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the space stick slightly before he
answered.
"If those four devils did come back,
and found us fooling around the Moon–"
he began.
"Oh, you're dodging shadows,"
retorted Wissler impatiently. "The
Futuremen may have been something to
fear when they were alive. But their ghosts
can't hurt us!"
"I still wish I hadn't let you talk me into
this," muttered the pilot, staring ahead
with an uneasy frown.
Framed in the bridge window of their
little craft, the Moon bulked big ahead.
Most of its earthward face was in shadow,
but the western limb was a dazzling
scimitar of light. Upon that narrow
illuminated sector stood out boldly the
black blot of the Mare Crisium and the
towering ringed peaks of Langrenus and
Petavius.
Their ship fell toward the shadowed
sphere. This nighted face of the great
satellite was bathed in an uncanny green
glow. It came from the great green globe
of Earth, hanging in the starry heavens
overhead. The iridescent light lent an
added weirdness to the lunar landscape
over which they flew.
The pilot's hawk like eyes narrowed
suddenly. "Just what do you expect to find
there that's so valuable, Wissler?"
''I've told you – the scientific secrets of
the Futuremen!" exclaimed Wissler.
"Future wasn't just a mere space fighter
and adventurer. He was a scientist, too,
perhaps the greatest in the System. There's
been more than one rumor of his
discoveries and inventions. If we found
them–"
"We would appropriate the credit for
them and get rich, eh?" said Strike
sardonically. "Don't spend the money yet,
Wissler. I don't see much chance of
finding what you're after, in all that."

H

IS thumb jerked toward the lunar
landscape over which they were
flying. Fifty miles below lay one of the
wildest regions of the Moon, the tumbled,
rocky wilderness of the great southwest
crater region. In the green glow, the
closely clustered craters were a forbidding
spectacle.
And everywhere the lunar plains and
deserts were cracked by deep fissures. It
was known that far beneath them, the
Moon was honeycombed by labyrinthine
caverns and hollows caused by its unequal
cooling ages ago. But daring men, who
had attempted to explore the chasms on
the surface of this dead world, had met
death in the lunar landslides that were so
fatally easy to cause.
Other early explorers, seeking to solve
the baffling mystery of the perished
Lunarian civilization, had themselves died
on the glaring plains when their air supply
became exhausted. The riddle of the
Moon's past seemed insoluble. There were
apparently no valuable mineral deposits.
So, from the earliest days of space travel,
Earth's wild satellite had been avoided and
was still almost unvisited and unknown.
Strike muttered discouragedly.
"The Futuremen would have their home
here well hidden. No one has any idea
where it's located."
"We'll find it," declared Albert Wissler.
He had brought a delicate-looking
instrument from a case. It had a needle
mounted on a quadrant.
"This is a radioscope," he told the pilot.
"It's extremely sensitive to the emanations
of any radioactive substance. The thing is
a recent invention."
Strike frowned.
"What's the good of prospecting for
radium here? Everyone knows there's no
radium on the Moon. Future himself said
so."
"That's just the point!" exclaimed
Wissler. "There's no natural radium
deposit on the Moon. So if there's any
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radium here, it must be in the Futuremen's
laboratory. They'd have some there for
experiments."
Strike looked at him with more respect.
"I get it now," he muttered. "Wherever
that instrument shows radium to be
present, we'll find the Moon laboratory?"
"That's the idea," nodded the thin
scientist,
blinking
rapidly.
"The
radiograph is sensitive over a twohundred-mile range. We'll quarter back
and forth over the surface till it shows
something. "
He had brought a large Moon chart.
Using it as a guide, the two men began
their search of the lunar surface. The little

towering ramparts of
Copernicus, on southward until they
had passed over Tycho's numerous
battlemented peaks.
Wissler had watched the radioscope
with nervous intensity, but its needle had
not once moved upon the quadrant.
"Your idea's good–except it doesn't
work," came Strike's sour comment. "How
do you know Captain Future wouldn't
have rayproofed his place, so nobody
could use this plan of yours to locate it?"
Wissler's face fell.
"I hadn't thought of that," he admitted.
"Maybe he did do that. But we'll go on
looking, anyway. We'll' try the other side."

cruiser flew northward at steady velocity,
over the green-lit wilderness of craters.
Clear to the northern pole of the satellite
they flew, without the radiograph needle
stirring.
Strike turned the little ship and flew
south again on a more easterly course.
Over the giant ranges of the Caucasus and
Apennines they sped, close past the

The pilot flew on southward past
Tycho and they passed around to the other
side of the Moon, the side that men had
never seen until the beginning of space
travel. This other side lay bathed in the
blazing glare of the full lunar day. Its peak
and plains and craters reflected the
intolerable brilliance of the unsoftened
face of the Sun.
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location?"
"No–we haven't," blurted Albert
Wissler, through lips stiff with
amazement. "No small amount of radium
such as Future's laboratory might contain
could cause this on the radioscope!"
He stared at the pilot, his pale eyes
blinking rapidly. "Only a great natural
deposit of radium down under the lunar
crust could cause this!"
"Impossible!"
exclaimed
Strike,
startled. "Captain Future himself always
said there was no radium on the Moon."
"Future said that, and made the System
believe it, but he was either lying or didn't
know about this deposit!" Wissler cried.
His thin face was flushed with
overpowering excitement.
"Stan circling over the chasm–I'll take
directional readings to locate the deposit
exactly."
For almost two hours, the small spacecruiser droned in widening circles back
and forth over the yawning blackness of
the great canyon. Wissler feverishly noted
each reading of the radioscope needle.
"That's enough," he breathed finally. "It
won't take me long to calculate it now."
The pilot kept the cruiser circling idly
on throttled rockets while Wissler made
his excited calculations. Finally the
scientist raised his head.
"One of the biggest radium ore deposits
in the System's history!" he choked. "But
it's deep under the lunar crust–more than
fifty miles deep. There must be thousands
of tons of it, to register so strongly."

"Fly north and we'll quarter over this
side in the same way," Wissler said
doggedly.
But the result was negative.
"Not a quiver of the needle," murmured
Wissler, blinking discouragedly at the
radioscope.
"Your plan's a washout–Future's Moon
laboratory must be rayproofed," muttered
Strike. He looked uneasily across the
scorching, savage wilderness. "Let's get
away from this devilish world!"
"Not yet," pleaded Wissler. "There's
Great North Chasm ahead–let's try it. The
Moon laboratory might be hidden down in
it."
The tough young pilot's uneasiness
increased.
''I'm not going to fly down into that
ghastly hole! I've heard old stories–"
"Just superstitious legends," sniffed the
scientist. "All right, fly over it from this
height, if you're scared."
The greatest wonder of the Moon was
coming into view ahead. From east to
west, for eight hundred miles across the
barren lunar plain, extended a colossal,
yawning chasm. It was forty miles wide.
Its sheer rock sides dropped down into a
darkness of unguessable depths.
Twenty miles, Wissler knew, was the
average depth of Great North Chasm. Its
bottom was a realm of perpetual, freezing
darkness. But long ago the first space
pioneers had explored it, and had found in
it those remnants of strange and ancient
lunar civilization that had given rise to so
many superstitious tales.
"Good Lord, look at that!" yelled
Wissler suddenly, his eyes bulging at the
radioscope.
The needle of the instrument had begun
to jerk in ever more agitated fashion on its
quadrant dial, as they flew toward the
great canyon.
"That means radium somewhere down
there ahead!" exclaimed Strike excitedly.
"Then we've found the Moon laboratory's

G

IL STRIKE wet his lips.
"Thousands
of
tons?"
he
whispered. "Why, that much highpercentage radium ore would be worth
billions!"
"More than that!" retorted Wissler
exultantly. "This is the last big, virgin
radium deposit in the System. And all the
planets are clamoring for more radium
now, to provide even cheaper atomic
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power."
Strike's avid excitement faded.
"But what good will finding it do us?
The System Government won't let it be
mined. They never give anybody a
concession on the Moon, without Captain
Future's consent."
"Ah, but Captain Future has been given
up for dead now," reminded Albert
Wissler. "Besides, the people of the
System aren't going to have so high an
opinion of Future when they learn of this
radium he hoarded."
The scientist's blinking eyes gleamed.
"We're going to take this discovery to
Larsen King, the big planetary promoter.
His corporation has power and influence.
He’ll force a concession for us out of the
Government."
The pilot frowned.
"Perhaps King could, but he'd cheat us
out of our share. I've heard how ruthless
and tricky he is."
"Don't worry, I'll see that King doesn't
trick us," Wissler assured him. "And when
his publicity machine gets through, the
people of the System are going to have so
low an opinion
of the late Captain Future, the
Government will be glad to throw the
Moon open for exploitation." .
He flushed exultantly.
"Then we'll not only share in the
radium profits, we'll also be able to search
out Future's Moon laboratory at leisure.
Now hurry back to Earth, Strike, and we'll
start the ball rolling!"
The little cruiser darted up into the
starry vault of space and roared urgently
back toward the great, hanging globe of
Earth.
The Moon brooded on in unbroken
silence, unaware that a fateful, climactic
chapter of its dark history had begun.

