thinge that rule the other
mations and try te protect yourself instead
of w:.n]-n:nin% ecach other by this silly war-
fare? The Thing seemed perturbed, asked,
‘Are vou a Bankerviller And I was silly
encugh to say that T was.

(Continued on Page 126)
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(Centimred from Pags 1325)

“Then I heard a voice repeating, ‘Fry,
Eankerville and his sister are in San Fran-
cisco—arrest them.! Then the Thing on the
Aoor was drawing me closer to it Et threwr
peendopods of its protoplasm arcound my
throat—and the next thing I knew you were

TR T e i

Ewmg me whiskey and artificial respiration.
knew that the only way for us to escape

in the

hat i=

wae to move faster than that Thin
cave and so I gave those orders.
your opinion of the seance?™

“I think you are wonderful, Miss Banker-
ville," said Anna Ruth shyly, and in her eyes
waeg the wonder of an aﬁmli‘ing worship.

“If the things that happened to wou oo
the island were all true, then this thing was
troe” admitied Adam Fry, "I fe=l that Su-
sanne's experiment was worthwhile and was
perhaps the means of am-'[ngi
way we look at it, we Are faced with mye-
tery. All that we are sure of is that we are
alive and that there are GHant Termites.
How about it, Bankerville?™

Bankerville shook his head, stared intently
at Adam Fry.

“Everything that'es happened has a real
scientific cxpl:ln::.hnn. At fArst I thought
that Sooderman might have hallocinated.
Susanne might have fallen aslesp on the
island and dreamed her story. Her experi-
ence in the San Francisco hotel may have
heen nothing more or less than hysterial
But, we are certain that thls menace is real.
Mow, I love Busanne just a8 much as I can
and be her brother; but she has done some
rather odd things in bher hfetime=—spch &=
falling in love with Adam and then refusing
to marry him—

*“I never did, did I, Adame™
wotan indignantly.

“"No, not exactly., But vou did say that
wie wWers not to marcy until we were ot of
thig trouble. A= far az I can =ee, wWe ATE
just getting deeper into it all the time

"That is all T have to say about it,” ended
Bankerville, stmlingly. "“There are just four
of us, and I fecl that we ought to go on,
If you Iadies feel rested let's go on in the
car. YWe ought to be able to do about four
hundred miles a day and, when we are trav-
eling this way and staying at small hotals,
we are Mot as conspicucus as we would be
on g transcontinental train.

gaid that

]UST then there was a slight noise at the
door. It was camsed by a nzwslfaper
being ahoved under the door, part of the
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hotel's service. Startling headlines flled the
Tentire front of the hrst page, the party saw., 0" LY 8¢ A nAY
CALIFORNIA CITIES MENACED BY

TUNHEARD-OF DANGERI] & i
Buys Famous Allstate
THOIISANDS KILLED BY

OTANT INSECTS Auto Insurance Policy

FRANTIC MOBS FILL BROADS mﬁ’iM‘f”fgﬁmrmm ﬁmﬂgﬁﬁﬁm

X ‘ bey G, Flosbick aed Co the needs of U

BLOCKING AUTO TRAFFIC %ﬁﬂhﬁumﬂuu tgrhm ”%?;E:Eg

Governor Calls Every Able- : sderably B
Fodied Man to Report ﬁm"‘?"m"ba;mul" e o o Eﬂ%ﬁ b L L
s B ot Dathy m.nmui;ig: 3 blmmm“muikmﬁfu’." e g’ e
e There were a lot more details, but Fry ﬂ m-!:w H;h:;ryrfmﬂlﬁnﬁ.‘n"%ﬁr?w

had read enongh to satisfy him that the ﬂMﬂfm mmmﬂhwmlfb’-ﬂ“ﬂ[ feabures: Sﬂ
termites were actually attacking the United :‘M‘mmwd‘ih”fu“ﬂ mﬁmﬁﬂm &
e Btates, at least the western coast. ©On the | your car is ctoleny r Medical Inqurance ot alight extm

= E:I:ﬂ'ﬂd e waa an offer of I:W.il.l‘ﬂ.'ﬂ for (i w Hl.ll'!] Gl irdnisrade ApAinet =, thaET,
Eﬂ Bailey Bankerville and twe Mﬁ“ ‘Enr ﬁ“ﬁh:ﬁwm
wnmﬂn T_t'i.'-.rtlmg with thein, wanted for cofn-