CHAPTER II
Star Rover’s Return

F

AR, far out beyond the limits of the
Solar System, billions of miles out in
the shoreless sea of space that stretches
toward the fixed stars, a small ship was
racing Sunward. It moved at
a speed approaching the velocity of
light, yet in these great deeps it seemed
only to be crawling.
Tears stood in Curtis Newton's eyes as
he sat in the pilot chair of the little Comet,
gazing ahead at the bright yellow star of
the Sun. He felt a warm, tremulous
happiness that was choking. His tall, redheaded figure strained forward as though
to go even faster. The glow of his
quivering emotion lighted his tired brown
face and haggard gray eyes.
"It looks so good," he said unsteadily.
"Just to see our own Sun again, after all
these months–"
Months of danger and hardship were
rushing through Captain Future's memory
now. Months in which he and his three
comrades had quested beyond the stars
themselves for a cosmic scientific secret.
They had risked the perils of uncharted
outer space to find that secret, because it
alone could make possible the supply of a
new atmosphere to the withering little
planet of Mercury. And they had found the
secret! They were bringing back new life
and hope for the System's smallest world.
"It was worth all the toil and risks!"
Curt Newton told the Futureman beside
him. "Just for the blessedness of coming
home again!"
Otho, who occupied the other chair in
the little control room, exhaled a relieved
sigh of agreement.
"I'll say it is, Chief. I feel now like I'll
never want to go outside the System
again!"
His heartfelt emotion was as human as
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endowed him with keenest vision.

Curt's, even though Otho himself was not
an ordinary human. For that matter, none
of Captain Future's three loyal Futuremen
were completely human.
Otho was a man. But he had not been
born of human parents. He had been
created in the laboratory, long ago. A
synthetic man–an android, showing that
deep-buried strangeness only in the
extraordinary litheness and speed of his
rubbery white body, in the sensitive
mobility of his colorless face, in the slant
of his brilliant green eyes.
"I'll bet the whole System's wondering
what happened to us!" he chuckled. "It's
been a long time. And we never did tell
them just why we were going."
Curt nodded thoughtfully.
"I thought it best not to raise the hopes
of the people of Mercury. Though perhaps
I should have told the President, and Ezra
Gurney and Joan."
The other two Futuremen were entering
the control room. Two strange figures –
stranger even than Otho – were Grag and
the Brain.
Grag was a massive, manlike metal
robot. A robot, not an automaton. His
strength lay not wholly in his seven-foot
body and mighty metal limbs. Behind the
gleaming photoelectric eyes of his
immobile face, inside his bulbous metal
skull was a sponge-metal brain of high
intelligence.
The Brain was different. He was not a
man, either. But once he had been a man.
Once, long ago, he had been Simon
Wright, brilliant, aging Earthman scientist.
He had been about to die, when his living
brain had been taken from his body and
placed within the square, transparent
serum-case that was now his body.
He could move that strange body at
will, gliding upon magnetic traction
beams. He could emit other tractor rays
that served him, as arms and hands. His
microphone ears gave him the sense of
hearing; and his lenslike glass eyes

T

HE Futuremen – the three strangest
individuals in the System! To another
man,
they
might
have
seemed
frighteningly alien. But to Captain Future,
they were the most loyal of comrades.
Their differing capabilities dovetailed with
his own brilliant intelligence and skilled
strength, to make them the most
formidable quartet of adventurers alive.
The Brain's rasping, metallic voice
asked a question.
"Shall we inform the System of our
successful quest at once?"
"I want to get home first," Curt Newton
admitted, flexing tired shoulders. "It'll be
good to be back on the Moon again. Its
loneliness and silence and peace are what
we need."
Curt felt in familiar territory now. He
drove the little ship between the planets
with a skilled, sure hand in the following
hours. Earth and the Moon grew at last
into a gleaming, unbalanced dumbbell
ahead. The bright face of the wild satellite
was the focus of all four pairs of eyes. It
tugged nostalgically at Captain Future's
heart. It had been his home all of his life.
Curt Newton had been born on the
Moon. His father, a famous young
scientist of Earth, had fled there with his
bride and with the Brain for refuge from
ruthless enemies. They had built their
laboratory-home beneath Tycho crater. ln
it, their experiments had created Grag, the
robot and Otho, the android. And in it, the
young husband and wife had met tragic
death soon after the birth of their son.
Cradled in the shadow of lonely lunar
peaks, the orphaned infant had been
guarded by the faithful robot, the android
and the Brain. They had watched over and
loved the growing boy. They had given
him marvelous scientific education and
training, which had fitted him superbly for
the hazardous life of crusading spaceadventure he had followed since manhood.
4
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eyes.
The moon-pup belonged to a species
native to the Moon, the so-called Moon
Dogs, which were, almost the only known
life on the dead satellite. Those fierce and
much feared Moon Dogs could exist on
the airless world, for they did not breathe.
Their strange bodies extracted nutriment
from the metallic ores they dug for food,
their bodies being of inorganic silicate
flesh. They haunted certain gorges and
mountains of the Moon.
Grag solicitously cuddled this little
gray Moon Dog pup, which he had caught
and tamed.
"Did you miss me, Eek?" the robot
rumbled fondly.
Captain Future chuckled.
"Those little pests wouldn't miss you in
a century, as long as their automatic
feeding mechanism here kept functioning.
'That's not so," Grag said indignantly.
"Eek gets lonely when–"
A bell rang sharply across the
laboratory. Curt Newton stiffened at the
sound.
"That's the ship-detector's alarm!" he
exclaimed to the Brain.
He strode toward a tall mechanism in a
corner, whose front was a panel of telltale
dials. It was an ingenious device long ago
installed by the Futuremen to give
warning of any spaceship that approached
the Moon. Curt studied the intensity and
directional dials with keen eyes. They
indicated by an aura-effect, just where
upon the Moon any ship landed.
"It shows two ships landing inside
Great North Chasm, over on the other side
of the Moon," Curt said, puzzled. "Now
why in the world would any ship land
there? Nothing's there but those old
Lunarian ruins."
"Maybe some space pirates have
planted a secret base there in the months
we've been gone," suggested the Brain.
"Remember, they tried it a couple of times
before on this planet, and we had to run

Softly, on throttled rackets, the Comet
dropped toward the Moon. Half of its
Earthward face was in shadow. The little
ship scudded low over the peaks of the
Taurus Range, heading southward toward
Tycho.
"There's the Moon laboratory!" Otho
exclaimed, eagerly peering.
The Comet was slanting into Tycho
crater. At the center of the great crater's
floor gleamed an almost unnoticeable
crumb of glassite. It was the glassite
ceiling window of the underground
laboratory.
Curt dropped the little ship to a spot
near the camouflaged window. Disguised
doors automatically unfolded upward, to
disclose a roomy underground hangar. He
brought the ship to rest inside it. The
doors closed, air hissed in. The Futuremen
were home at last.
Curt Newton stretched mightily as they
emerged from the ship.
"First l'm going to sleep a week," he
grinned tiredly. "Then I'm going to doze a
while."
"Sure is good to be home again,"
rumbled Grag, as they strode along a
subterranean passage from the hangar. "I
wonder where Eek is."
They entered the main chamber of the
Moon laboratory. It was a circular room of
large size, illuminated by the flood of
sunlight that came through the ceiling
window. It was crowded with the
scientific paraphernalia of the Futuremen,
with telescopes, spectroscopes and the
like. This main laboratory was surrounded
by a ring of smaller chambers.

O

UT of one chamber scampered two
queerly different little animals–the
pets of the Futuremen. Oog, who was
Otho's mascot, was a meteor mimic–a fat,
doughy little white beast with strange
powers. Eek, Grag's pet, was a moon-pup,
a gray, bearlike little animal with chisellike teeth and claws and bright, black
6
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superstition clung to the monster crack.
"We're near the bottom-eighteen miles
down," called Otho after a glance at the
altimeter. "Say, look at that dome down
there!"
"That isn't any pirate base," said the
Brain sharply. "It’s too big for that."
Curt Newton was amazedly surveying
the scene below. He was staggered by the
magnitude of the activity on the chasm's
floor.
The canyon floor, forty miles in
breadth from cliff to cliff, lay in freezing
darkness that only the starlight faintly
relieved. A few miles to the west vaguely
glimmered the mysterious white ruins of
ancient lunar civilization, which had
invested this place with so many legends.
Enigmatic remnants of a perished race
who long ago had inhabited the young
Moon! What had they been like, those
Lunarians of long ago? No one knew,
now. It was believed that as their world
withered, they had retreated into this great
canyon, in which air might still have
lingered, and had died here. Curt had more
than once explored these puzzling ruins.
But now a little world of new life had
sprung into being on the chasm floor near
the ancient ruins. A huge glassite air-dome
of three-thousand-feet diameter rested
upon the rock floor. Inside the dome, bluewhite krypton lights shed a strong
illumination. The dome contained power
stations, air-pump houses, supply shacks,
barracks and offices.
These structures were grouped around a
towering
square
edifice,
clearly
recognizable as the shaft-house of a
vertical mine tunnel. Men in scores were
coming and going busily around the
building. And the four freighters which
had preceded the Futuremen had landed
amid other parked ships on the chasm
floor near the dome.
"Why, that's a mining dome!" Grag
exclaimed in astonishment.
"They're mining here, on our Moon!"

them out."
Curt nodded worriedly.
"I suppose we'll have to go over and
look into it. Rang it, just when we've got
home–"
"It’s always the way," grunted Grag
disappointedly. "Whenever we figure to
get a rest, trouble raises its ugly head."
They were soon scudding back across
the barren surface of the Moon in the
Comet. They shot westward into the blaze
of its sunlit face. Far ahead, the jagged
white peaks around Thorson Crater
towered against the black, stardusted sky.
Over the tremendous crater, the largest on
the Moon, raced the ship of the
Futuremen.
Upon the baking white desert beyond,
the long black line of Great North Chasm
extended east toward the Dragon Sea.
Within a few minutes, the ship crossed
above the rim of the gigantic canyon. The
Futuremen peered down into its black
maw. Far down in the tenebrous darkness,
Captain Future saw a little cluster of
lights.
"There's some kind of base down in
here, all right," he said. "Funny, I'd have
thought space pirates too superstitious
about the North Chasm to use it as a secret
base."
He started the Comet in a rapid descent
into the black depths.
"Better stand by the proton guns," he
said rapidly over his shoulder to Grag and
Otho.
The depths of the chasm were a gloomy
contrast to the sun-baked desert above.
Sunlight never penetrated here, and only
the thin starlight that sifted into the abyss
showed the towering walls of jagged rock
rising on either side.
Long ago when the Moon was young,
the convulsive contraction of its cooling
sphere had caused this gigantic split in its
crust. This was the largest of the countless
fissures and cavernous spaces that
honeycombed the satellite, but strong
7
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the rattle of metal trucks and the whirring
of machinery in the towering shaft-house.
Captain Future saw a man outside a
distant office structure apparently issuing
orders to a group of workmen. Future and
his aides strode purposefully forward.
Then came a yell
of surprise and alarm from a passing
Jovian miner, who had happened to
glimpse the queer quartet.
The tall red-haired figure of Captain
Future, leading the stalking metal robot,
the fierce-eyed android and the gliding
Brain, seemed to petrify the motley crew
inside the dome with amazement.
"The Futuremen!" somebody shouted.
The thin bony-faced man who had been
giving orders turned and recoiled,
appalled.
"The Futuremen – alive after all!" he
muttered.
"Who are you?" Curt Newton
demanded, his voice crackling.
"I'm Albert Wissler," faltered the other.
"Superintendent of This lunar base of the
King Planetary Metals Company."
"King? I've heard of him," said Curt
scathingly. His voice rang. "You're
breaking System law by mining here
without a Government concession."
"But we have a concession from the
System Government!" cried Wissler
feverishly. "It gives us full right to mine
for the radium here."
"Don't lie to me," Captain Future
rapped contemptuously. "The Government
would never give you a concession on the
Moon, and you know it."
For answer, the scared Wissler darted
into the office building and returned with
a document that he held out triumphantly.
Curt's face changed as he examined the
paper. In it, the System Government
conceded rights to mine all lunar radium
deposits to Larsen King's Company. The
concession was signed by James Carthew,
the President.
"A cheap forgery," grunted Grag.

Otho's green eyes flashed.
"Some greedy promoter has come
sneaking in here while we were gone,
prospecting for metals–"
"Prospecting for radium, you mean,"
rapped Curt Newton, his eyes troubled.
"The location they picked for operations
admits no other explanation. Somehow,
they've learned of the radium deposit
inside the Moon."
"And we kept that radium deposit a
secret for so long!" exclaimed Otho. "How
the devil did they learn about it?"
Curt was upset. He had himself long
ago discovered the existence of the deep
radium deposit, by sensitive instruments.
He had never tried to penetrate down
to the radium so far beneath. For his chief
desire had been to keep it secret, and he
had not wanted to risk leaving a trail that
would lead others to it. But now it had
been found!
"They've no business mining on this
world!" Grag was booming angrily. "We'll
run them out and wreck their dome in
double-quick time."
"Wait a minute, don't fly off your
orbit," Curt interrupted. "These people are
mining here illegally – the Government
would never give them a Moon concession
without our consent.
When they learn that their operations
are discovered, they'll get out quickly
enough."

H

E brought the Comet down to a
landing on the chasm floor beside
the four freighters. He and Otho slipped
into their spacesuits; neither Grag nor the
Brain needed such protection. They strode
toward the dome, found an automatic
airlock entrance in its curved glassite wall.
Passing through this into the air-filled
dome, they looked indignantly around.
Before them lay a busy, noisy scene.
The ceaseless droning of great cyclotrons
in the power stations was a monotonous
undertone for the throbbing of air pumps,
8
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"No, Carthew's signature is genuine,"
said Curt in bewilderment. "I can't
understand this."
Wissler regained confidence.
"You see, we've every right to mine
here and you'd best not try to interfere
with us," he began importantly.
Otho started furiously for him, but Curt
stopped him.
"Wait, Otho!"
"Aren't we going to run this gang of
greedy rascals off the Moon?" Otho cried,
his slant green eyes blazing with fury.
"Not that way," Captain Future told
him. "They must have got their concession
by fraud. The President wouldn't
ordinarily sign such a permit without
consulting us. We're going to Earth and
see him about this!"
Reluctantly, fiercely glaring back at
Albert Wissler and the others, Otho and
Grag followed Curt and Simon Wright
back out to the Comet.

the nearby stairs.
"We'll soon find out what's behind all
this," Curt muttered.
They came down into the big suite of
offices from which James Carthew, the
System President, guided the destinies of
nine great worlds. Two men came toward
them: One was North Bonnel, the young
studious assistant to the President. The
other man, of bulldog visage and
formidable looking in his dark uniform,
was Halk Anders, chief of the far-flung
Planet Police.
Captain Future felt sharp relief at sight
or them.
"Bonnel! Halk! Did you think we were
never coming back?"
North Bonnel answered slowly.
"We thought you were dead. But a little
while ago, we received word from the
Moon that you had returned."
Curt was astounded at the cold
unfriendliness in their faces. They had
ignored his outstretched hand. Halk
Anders was frowning at him.
"Why, what's the matter with you
two?" Curt Newton asked, thoroughly
puzzled. "Aren't you glad to see us?"
"'What do you want here?" demanded
Halk Anders flatly.
It was like a slap in Curt's face. He was
stunned by this hostile greeting from two
old acquaintances with whom he had
cooperated in more than one emergency.
"Why, I want to see the President," he
said, bewildered.
"But I don't understand–"
"President Carthew has been inspecting
the Mercurian migration, and won't be
back here until tonight," Anders said
coldly.
"You can ask for an appointment with
him in the regular manner," Bonnel told
Curt indifferently.
Curt Newton was too dazed to speak.
So were the Futuremen, with the
exception of Otho. An oath ripped from
the android's lips.

CHAPTER III
Tragedy on Earth

L

IKE a falling meteor the Comet
screamed
down
through
the
atmosphere of Earth. New York, seat of
the Solar System Government, was on the
daylight side of the planet. The clustered
chromaloy towers of the metropolis
caught and brilliantly reflected the Sun.
Curt steered down through the maze of
interplanetary and local traffic toward the
glittering pinnacle of Government Tower.
This dominating spire was the center of
authority for nine worlds and thirty-one
moons. In it also was the general
headquarters of the great Planet Police,
whose swift, grim patrol cruisers enforced
the law from Mercury to Neptune.
Curt landed skillfully on the little
square deck atop the truncated tower. At
once, he and the Futuremen started down
9
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"Here's a cursed warm reception for us
four you thought were dead! We come
back to find the Moon overrun with
miners
operating
by
Government
concession. And you tell us we can't even
see the President!"
"Did you think we'd greet you like
conquering heroes?" spat Halk Anders.
"Now that the whole System knows the
truth about you?"
"The truth? What truth?" cried Curt
Newton. "What the devil are you talking
about?"
Before the man could answer, two
newcomers hastily entered the room. One
was a grizzled, gray-haired man in the
black Planet Police uniform. The other
was a dark-eyed, lovely girl.
"Ezra Gurney! Joan!" exclaimed
Captain Future. "Maybe you can tell me
what this is all about."