TLAN =
spiracy against the Government. Ten thou- mn-“"‘— Bord ” ’ 'ﬂi £ Allataie Iﬂm“ﬁ
sand dollars was offered for their arrest apd | To®pany. 20 N. e
detention. e

“That looks as though they were after us,"
he sald te Susanne and Anna Ruoth. “And | YOU CAN
it confirms Susanne’s dream, or whatever it| TRAIN TO
was, We left California just in time. T jcanyte DRAW .
think that we are going to be safe here, pro- | Tramet are ke e ; 4
vided the termites keep the Government | = wek. 'MF‘E:EMT 1efu-Limn “mm = -n‘ it

fan 7] 1
busy encugh. They won't have time to | mnd CaEronsTEg. sl .,TI",.,’:.“".T., e

ibmee. Do TRy OE
T B (L] iia Troa
worry about us. I wish your brother w-:n.}!d gy Ao r’nw“ gﬂ' Sataila i
come bacl, SBusanne. He does the most in- ETUDIO BAA.P w.u.s:llui;'rnu BOHMOOL nt .L

explicable things. How can he expect you B | 5= Bt a‘r.. . WASHINGTOM. O.
girls to travel in a car by yvonrselvesd 1

nT
wollldn't have a minote’s peace from worry PA'EN'
E ¥
about you and Anna Euath, - ki e

“We would be better off without you men, T prolieed
wounldn't we, Ruth? e.gi,__:;;;.gag:arﬂrﬂ# IDEA
*Perhaps, but it has been comforting to e e i Sl e (e

. E. rin to Arewneors anil 11|-p.u Em l.'|.IJI|. ing=
have your brother. He is 50 strong and ca- amioal Demoislee Wit hecks m aise wend frap T
pable and always ready to hold my hand sncnis, tur Lo yuits expurieie. mnﬂﬂm
when I am tired. I wish that there could be Bikbodl,  Vaber Buildirln. milngu..q, {p_ 0.

some way of going together.™

::r_gﬁfgtert_h:n the banker came in with a coLITIs “CTIHS

“Let me talk to you a minute, Anna Ruth,"” | Due to Faulty Diet, Hyperacidity, Conatipation
Bankerville said, and took her into an ad- | wny e distrualog sgoey when the rellef you sede might he
e o ight hera FOLLT i ! Pior o
JOINIE OO Tht!"l CAe out very soom. Ill.'l thn u'ln:l‘I:q: E].'ﬂ mlsi. Lﬂnfﬂ: FulfeEsin Etﬂ: ll.rl‘.‘ﬁ:rl-.lu'llh' Fou=ghik

oo T METIT M, T Hani
HHG"? tlltll, [nlkﬂ.‘" E'Ialg'_ Ei“dktnmtl "era E':r#m?u.‘ - I?LII:rml.':.u “;'.I;H!.I'Lulltﬁl.":;:ll Fﬂﬁlﬂlfumm aldcis 1ﬁ|-ul;;ﬂ fl:llJnl.lr.'E'
Imarfie s, LT T from any soeflcins u
Are HOMLLE to E'Et T am and 3"’" Emt HDIITJLEI'EI.E.:T.' r:frlTumL-n-.Lu Fof geochoual  [res l.l.un]-m mnil

SaNNeé aAre going to marry because they love FREE wied beoklet,
each other, Anna Ruth and I are beth in TRELL EABT H-O0-EOL COMPANYT
love, too. She says she is willing and this Tealc. A0k et Chastie, F'n.
man here I= a preacher™

= Sosanne gmiled teasingly.  “"Bot, darhing,

e I lrm":n t got any new clothes to get marnt:l:l
in!™
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and relationship of yoeor beneficiary, and condition
af Four health. Your policy will be mafled at onces for
FRER Ingpectionl No red tapel No obligation] No
ngent will ealll Bnve by mali—Welte MOW !
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Stomach Ulcers

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity
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Yom's Tablets, T felt porfecity weell,

ate almesl anything amd eained back
mﬁm{hﬂ I Ed Beat.®t I yro suiffer frem inddpestion. gastritls. hoait=

b, bhbsading oF @iy olher Emuhla duo to gastrio .
ail 'F:r‘;ﬁ' rhﬁnm:m?r:;n:nrwlnuf mi-lr;-_l ||.|.'|.H:I‘m