J

OAN RANDALL ran into his arms.
Tears of joy glimmered in her eyes as
her soft face lifted to his. ln this moment,
she did not look like the cool, alert girl
agent of the Planet Police who had shared
more than one dangerous adventure with
Curt Newton.
"Captain Future, I knew you'd come
back!" she cried. "Everyone said you'd
met death out there in interstellar space
but I knew you'd return some day!"
Ezra Gurney, veteran marshal of the
Planet Police and another old comrade of
the Futuremen, was pumping Curt's hand.
"I also said that nothin' could kill the
Futuremen," he drawled, grinning in
delight. "Grag, you an' Otho look perky as
ever. What the devil were you four doin'
out there all these months?"
Curt Newton's troubled face had
softened for a moment as he kissed the
eager girl. But now he discovered that
North Bonnel and Halk Anders had left
the room. The bewilderment came back
into Captain Future's eyes.
"Joan! Ezra! What's happened?" he

demanded tautly. "Bonnel and Halk were
hostile, seemed to be accusing me of
something–"
Gurney's faded blue eyes were grave.
"You'll find nearly everybody in the
System unfriendly to you right now, Cap'n
Future."
"It's a shame, the way people who owe
you so much have turned against you!"
exclaimed Joan, her fine eyes flaming
with indignation.
Curt felt more and more amazed,
Gurney took his arm.
"Come down to my office, Cap'n
Future. I've plenty I want to tell you
before the President gets back"
Ezra Gurney's small office was down in
the Planet Police section of the great
building. It was cluttered with worn atomguns, old space charts, strange stone idolheads from Saturn, Venusian swamp-bows
and other souvenirs of the veteran
marshal's years in the Space Patrol.
10
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Captain Future's consent. But Captain
Future, instead of being the hero you
people thought, was tricking you all. He
was selfishly hoarding all that Moon
radium for himself, keeping it secret. Even
if Future's alive–which isn't likely– why
should he be consulted?' "
Gurney's eyes were stormy.
"That's the propaganda King's company
hammered away with, an' they kept up till
most people believed it, Cap'n Future."
"So that's it," breathed Curt Newton.
"They actually believe that I concealed the
Moon radium's existence because I was
hoarding it for myself!"
Ezra Gurney's gray head bobbed
earnestly.
"Of course, Joan an' I knew you had
some good reason for keepin' the radium a
secret. But most people, even people like
Halk Anders and North Bonnel, who
ought've known better, were convinced.
An' the popular feelin' against you brought
such pressure on the Government that they
had to grant King the lunar concession."
Curt Newton's tanned face had grown
dark with passionate resentment, and now
his voice rang bitterly.
"So that's why you kept the radium a
secret – so that it could be conserved for
the System's future use. I knew it must be
something like that."
"Apparently you two are the only ones
who did have faith in me" Curt said
bitterly. His gray eyes were hot with
anger. "We went into outer space through
hardship and danger to secure a secret that
would help the System peoples. And we
come back with that secret–to find what?"
"Let's wash our hands of the whole
cursed System and go back out to some of
those other star-systems to live!" Otho
cried furiously.
"Now, wait," Ezra Gurney begged. "I
know you Futuremen are mad, an' Lord
knows you got reason to be. But not
everybody thought the worst of you. I
didn't, an' Joan didn't, an' neither did

Curt sat down wearily in the chair the
old veteran pushed out. Joan's dark eyes
clung to his face, while the Futuremen
gathered round.
"The man who's turned the whole
System against you," drawled Ezra
Gurney, "is Larsen King."
"King?" Curt Newton's eyes narrowed.
"The promoter who got the concession on
the Moon? How does it all hook up?"
Gurney’s brows knit:
"You see, you fellows were gone so
long in Outer space that nearly everybody
in the System figured you were dead.
Because he thought that, a sneakin' little
scientist by name of Albert Wissler went
snoopin' around the Moon. He discovered
that there's a big deposit of radium ore
inside the Moon, an' he told Larsen King
about it.
"Radium ores are in big demand all
over the System, Cap'n Future. Usin' those
ores for fuel instead of copper, the big
atomic-power plants can produce power a
lot cheaper. An' of course, everybody in
the System, wants cheap power.
"So the radium deposits of the nine
worlds have been worked to the limit. This
big Moon deposit would be worth billions
now. Larsen King knew that, and asked
the Government for a lunar concession to
mine that deposit....
"President Carthew didn't want to grant
King a concession. He told King that the
Government didn't grant concessions on
the Moon without askin' Captain Future's
consent, on account of the Futuremen's
past services. King claimed you
Futuremen were dead anyway, but the
President said that hadn't been proved yet.
So Larsen King put pressure on the
Government, by floodin' the whole
System with lyin' televisor propaganda.

"H

E broadcast :
" 'This Moon radium would
give all you people cheap power. But the
President won't let it be mined without
11

OUTLAWS OF THE MOON

President
returns?"
she
suggested
earnestly. "He won't be here for several
hours, and you look ready to drop."
Curt reluctantly obeyed her advice, and
stretched out in a chair. While Otho curled
up in a corner. It had been many hours
since either of them had rested. As he fell
asleep, he heard Joan and Ezra Gurney
talking in low voices to the Brain and
Grag, who never slept.
A hand softly shaking his shoulder
roused Curt. Night had come, and outside
the window he glimpsed the marvelous
vista of New York's, brilliant towers
silhouetted against the summer stars.
He rose, rubbing sleep from his eyes,
and found that it was Joan who had
awakened him. Her soft face was excited.
"President Carthew has returned!" she
told him. "He's up in his office now, and
Larsen King is with him."
Curt stiffened.
"King? Then he must be afraid that I'll
get them to revoke his concession."

President Carthew."
"Then why did, the President let Larsen
King have the lunar concession?" Captain
Future demanded angrily.
"He was forced to by popular pressure
on the System Council," Gurney
explained. But I'm sure the President
would revoke King's concession, if you
explained to him why you were secretly
conserving that radium."
A ray of hope shot across Curt
Newton's dark, strained face.
"If Carthew would cancel the
concession before King's miners actually
reached the radium, no real harm would
have been done," he said slowly.
His anger began to cool.
"I shouldn't have flown off my orbit the
wav I did. But we've been so tired in body
and soul, and then to come back here to a
reception like that–"
"It would be enough to make anybody
explode!" Joan declared. Then: "Why
don't you get some sleep before", the
12
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the System," Larsen King taunted. "You'll
find out that's all over. Furthermore–"
Curt coldly brushed past him and
entered the office of the President. He
stood silent for a moment after he had
closed the door.
"Captain Future!"
James Carthew, venerated President of
the Solar System Government, rose to his
feet behind his desk. He came across the
room to Curt Newton.
Carthew's figure was stooped, his
shoulders sagging, his hair gray. Crushing
responsibility had aged him before his
time. But in his fine face and tired eves,
there was warm understanding as he
gripped Curt's hand.
"We feared you were dead, my boy.
But I never quite believed it, any more
than I believed the malicious slanders
spread about you."

"Yes, an' that sneakin' satellite of his,
Albert Wissler, is with him," growled old
Gurney.
"He must've come hurryin' from the
Moon."
When Curt Newton and the Futuremen,
with their two friends, returned to the
President's tower offices, they found both
North Bonnel and Halk Anders still there.
The unfriendly
Planet Police chief frowned at them.
Larsen King was coming out of the
President's office, with Albert Wissler and
a hawk-eyed younger man with a mean
and predatory face.
"That fellow's Gil Strike, one of King's
new men," muttered Ezra Gurney. "He's
been out at the Moon mine with Wissler."
Captain Future paid neither Strike nor
the sneaking scientist any attention. He
had stepped forward to confront King.
Larsen King coolly returned Curt's
gaze. He was a big, aggressive man of
forty, broad shouldered and bullet-headed.
His black brows and coldly challenging
eyes lent his brusque
face a hard strength. He radiated selfconfidence and consciousness of power.
"So you didn't die out there, Captain
Future," he sneered. "I wonder that you
had the nerve to come back to the System,
after your selfish trickery had been
exposed."
"Why, you lying four-flusher–" Grag
exploded, his huge metal arms reaching as
he plunged toward the promoter.
Albert Wissler recoiled with a squeak
of terror, and Gil Strike snatched for a
concealed weapon in his jacket. But King
did not flinch.
"Hold it, Grag!!' Curt ordered sharply.
His voice was slow and bitter as his gray
eyes bored into King's face. "I know your
type, King. It's a type that would squander
the life of the System itself for a filthy
profit. I've dealt with men of your kind
before."
"You seem to think you're still a hero to