(=] 1119 nalmmrnt B i
TmstPardire Tceddor e i e ot
FHILADE Ll"H!A vﬂ.ﬂ Ly, Trepl. S2.11

Fox Buliding, Philadelphin, Tn.
SONG POEMS WANTED

T B HET T MOaSTO
Fras Exnminstion, Sand Yeur Poems ta
AH. MoNEIL, MABTEER OF MUOEDO
biﬂ-'!'r h. ﬂ-l#ﬁ'l.l:l.l:'.‘l'lﬂ- Liga - Amgeles, Onllf,

bk meg O

IO T

FH'HH NIMRODLine

mm!

J1'ld.ﬂ|r!#:::::ﬂ1uﬂ- na-w:; ""L.."F' -:-r rII
%wnﬂr— i, mﬂl:l!“ ln.rn.nu,
Shwtiom, oo, L‘l.uu:l 'Ilzﬂ!r“ll'"'“I E‘%"

T"m For FHI!"I.AHI._:I- EQuirmarnmT

40223 Linccin im Chapases, IFi.

l:|l:|'|1r 'rv:nnli‘ .Iul-l- n & Fear’s |.'|.I:IIII Ih-nu.nh—“'ul‘dur

“"’i.":.m THnHaczﬂﬁAnnv =

I nedructi e oA vnlidng ehep now, AGEMTE

Eﬂuﬁ olE '1' "D i‘ J'"' BRI n'ru.-.liun

GH I"lu.H"I". 2X20-M M,

SILVE me. QMIGAGD, JLL Hﬂl!v.

THE FUFTURE OF
CAPTAIN FUTURE

VUL KEUNN was the
richest  Jowian in
the Solar System.

His eatate was the most
opulent in all the worlds,
and e ewned the satellite
on which it was bailt

et Avol Koann, -ﬂtﬂpjt-!
hig riches, his many :I:'I‘.l.ﬂ-
lions,  was  afraid.
feared o man. He fEE.t'Eﬂ.
=—TIenth. ;

Yeg, Avul EKugnno wak
old, with
For the Grimn Reaper does

ahead of him.
not respect the wealthy.

As Avul Kunn rested in the lavishly fur-

nished study of his room, thoughtinl, a
gecret knock sounded an the door.  The mil-
lionaire rose from his divan,; opened the door
himself. A sly-looking planetary eriminal
stood at the entrance.
“won have it?” cried the aged Croesus.

“I'we got it," the furtive stranger replied.
“It will cost you two hundred thousand
Earth dollars!™

“Two hundred thousand dollars——far one
drink! Preposterous!" Awgl Konn fumed.

The sly-looking visitor shrugged his shoul-
derg.  "“"The Life-Lord charges aople for
the Water according to their ability to pay.
You can pay well.™

“Charges all they can pay, you mean,”
HKonn retorted. “But I've got to have it. T
want to be young again, to enjoy my
wealth ™

A the aged millionaire handed over the
price demanded by his sirange wisibor, Sa

olden ingots, the representative of the Life-
ord handed him a wial of ghining water.

“Dirink this now,” the aperative directed.

Hesitatingly, the death-fearing millionaire
aip‘fcd hiz drmk. A moment later, and he

emptied the vial.

And then an amazing transformation toolk
place.  The Jowvian’s wrinkled face slowly
changed, became smooth and voothiul. His
bent form Straightenaed, his hunched shonl-
ders broadened out. Avul Kunn has bacome

oung again,  He has tasted the elixic of the
%‘-::u.ntam of Life!

Youth—at a Price!

That's the startling start of THE TRI=-
UMPH OF ﬂﬂPThfﬁI FUTURE the fen
ture novel for the next =msue of CAPTATN
FUTUERE. A m}rﬁt:nnus Life-Loard dis-
covers the Fountain of Life and doles ok
youth—but at a price!

Tl-u: secrel elxir, howewer, torns out to be
an insidious drug, claiming thousands of vic-
tims all over the SBolar Syatem. Uaers of the
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miraculous potion discover that ita effects
wear off after a short period. - They must
hu% ancther potion, or grow old again.

here is only one way to corb the illieit
drag trafhe sponsored the myaterious
Life-Lord . to enlist the aid of Captain
Future and his gallant band of Futuremen!