T

HE tautness went out of Curt
Newton's face.
"Thanks, sir. That means a lot to me,"
he said unsteadily.
Carthew led him over to a chair by the
desk. It was a small, austerely simple
room. It was hard to believe that from it
was guided the destiny of nine worlds. But
though bare of ornament, its windows that
were open to the summer night gave it a
background of New York's splendor.
"Tell me where you have been all these
months, my boy," Carthew insisted. We'll
talk later about this Moon radium
business."
Carthew sat, listening intently and
nodding quietly now and then as Curt
Newton raid of their long quest in outer
space. At one point, the President
straightened in astonishment.
"Do you mean to tell me you
discovered on your trip the secret of
creating matter out of cosmic radiation?"
"Yes, sir, we have," Curt replied. "The
formula can create only small amounts of
the heavier elements-there's too much
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electric-eye. Telautomaltons had been
designed for undersea salvage and similar
jobs, but criminals often used them for
theft and other low purposes. The
telautomaton was flashing with blurring
speed toward Carthew's desk. Its large
pincers grabbed up a heavy iridium vase
on the desk. Holding the vase, it whizzed
on through the air making toward the
petrified President.
"Look out, Sir!" cried Captain Future.
His proton-pistol had flashed into his
hand. Bur before he could fire, it was too
late. The hurtling telautomaton reached its
goal. The iridium vase it clutched struck
the head of President Carthew with
shattering impact.

distortion of cosmic radiation if you try to
create heavy elements in quantity. But an
unlimited supply of the lighter elements of
air and water is available."
Incredulous relief shone in Carthew's
eyes.
"Unlimited atmosphere can now be
produced? Why, that means new life for
fading Mercury!"
Curt's voice was earnest.
"But that radium deposit inside the
Moon is even more important, sir. A day
may come when the System will face a
dire emergency, which could be solved
only by use of that radium as a source of
super-power. It must be conserved for
such an emergency. It mustn't be
squandered by exploiters.
"That's why, when we discovered its
existence, we didn't try to dig down to it
but kept it an utter secret."
"I thought that might be your reason,"
Carthew nodded. "But I couldn't convince
the Council members. King's propaganda
campaign had turned them against you.
They insisted on granting the concession."
"But will you try to get the Council to
revoke that concession?" Curt asked
tensely.
"I'll try, and I feel sure that I can do it,"
Carthew promised. "This wonderful thing
you have brought back for Mercury will
certainly counteract King's vicious
propaganda. Moreover–"
There came a sudden, incredible
interruption. A glittering, buzzing object
flew into the office from the open
window. It looked like a little metal
torpedo, two feet long, propelled by
diminutive rocket-jets. In its prow was a
glass electric-eye, and a pair of powerful
jointed pincers like metal claws.
"A telautomaton!" exclaimed Curt
Newton, leaping to his feet in alarm.
Curt had recognized the flying object.
Telautomaltons were self-propelled and
guided by remote radio control. The
operator of one could see to direct it by its

C

ARTHEW collapsed without a groan.
In the same split second, the
telautomaton dropped the crimsoned vase
and streaked out of the window.
"Carthew!" yelled Curt in an agony of
alarm, dashing forward to the prone figure
behind the desk.
James Carthew laid face upward. His
tired face was peaceful–more peaceful
than it had been in life. The whole side of
his skull had been crushed in by the
terrific impact of the heavy vase.
Appalled, Curt Newton looked down at
the pallid features. His first reaction was
one of choking grief. It was the oldest
friend of the Futuremen who lay dead
here.
He heard the door burst open. Halk
Anders, young Bonnel, Larsen King and
others were bursting into the room. They
stopped with exclamations of horror as
they saw the prostrate figure and the
blood-stained iridium vase beside it.
King's horrified cry came loudly in the
frozen silence.
"Good heavens, Captain Future has
killed the President!"
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said in this office, every sound, will be on
the record of the Ear."
"The Ear?" Larsen King demanded,
frowning. "What's that?"
"This office of the President," Bonnel
explained, "has a hidden supersensitive
microphone called an Ear. It picks up and
records on steel tape every word spoken in
here. That is so that every one of the
President's conferences with officials will
be on record."
Curt Newton drew a breath of relief.
For a moment it had looked as though
suspicion would really rest on him. But
the record of his conversation with the
President would clear him.
"The recorder of the Ear is in my own
office," North Bonnel was saying
agitatedly.
They all followed Bonnel back through
the other offices into a contiguous room.
The young secretary went to a secret panel
in the wall. Opened, it disclosed a
recording mechanism of the type that
transcribed distant sounds electrically
upon a moving steel tape.
"Bonnel took the spool of tape out of
the mechanism, placed it in a little boxlike
instrument on his desk. He touched a
switch.
"This spool will have recorded
everything said in the President's office
this evening," he said. "First, you talk with
him, Mr. King."
Voices issued from the little box. They
were clearly recognizable as the voices of
the murdered President and of Larsen
King.
The colloquy was short. King
expressed his anxiety lest the return of
Captain Future endanger his Moon
concession.
"You need not fear that, King,"
Carthew answered. "The Government will
not revoke your concession, now that it
has been granted to you."
Curt felt puzzled. This didn't sound like
Carthew. There was a short silence. Then

CHAPTER IV
Outlawed Futuremen

C

URT NEWTON paid no attention to
the accusation for the moment. He
was rushing toward the window through
which the murderous telautomaton had
vanished. He peered out into the summer
night. There was no sign of the deadly
little mechanism. Its work done, it had
been recalled at once by whoever operated
it by remote control. Larsen King pointed
accusingly at him.
"You murdered the President because
he had given my company a concession on
the Moon, and wouldn't revoke it!" he
charged.
"You're talking nonsense," Captain
Future rapped. "Carthew was going to
revoke the concession. He'd just said so
when a telautomaton flashed in through
the window seized that vase and struck
him on the head, then disappeared."
"So, that's your story, is it?" Halk
Anders said grimly to Curt. "You maintain
that a telautomaton did it?"
"It's not just my story–it's the truth,"
Curt retorted. "You don't doubt it, do
you?"
To his amazement, Halk Anders shook
his head.
"You may be telling the truth, Future.
Or, on the other hand, you may not. It
seems queer that if a telautomaton was
used to kill the President, the mechanism
utilized that vase to strike the blow. Why
wasn't it just flung right at Carthew's
head?"
North Bonnel, the dead President's
secretary and assistant, had stood until
now with his studious young face dazed
by grief. But now Bonnel seemed to have
become aware of the controversy.
"Wait, we can soon prove whether or
not it was Future who killed the
President!'" he exclaimed. "Every word
15
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the recorded transcription of his own talk
with Carthew began to come from the
unwinding steel tape.
Curt recognized his own voice. But to
his amazement, it was saying things that
he had never really said!
"What do you mean by giving King a
concession to the Moon radium?" Curt
heard himself angrily demanding. "That
radium belongs to me!"
"It belongs to the System peoples,
Captain Future," replied Carthew's voice.
"You did wrong to hoard it secretly for
your own selfish use." ".,
Thunderstruck, Curt Newton heard his
own voice storming on, reproaching the
President for granting the concession,
demanding its instant cancellation. And
the voice of Carthew, angrily refusing.
In a flash, Curt understood. This Ear
record was faked! It had been previously
prepared by clever imitation of his and the
President's
voices.
The
phony
transcription had been substituted for the
real record.
Larsen King's work! King, knowing the
President was about to revoke his
concession, had planned this murder. He
had had a confederate substitute the faked
record, so that it would point to Curt
Newton as the killer.
"You'll either cancel that concession or
I'll kill you!" the imitation of Curt's voice
was storming on the faked record.
"No, don't do that, Captain Future–Oh,
God!" came the imitated voice of Carthew
in appalled accents.
There was a crunching thud, then
silence. The Ear record had come to an
end. Curt Newton spun fiercely around to
expose the fiendish trick.
Halk Anders was covering him with his
atom-pistol! The bulldog face of the
Planet Police chief was dark and grim.
And the face of young North Bonnel was
appalled.
"Don't move, Future!" rapped Anders
harshly. "You are under arrest for the