Earth's Clarion Call

You'll thrill to the charge of the Future-
frien as they answer Earth's clarion call. The
rin I&-Iauzt aatnrn i the locale of THE

FH OF CAPTAIN FUTURE, and
'_l,."nu_ w1|1 marvel at the man wt'ln-l:ll:ri dis=
closed by the Wizard of Science.

You'll see Captain Future lost in the
dreaded Machine City in a2 lonely desert on
Mare. You'll witness action in the hidden
Mistlands: of Saturn. And von'll meect the
Qualue, the strange, winged men of Saturn.

THE TEIUMPH O CAPTAIN FU-
TURE is a triumph for Edmond Hamilton,
Here 15 an interplanetary classic crammed
with the dangers and miracles of the nine
worlde,. Come along on Captain Future's
Comet and brave these brand-new worlds
with the Foturemen!

In addition to THE TRITUMPH OF CAP-
TAIN FUTURE, the next isane brin o
the final installment of Dr, David H. Eel
scientifiction masterpiece, “The Human Ter-
mites. " Man}' other short .-:l:-hr'i:: and s
cial features

FUTUREMEN, UNDER GBEﬁ!R\?.&-
TIOM, and ]ack Binder's illustrated series
af m:ienﬁﬁr: oddities, DO YO BELIEVE?
All in all, the next issue of CAPTAIN
FUTURE iz a “must" from cover to cover.

—THE EDITOR.

“There's a Thrill en Every Page of

EXCITING COMICS
1L OcC Ar AL stanps

MOW OM SALE

I3 GRIPPING STORIES
IN EVERY ISSUE OF

STRANGE STORIES

Mow on sale T B¢ AT ALL sTANDS

in the next issue, incloding |
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FPERRY-FIELD 'I'Illl.l
$320-30 5. Michigan Av., Depf.
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FPar Plate. Dontel plvtes ars

e wn this rl.lh:m our -:n:l

D ANY HnHE'r pons o for FtER
EEEHTBEHETEFI ﬂnFF — Vrita 08 ﬁﬁ{rﬁmﬁuﬁm

“lﬂm mplﬂl.l.']' - = I-lnu‘l‘.&ﬁl-llmf CH

nh ieve Pain
i in F-Inr Hmuhs
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Meuralgia or Lumbaps in & few minates, get NUTRITO, tha
finm formals, used by thousibds, No opintes. Does the work
guickly—eyast relieve cruel poin to soar setisfaction in a feor
mrintieg=——ar your money back. Don‘t suffer. Clip this ad now

aga reminder to ask yoar droggist for HUTRITO today,
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HOW LONG HAVE YOu
BEEMN STUDYING 7

DOESN'T IT LOOK SIMPLE?

Yet it's from the famous **Merry Widow' Waltz!

T
e -
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HERE'S PROOF THAT YOU, TOO, CAN LEARN TO
PLAY THE PIANO OR ANY OTHER INSTRUMENT!

UET strike the notea indicated above and yon will

netuplly b plnying the opening hars of one of the
world's fnvorite musical compogitions!  And P8 just
ns easy to play other famons melodics, too, when yon
nge the wonderfol **Nota-Finder™

This Invention of the T. 8. Béhool of Muosic takes
the mystery oot of the plano keybeard, does atvny
with tedlons study and practios, cnables anyoneta play
& redal tone dlmest from the sitort. And that's the way
this modern melhod works. Yoo lenrn to play by
Plupmg,  Seon ¥ou will be thritied and defightad to
find that E‘i:l'll can pick up nlmost any piece of popolac
musie and piay it al gight. And that applies to the
plafie ar violin, the saxzophone or guaitar, the necor-
dipn of whichever Ingtrument ¥ou chooge for your ovwn

Tawu:es Only Few Minutes a Day!