murder of President Carthew."
"I still don't believe it!" flamed Joan
Randall. "Captain Future never said things
like that to the President!"
"Of course he didn't!" exclaimed Ezra
Gurney disgustedly.
"That Ear record was faked," Curt said
levelly to the Planet Police Chief. His eyes
stabbed at Larsen 'King. "I know who
faked it and planted it there. I know who
killed the President by means of that
telautomaton. Just give me a few hours to
prove if, and I'll–"
Halk Anders laughed mirthlessly.
"You'll get more than a few hours.
You'll get a few weeks, down in our
prison, until your trial."
Curt made his decision then. He wasn't
going to let these misguided officials lock
him away! It was better to risk life in an
attempt to break away to freedom, for only
if he were free could he possibly combat
Larsen King's scheme. Bonnel had gone to
the audio phone on the desk, and was
summoning a detail of officers from the
Planet Police floor.
Curt Newton flashed a glance at the
16
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duty."
They heard Halk Anders' yell behind
them, the pound of running feet as a detail
of dark-uniformed Planet Police started in
pursuit. As they raced up the stairs, it
seemed that the great building was a giant
wasp's nest that they had stirred into fierce
activity. Brazen throats of bells were
clamoring deafeningly, and hoarse voices
yelling.
They burst out on the little landingdeck where the parked Comet glittered
under the stars. Tumbling into it, Curt
jumped for the control room. The
cyclotrons started with a bursting roar, as
Otho swung the door shut. Curt jammed
down the cyclotron pedal and yanked back
the space strick.
Pluming flame from its tail, the Comet
slammed skyward. Curt sent the little ship
screaming up over the mammoth
pinnacles and lights of New York,
recklessly arrowing up through the local
traffic levels.
On the Comet climbed, straight into the
stratosphere. Earth had dropped to a
shadowed convexity beneath them.
Overhead gleamed the silvery crescent of
the Moon, a brilliant half disk. Grag had
turned on their televisor to the wavelength
used by the Planet Police. The big robot
called out abruptly in his booming voice.
"Listen to this, Chief!"
A hard, rapid voice was hammering
from the televisor.
"All cruisers and stations of the Planet
Patrol! Emergency Flash! President
Carthew has just been murdered. Captain
Future, accused of murder, has escaped
custody. He and the Futuremen are
breaking for space. They are hereby
declared outlawed, and are to be taken at
all costs!"
"They're calling up all the Patrol
squadrons in this part of the System to net
us," Curt gritted.
"Holy sun-imps, we're outlaws now!"
Otho exclaimed. His slant green eyes

Brain, Simon Wright. He was hovering
unnoticed beside Grag in mid-air. The
Brain's expressionless lens-eyes instantly
caught the direction and meaning of Curt's
glance at the atom-gun in Anders' hand.
The Brain acted! Hurling his square
"body" of transparent metal through the
air upon a sudden jet of traction beams,
Simon Wright moved with such velocity
that the eye could hardly follow.
He struck Halk Anders' right forearm
with a sharp impact that sent the atompistol of the Planet Police Chief flying
from his hand. At the same moment,
Captain Future drew his own protonpistol.
He fired at the glowing krypton bulb in
the office ceiling. The needle-like ray of
protons shattered the bulb. The room was
plunged in darkness.
"The Comet!" Curt yelled to the
Futuremen in the dark. "Quick!"
"They're getting away!" bellowed Halk
Anders furiously. "Grab them–turn in a
general alarm!"
Curt, Grag and Otho were driving
through the confusion and darkness
toward the door. The mighty metal form
of Grag brushed the others in the room
aside like tenpins. They heard Simon
Wright ahead of them. Curt turned and
called back into the dark, confusion-filled
office.
"Ezra–Joan–we'll be back!"

T

HEY plunged down a softly lighted
corridor, heading toward the stairs
that led to the landing deck atop
Government Tower.
Clang! Alarm bells were letting go all
over the great building. Bonnel had found
the alarm switch in the dark.
"Let's get out of here!" yelled Otho, his
eyes blazing with excitement. His protongun had leaped into his hand.
"No shooting!" Captain Future rapped
as they ran. "We're not going to endanger
the lives of men who are only doing their
17
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flashed. "They'll find us Futuremen the
slipperiest 'outlaws' they ever handled!"
They were out in clear space by now,
the Comet streaking outward through the
void with every racket tube thundering.
Looking back by means of the telescopic
rear view plate, Captain Future glimpsed a
little swarm of tiny metal specks that
followed them.
"GHQ Squadron of the Patrol is on our
tail," he muttered. "But they can't overtake
the Comet–it's the other squadrons that
matter."
"Where are we going to head for?"
Simon Wright asked coolly. "They'll
surely have us cut off from the Moon
already."

CHAPTER V
Slow Motion World

T

HE Futuremen realized the full peril
of their position. The Patrol had an
efficient system for dealing with space
pirates and other fugitives of the void. Its
fast code signals could swiftly fling a net
of heavily armed cruisers around any
sector of space, by gathering together the
cruising squadrons of that part of the
System.
That was what had happened now. The
Patrol squadrons had rapidly converged
from a half-dozen different directions. It
was now impossible for the ship of the
Futuremen to slip through the tightening
net, without discovery.
Grag uttered an angry bellow.
"They'll find it easier to box us than to
keep us boxed! We can blast our way
through them with the proton-guns."
"Calm down," Captain Future advised
curtly. "We're going to try to get out of
this – by skilful maneuvering, if possible.
Don't use those guns."
"Even you can't slip out of this net by
clever piloting, Chief," Grag protested
anxiously. "They're just waiting for us to
try to break ahead through them!"
He pointed agitatedly with his metal
arm toward the distant swarm of cruisers
ahead. They were coming on in a
hemispherical, cuplike formation – the
famous "space-sweep" strategy. The GHQ
Squadron close behind the Comet was
seeking to drive it into that cup.
Curt Newton grinned tautly.
"We can't get through that formation
ahead, so we're going back-right through
this squadron behind us."
Otho's jaw dropped.
"Devils of space! Maybe we could run
back through them before they could gun
us – they wouldn't be expecting that!"
"If we get back through them and give

C

URT nodded tensely.
"Yes, the Lunar Squadron will be
strung out waiting for us," he said. "We'll
have to break for outer space. There's a
spot in Mars' southern desert where we
can hole up till the chase dies down. Then
we can return and work secretly to
uncover Larsen King's plot."
He held the racing ship on a course
toward that sector of black space whose
brightest star was the red dot of Mars. As
time flashed by, a barrage of code signals
streamed constantly from the televisor.
Then Curt glimpsed a thin swarm of metal
specks in space ahead of them. They were
fast cruisers, coming on in "space sweep"
formation.
"That's the Martian and Asteroidal
Squadrons coming to meet us!" he
exclaimed in dismay. "They've got us
boxed – we're cut off from Mars!"
"Can't we get away by using the
vibration drive?" cried Otho.
Curt shook his head grimly.
"It would be suicide to try to use the
vibration drive's speeds inside the System.
We're in a neat trap."
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screamed straight back through the swarm
of Patrol cruisers. Guns of a few cruisers
let go with a startled scattered tire, but the
atom-shells went wide of their mark.
"We're through them!" shouted Otho.
"Pour on that power, Chief!"
Curt kept the "cyc"-pedal to the Boor.
The Comet thundered Earthward at the
highest speed of its rocket drive. Captain
Future glanced back. The squadron of
Patrol cruisers was curving around to
follow them. But the ships of the
formation could not double back in a
hairpin loop as Curt had done, lest they
run into each other. They had to swing
around in a broad curve, losing much
time.
"Hah, they're finding out now they're
not chasing clumsy space pirates!" exulted
Grag's booming voice. "We're slipping
them!"
The Comet was taking full advantage
of the pursuers' loss of time. Streaking
through space as though on wings of
flame, it pulled out of even telescopic
sight of the turning Patrol cruisers.
"Now we'll zoom for Eros," Captain
Future declared, his gray eyes sparkling
with excitement. "They'll be sure we're
heading back across the System for
Venus, and will comb space from here to
that world."
They lost the swarms of Patrol cruisers
that had been about to trap them. But Curt
well knew that the squadrons would
quickly reshape their plan, that all the
System between here and Venus would be
crackling with code to draw the net around
them again.
He kept the Comet streaking at highest
speed toward the yellow speck of Eros.
The little asteroid, whose extraordinarily
eccentric orbit brought it nearer Earth at
times than any other body except the
Moon, was at present a third of the way
between Earth and Mars.
The asteroid presented an outlandish
appearance as the ship of the Futuremen

'em the slip, where will we head for?"
Grag asked. "For Venus?"
"No, for that's just what they would
expect," Curt replied. He pointed toward a
tiny yellow speck that lay in space far
back to the right.
"We'll hide out there on Eros till the
hunt dies down."
"On Eros?" repeated Otho in dismay.
"But nobody ever lands on that crazy little
asteroid!"
"That's just why they won't think of
looking for us there. Eros is our best
chance," declared Captain Future. "Get
ready, all of you. I'm going to let those
cruisers almost overtake us, and then do a
hairpin loop right backthrough 'em."
The brilliant stars of the abyss looked
down upon this racing drama between
worlds. The Patrol cruisers, spouting
flame from every rocket tube in their
sterns, began rapidly to overhaul the
Comet as Curt deliberately reduced speed.
He gripped the space stick tightly.
"Hold tight, all of you!" he gritted.
"Here we go back over!"
Curt yanked the space stick back into
his lap. At the same time his foot jammed
the cyclotron pedal to the floor. The
Comet stood on its tail in space as the full
power of its raving cyclotrons was
diverted into its keel rocket tubes. It
roared back over in a hairpin loop no other
pilot would attempt at such speed.
Curt Newton felt as though his brain
were exploding from the pressure. His
senses cleared enough to let him glimpse
that they were rushing headlong back into
the midst of the pursuing ships.
"Look out for a collision!" Otho yelled.
Patrol cruisers loomed up head-on in
front of the Comet. Curt's lightning
maneuver had taken the pursuers utterly
by surprise.

H

E slammed the space stick sideward
and the Comet swerved to a blast of
its lateral tubes, avoiding collision. They
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noted the Brain, his lenslike eyes peering
closely. "The biggest Erosian town is just
north of it."
Curt nodded.
"I remember. We'd better land by the
town and we'd better do it before that
queer gravitation field starts affecting us."
He sent the Comet scudding down on
throttled rockets over the crowded yellow
fungi of the weird forest. At its northern
edge lay a small town of pale stone
structures, curiously minareted edifices in
which dwelt the human Erosians native to
this little world. Captain Future landed the
ship in the concealment of the towering
fungi nearest this town.
"We'd better go into town and explain
to the Erosians why we landed," he said
quickly as he cut the cyclotrons. "They
don't much like visitors, if you
remember."
"Now it begins!" groaned Otho
gloomily as they emerged from the ship.
"In about ten minutes, that magnetic
gravitation field will start affecting our
bodies like it did on our last trip, and we'll
go screwy again."
Captain Future led the way, his tall,
red-haired figure striding through the thin,
warm air, and dappled sunlight and shade
of the strange fungus forest. He looked up
anxiously, but saw no ships in the brassy
sky.
The fact strengthened his confidence
that their pursuers had been thrown off the
trail. The Patrol would not give Eros a
second glance, for the most intrepid
spacemen avoided it like the plague. The
squadrons would assume that they were
making for Venus, to hide in the great
swamps.
A few minutes later the Futuremen
entered the little town of minareted
buildings. There were scores of Erosians
in its streets. These yellow-skinned men,
women and children all
wore dark, close-fitting garments not
unlike the black zipper suits of Captain

drew near it. It was almost the only world
in the System that was not spherical in
shape. The little planet had the oblong
shape of a brick, and turned over and over
in space as it followed its path.
"Look at it–it even looks wacky!" said
Otho, staring in intense dislike. "Chief,
can't we find some other hideout than that
crazy little flying brick?"
The Brain spoke up satisfiedly.
''I'm glad we're landing here. It’ll give
me another chance to study the peculiar
Erosian gravitational field which causes
that curious time-phenomenon."
Otho gave up.
"All right, take me there–what do I
care? What have I got to live for, anyway?
I might as well go crazy on Eros as die out
in space."
Captain Future paid no attention to the
android's grumbling. He was keenly
surveying the little yellow, bricklike world
as he approached.
Small as it was, Eros had a tiny
satellite. It was a silvery object that circled
the asteroid in a regular orbit. Curt only
glanced at the object, which was now on
the opposite side. Eros grew into a large,
yellowish bulk as the Comet dropped in
toward it. Thin air whistled outside, for
one of the marvels of this tiny world was
the fact that it was able to hold an
atmosphere.
Curt few above the sunlit side of the
oblong asteroid, keeping well away from
the low black hills at its western end. He
knew from his previous visit that those socalled Magnet Mountains could tear every
atom of iron out of a ship that approached
too closely.
They flew over a rolling plain covered
with tawny grass, crossed above a river
that flowed in a deep canyon around the
asteroid, and then found themselves above
a great forest of giant yellow growths that
looked for all the world like exaggerated
mushrooms.
"That's the eastern Fungus Forest,"
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The gravitation of this little asteroid
was powerfully reinforced by a strong,
peculiar magnetic field. This magnetism
affected the electric nerve-currents' of any
living creature which remained more than
a few minutes on Eros. It slowed down
those nerve-currents, and thus stepped
down consciousness, thought and physical
metabolism.
Thus, any man who remained more
than a few minutes on this asteroid found
himself living at a tempo a hundred times
slower than normal. Yet because all other
life on Eros lived and moved at the same
tempo, he would seem to himself
unchanged. It was this peculiar condition
of the asteroid that made it sedulously
avoided by spacemen.
"We are slowing down already," the
Brain observed with keen interest."Do you
notice?"
"I don't feel any different," Grag
declared skeptically.
"Look at those people in the street!"
Otho told him. "Can't you see the
difference?"
The yellow Erosians around the
Futuremen seemed to be moving faster
than they had. More and more rapidly they
appeared to move – but in reality, it was
only that the Futuremen were living and
moving slower. Within a few more
minutes, the Erosians around Curt and his
comrades seemed walking and talking at
normal tempo.
Captain Future realized that he and his
companions were now on the same motion
level.
"l'm glad that's'over," he declared, and
added with a fleeting grin, "When on Eros,
live as slowly as the 'Erosians."
The yellow people were now gathering
around the Futuremen with excited cries.
Curt and his comrades had been
recognized.
"It is the four explorers who came to
our world before!" went up the cry.
"Glad they remember us," remarked

Future and Otho.
But all these yellow people looked like
living statues. They seemed frozen. In all
the throng, there seemed not a single
movement. Here a man striding along with
a burden stood with one foot raised for the
next step. Here stood two wrinkled old
men who appeared to be conversing, one
with an arm frozenly raised to emphasize
his soundless speech. Nearby, children
who seemed to be chasing each other were
frozen in vivid tableau. It looked for all
the world as though a strange doom had
stricken all these people, petrifying them
instantaneously.
The spectacle was uncanny even to the
Futuremen, who had seen it before.
"It gives me the creeps," Otho
murmured in strong distaste. "Like being
in a city of the dead."
"They're as alive as we are," Curt
retorted. "They just live slower."
"I'll say they do a hundred times
slower," Otho muttered.
These yellow Erosians were not
completely motionless. They were all
moving, but so slowly that the eye could
hardly perceive it.

M

INUTE by minute, the upraised foot
of the man striding along with his
burden came down toward the paving.
When it finally rested on the stone, the
other foot began slowly to rise in another
step. All the other yellow people were
moving or talking at the same halfparalyzed tempo.
"No wonder they call the place 'Slow
Motion World'," rumbled Grag.
"And in a few minutes we'll be moving
and living as slowly as they do," sniffed
Otho. "Hanged if I like it!"
Already, in fact, Curt and the
Futuremen were feeling the first tingling
sensation that warned them the strange
magnetic gravitational field of Eros was
beginning to affect their bodies.
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Curt with relief. "Though I guess they
have so few visitors they don't forget' em."
The gathering crowd made way for the
approach of a dignified yellow man of
advanced age. Captain Future recognized
the Erosian ruler.
The yellow official greeted him with
apparent pleasure. Curt had a unique
faculty for cultivating the friendship of
strange planetary races. And he had made
friends with these
Erosians on his first visit. "You have
come to explore our world again?" asked
the yellow king after his formal greeting.
"Not this time," Captain Future replied.
He spoke frankly, as was his inborn
instinct. "We were being pursued by men
who believed we had committed a crime
of which we were innocent. To escape
them, we landed here."
"You shall stay here as long as you
wish," avowed the Erosian ruler. "You are
welcome to be our friends and guests."
They were led to one of the little
minareted buildings, and given to
understand that it was their home for as
long as they cared to stay. Yellow women
brought food – cooked fungi, and a
colorless wine.
"Not bad, if you don't mind a musty
taste," remarked Otho, wiping his lips. He
stretched hugely. "Can't we get some
sleep, Chief?"
Curt nodded.
"Might as well. Keep your eye on
things, Grag. Wake us at once if you hear
anything like a ship."
Captain Future slept dreamlessly on the
woven grass mat that was an Erosian bed.
He woke to find that night had come. The
minareted little structures outside gleamed
palely in the starlight. In the distance, the
fungus forest was a dark obscurity.
"Nothing's happened," reported Grag,
stalking in from outside. "Nothing except
that Otho's snores drew a crowd of
Erosians for a while."
"I resent that!" exclaimed Otho, who
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Erosian friends, the Futuremen entered the
Comet and rose from the surface of the
asteroid. Passing its little satellite, they
flashed the time-honored "salute" signal.
By now they had shaken off the slower
life-tempo.
There appeared to be no patrolling
squadrons now in this sector. Captain
Future headed at once for the Moon,
where the outlawed Futuremen must risk
their perilous scheme to penetrate the
dangers of a dead world.