Do yvou wonder that over

Fmrapel
Plans Atcirdics
Flain Ascordicm
Vales and Spewch Cullere
i edurh EEF &R

TR0 people all over the

PICK YOUR wrorld have taken ndvontaga
INSTRUMENT of this easy wiar to lenrn
Pla G ltnr muale 4t home? Don't et

in Sawaphone alil-faghioned idens deprive
-t i phi you of the joye of playing
A Ha any longer, Yot o don't need
Plecala Fhﬁiﬂ! special  taolent: wous don't
fL“."I",‘__"_' !_*ﬂf'“ﬂum need any previons koowledpe

of music; ¥ou don't need to
spend months on monsbonons
drllls - snd exerclses. It's
fon to Iearn mnEle thia mied=
BER WAF t Iy A=y ag A-B-C]
it takes only & fow minotes
& dny. Buot pee for yourself!
Bimply eend today for our

Print & Picture Sample

This Print and Ficture gample will give you the gar-
prize of yong 1ife, It will show ¥ou, in black -and
whibe, how Fon can quickly realize our dreams of
Inying your favorite instroment. WiIiLth tha 'rint and
Meture pample, you  will alas Feceive & handsome
ilMaztrated booklet and detalls of the remarbable,
money-gaving offer thet enables you Lo learn music
sl home Tor bob a few eeniz a dur. All this materisl
will e senl Lo you Ly redurcn mall. IT Inferegted, mall
the conpon or wrile, mentioning ingiroment that yon
prefer, D iE fodoy. Notes ingElromentls sapplisd whean
needed, cagh or credil. U, 8. Behool of Mugle, 26
Brungwick BEldg.. New York City, N. X. (Forip-sesond
poar—Est. 1585}

. 8. Behool of Music,
255 Brunswick Dldg., New York, N. Y.

I am interested in muosic stody, partienlariy in' the ins

riamient indicated.  Please gend e yoauar feee s-
rated booklet, "Elow to Learn Music at Home™ ;| ales
Print nnd Picture sample.

e R tritrmbrapEd Bt b r i Ad s na R h
Makme ...
Address ...
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NEW LIFE POLICY INSURES

WHOLE FAMILY FOR ONLY $1.00 ..

‘-"\llu'. i wl =g

=344 Foster Ave., Chicage, I,

Onc Policy Protects Entire Sullivan Family,

UP TO

$3,000.00
BENEFITS!

For Only $1.00 Per Month
Ages 1 4o 75!
Men—Women—Children
$3 ﬂﬂﬂ maximum in event of

travel death as ount-
7 lined in this mar-

velous Family Group
Folicy.

maximum in event of
uuu death by auto as
! shown in the policy.
maximum in event of
ordinary or natural
! death as explained in
the policy.
PAYS FOR DEATH
FROM ANY CAUSE!

SEND COUPON FOR
FREE DETAILS ! 1!

FROM BABY TO
GRANDPARENTS!

One Policy, One Premium, One Price!

Now wyou can insure your whole family at
amazing LOW COST! Think of it! $1.00 per
month protects entire family—husband and
wife, their parents, and children! Fays bene-
fits for death from any cause, as specified in
the policy.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION!
NO AGENT CALL!

No medical examination of any family mem-
ber required. Just.mail coupon for full details
how to gét the Family Group Policy for Free
Inspection. No agent will call,

UNDER STATE
GOVERNMENT SUPERVISION!

The Family Group Policy issued by the Mar- —
quette Life Insurance Company is under state
government supervision. Pays cash for death
irom natural causes or accidental injuries as
stated in the policy.

LEGAL RESERVE BASIS!

Approved securities, equal to the full legal re-
serve for every Marquette policy in force, are
locked in the wvaults of the State of Illineis.

SEND NO MONEY!

Remember, you do not send one cent! Just
mail coupon. No obligation! No agent v
call!l

MARQUETTE LIFE INSURANCE COMPAI "~
Desk 7 |, Jefferson Station, Chicago, lIl.

NO AGENT WILL CALL!

=
IMI‘I.RQ‘UETTE LIFE IMSURAMCE C0O,
Desk 7], |efferson Station, Chicage, 1L

1 Please send details how to get the Family Groug
Insurance Policy for Free Inspeciion withaul
obligaticn.
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Charlle Barnet Uses Home Reco-rdal

You, Too, _
Can Make =
Your Own
Records if
*You Sing
| or Play an

Instrument SO

. MAKE YOUR OWN RECORDS AT HOME=

]'l.::'u:ﬂt aEm g _maney Ter am .|l||l|:'|_|]1rlrl., mnke wm "hanke resorl” of yeiar volees ar mosies] lestroment and mail it te & celialda |
! -'Ffﬂ-r'!.' - o mxom miTERE ll! i il ‘|.|'|!" liicky anes to fimid fame and saoccess Lheciagh tliis eney inelliad &f ringing yone tnlemts -
- bedfiee the praper aathoacities,

Charlie Barnel in his private hols] subs checking a dust
Ey Judy Ellinglow and Larfy Tayler. Vacklists la hig band,

hidy Ellinglon heerd in Charlie Bammsi™s

Ileg = Hame Wecerda mecord for B

Mow n new inventlon per- 173 W DEFiE

il Fou to maks = peofes- =
0 sinmnl-like resonding of yoar uﬁ:EE%E b o
B B own slnging. t'llzlll‘f“-;_r;::: = HMRKE A RECoRD -2
| e smrament mlaying. AP T o
73 ean quickly and easity make T;"‘;u,q;u';uwm T
LE e ) mhomnosTan reersrida il LERE ¥auR waied 2 '.l._
[ plny them Bmcl af onee, e )
i =nml  your. volpe or  your o
o friends’ woicea. IT yo0 piny i
é-"_ An il FIEent you ean make Fee ™
o & reeard andd yoai aEad soar "
i" L friends eun bBear 16 ns often ?
.I;'::' g ¥y ke YWewn ean alsa - gl

reoard archewifin af Towore
ite radio programs right off
ithe alr aml Teplay  Lhem

S ¢ whirnever ol wish,
. Larry 'I'Hllar, YVacalisl s Chirlee Barnet's Band, liviening &=
"% . m play Back af & peeceding he Just mada =ith Hame Aecirde, =

i oo (TS LOTS OF FUN_TOO
bt iee e o po-You e ool WAVING. RECORDING PARTIES!

S HOME RECORDING UNIT, which in-
YVou'll mer a real theill out of HOME RE-

clugdes specinl recording needle, playing

needles, 6 two-zided unbrrakable records t_"::'R[f'r-"\:f;- Surpriee VrAaEy [l-“'ll“l-f- by 'hl:-
; - : - ting them hear vour vizice or playing righe
s prubde " record and spiral feeding at - : :
Ala guide “recore T _“ [ e I o fromy a record. Record o snappy talking
tachment and combination recording .and  feargre, Record jokes and become the life
plav-back unit suitable for recording a skit,  of the parov. Grear to help teain your voice

vaiee, instrument oF radio hrosceast, AL
= DITIONAL 2-31IDED BLANK RECORDS
COST ONLY 375 per dozen.

E_ OFERATES ON ANY AL, OR DLC
s ELECTRIC PHONDGRAPHS

| RECORD PLAYEIRRS

| RADIC-PHONGO COMBINATIONS

Old or New Trpe
FHONOGRAPHS and PORTABLES
e e ——

SEMD MO MOHET! HURRY COUPOHI
START RECORDING AT OMCE|

* COMPLETE OUTFIT $

and to cultivate speech, Noching o prac-
tiee . . o vou start recording ag onces - - 0O
sther mechanical or electrical devices needed
.. oevervthing pecessary incloded. MNothinge
else 1o buy. Just sing, speak or play and
HOME EECORDO l.ll'l:ll. which operates
on any electric or old type phonosraph,
will do the recording an special Blank rec-
ords we furnish,. Yoo can immediately
play the records back as often as you wish,
bake vour heme movie a talking piciure
with HOME RECORIID, Simply make the
record while filming and plav back -n;-'h.iEr
showing the pictare

Charlie  Bamed  wikh - Big  gr-
ranger, Bl May, &llés check bW
ERfARGEM e A% Homg  HAeserde,

-—_—_—_-——_-—_ﬂ

rl|'| ODME RECORDING GO,

!TUP“} KH, 1] WERT I7TH ST.

Wew York, W, ¥,

.98

ghiled revardal deseribed

Beml, . g

I'- -

Bebd entire HOAE RECORDING OUOTFIT [Ir!l-l:'l'llilll'll]ﬂ - ].

shora, hr TeEturn =al will oy
preiman $233, vlus pegaps, on arrival. (Bend cash oF TelET
geder now for FEL0F aEd save postape.]

anumm:; S1X TWO-SIDED
BELANK RECORDS ONLY

v ievesraeres dinm additital Blask pecards at I
$. 50 par ey

HiiMio

: HDHE EEE“HD'HE cn_ :i:-I:d_ m_u.+- .
i . Studia KH N e T Mate: Cunudlan 4ed Furelgn 3,50 cwh with order, ]|