had also awakened.
"Cut it, you two," ordered Curt. "It's
time we held a council of war. We've got
to plan how to defeat Larsen King's grab
for the Moon radium."
He paced to and fro in the dim room,
frowning in thought.
"We've got to keep King's Moon
miners from reaching that radium,"
Captain Future said. "That's our prime
objective. Once we've assured the safety
of the radium, then we can endeavor to
clear our names of this 'outlaw' stigma."
"We shall have to take risks," he went
on. "For we haven't much time. It won't
take King's men so long to get down to the
radium deposit."
Captain Future made his decision.
"We've got to get down to that radium
deposit before King's men! If we can get
to the radium first, I've a plan by which
we can gum up King's whole scheme.
We'll have to find a different way down to
the radium deposit. We'll have to enter
one of the fissures near North Chasm, find
our own way down through the caves."
"You know how risky that will be,
lad!" warned the Brain. "You know better
than anyone else the dangers of exploring
those fissures."
Captain Future shrugged.
"It's a case of must, Simon." He turned
toward the door. "And we'd better start
now. It's going to be hard enough to land
secretly on the Moon for our attempt."
"Start now?" echoed Otho in surprise.
"Why, the Patrol ships will still be around
here. We've only been here five or six
hours."
"You forget that we've been living a
hundred times slower than normal since
we got here," Curt reminded him. "It only
seemed five or six hours to us, but actually
we've been here about four weeks."
"The devil!" exclaimed Otho. "You
mean to say I've been sleeping here for a
solid month?"
A little later, after taking leave of their

CHAPTER VI
Alien City

D

AWN was creeping across the outer
face of the Moon. The advancing day
flowed like a slow bright tide over the
stark, peak-ringed craters and the deathly
white pumice deserts. It touched the fused
Sea of Glass to blinding brilliance. In
gloomy gorges of the northern mountains,
packs of the weird gray Moon Dogs
trotted forth in fierce search for their
metallic food, as the long lunar day began.
But in the glaring northern desert, the
Great North Chasm was still a well of
perpetual cold and night. Sunlight had
never penetrated this forbidding abyss,
which for so long had guarded its
enigmatic memorials of a mysterious
vanished race. Its only light was the one
point of man-made illumination at its
bottom. The glittering bubble of the big
mining-dome down there glowed with
inner radiance. The blue-white glare of
clusters of krypton’s boldly revealed the
interior of this precarious oasis of air and
life. Droning of power plants, beating of
air pumps, slap of hurrying feet were all a
background to the dominating throb of
machinery in the tall shaft-house.
Larsen King turned from the window
of the little chromaloy office building,
from which he had been surveying the
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voice was dangerous.
"I told you to keep your mouth shut
about that."
Strike shrugged carelessly.
"What's the difference when there's
only the three of us?"
"Walls have ears, you fool," rapped
King."And don't you forget that it was you
who actually operated that telautomaton,
Strike. If you talk yourself into trouble,
you'll have nothing to prove I gave you
your orders."

activities here.
"Six weeks of this," King said bitingly,
"and how far down have you got? Less
than a mile! At that rate, it will take a
lifetime to reach the radium."
King's bullet head thrust forward
angrily as he spoke, his hard impatient
black eyes raking the other two men.
Young Gil Strike, tilted back in his chair
and lazily smoking a long green rial
cigarette, had a look of unconcern on his
predatory face. But Albert Wissler shifted
uneasily in his chair. The thin, blinking
scientist seemed to squirm inwardly at his
employer's words. "It's not my fault the
tunneling has gone so slowly," Wissler
said hastily. "I can explain–"
"Explanations are all I've had from
you," King interrupted brutally. "That's
why I came out here from Earth today. I
want results!"
His eyes narrowed.
"I understand you've spent more time
roaming over the Moon, looking for
Captain Future’s hidden laboratory, than
you have at your job here."
Wissler answered sullenly.
"Future's home would yield a lot of
valuable scientific secrets, if we could find
it before he comes back."
"You'll have plenty of time to search
for it later," Larsen King declared coldly.
"The Futuremen will never come back." .
"I notice the Planer Patrol still keeps a
lookout for them around the Moon," said
Wissler meaningly.
"That's just a matter of form," scoffed
the promoter. "Future's left the System for
good. It's all he could do, now that he's an
outlaw."
Gil Strike laughed softly to himself, as
though as a private joke. His hawklike
eyes had lazy amusement in them.
"I sure enjoy hearing people so bitter
against Future for murdering the
President," he drawled. "I hand it to you
for cleverness, King."
Larsen King's lips thinned, and his

A

LBERT WISSLER had listened
uneasily to this exchange, a fidgety,
half-fearful look on his thin face. He
jumped when King turned to him.
"I'm going to inspect the work myself,"
snapped the promoter. "Come along."
Larsen King's tall figure, impressive
and commanding even in his blue silken
zipper-suit, led the way across the blue-lit
enclosure of the dome. Workers in grimy
gray glanced at them inquiringly. These
hard-bitten planetary miners had been
gathered from every world. Among them
were lanky, blue Saturnians, peakedheaded Neptunians, red Martians wirh
hooded
eyes,
and
rough-looking
Earthmen.
The noise inside the cavernous shafthouse was deafening. It came mostly from
the giant revolving winches and drums at
the mouth of the tunnel, and from the low
metal trucks that ceaselessly rattled in and
out of the shaft. The throb of air pumps,
drone of atomic power turbines and
bawling of orders all added to the uproar.
The tunnel was not a vertical shaft. It
was a twenty-foot tube bored obliquely
downward in a westerly direction. Two
parallel cogged tracks led down its steeply
slanted floor into the depths. Empty metal
trucks moved down into the tunnel along
one track, and trucks loaded with shattered
moon-rock came up the other track, to be
shunted out of the shaft-house for eventual
dumping outside the dome.
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what they saw. It scared them, and they've
been doing much talking among
themselves ever since.
"They don't like to work their shifts
down in the tunnel anymore," Wissler
went on. "A good many of them are
muttering that there's a curse on this
chasm, left here by the alien Lunarians
who lived here long ago. They say that the
deeper they go into the Moon, the greater
is the danger from that curse."

Wissler raised his voice above the
uproar.
"We're boring down toward one of the
big caves, you know. Sonic probing shows
there's one not far down. Once we hole
through into it, we'll work our way on
down through the labyrinth of caverns and
fissures toward the radium deposit."
"Why didn't you drop a vertical shaft
straight down toward the cave, instead of
slanting down toward it?" King demanded
critically.
"We save time this way," Wissler
assured him. "We're following an ancient
fissure that seems to have been closed by a
landslide ages ago. It's easier boring
through broken rock and debris than
through solid rock."
Larsen King was unsatisfied.
"You're still not making the progress
you should. I can't understand why the
work's going so slowly. Look at those
trucks coming up empty now!"
He pointed accusingly at the line of
emerging metal trucks that rattled up from
the tunnel. They were, in fact, all empty
now.
Wissler looked troubled.
"Something must be wrong with the
boring crews down there. I hope to heaven
nothing's aroused their superstitions
again."
"Their superstitions?" repeated King
angrily. "What are you talking about?"
"It’s what has made the work so slow,"
Wissler explained nervously. "The men
have got more and more superstitious
about tunneling into the Moon."
"Devil
take
them
and
their
superstitions!" exploded the promoter.
"What kind of nonsense have they got into
their heads?"
"It's about the ancient Lunarians – you
know, the race that lived on this world
ages ago," his superintendent declared.
"Some of the miners were over to look at
that ruined city, a few miles from here on
the floor of the chasm. They didn't like

L

ARSEN KING made a gesture of
angry contempt.
"And you've let them slow down work
because of that nonsense?"
Gil Strike, who had been peering down
into the slanting tunnel, turned toward the
other two.
"Here come the boring crews back up,"
he reported. "Their shift doesn't end for an
hour yet. They've quit on the job."
Moon miners began pouring up out of
the tunnel on the rattling trucks, hastily
disembarking in the shaft-house, as though
glad to be out of the shaft. Last of the
heterogeneous planetary group to emerge
was a brawny green Jovian.
"It's Hok Kel, mine boss on this shift,"
Wissler told his employer as the Jovian
approached. "What happened down
there?" he cried.
The Jovian shook his head, looking
disgustedly toward the miners, who were
muttering excitedly together.
"They got in a panic," he rumbled. "All
because they happened to run into this
thing while they were boring."
He held out the object in his hand. It
was a dry, shriveled fragment of bone-the
arm of an ancient skeleton. But it was
oddly curious in that instead of five
fingers, the hand was a web of more than a
dozen very slender bones.
Wissler's blinking eyes widened.
"Why, it must be the skeletal arm of an
ancient Lunarian!"
"That's what the men said," rumbled
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at one another. Then, driven by the
powerful personality of their employer,
they moved sullenly back into the metal
trucks that rattled down into the shaft. But
their reluctance was very apparent.
"Keep them boring," rapped King to
Hok Kel."Don't give them any time to
brood over that superstitious nonsense."

Hok Kel. "They've been nervous all day,
because this morning we turned up a few
fragments of worked stone and a little
metal implement. This put them in a
panic." '"
"That little shred of bone?" cried
Larsen King incredulously.
He turned and surveyed the muttering
planetary miners, scathing scorn in his
black eyes.
"I'm cursed if ever I heard of a tough
bunch of interplanetary diggers going into
a panic over a little thing like that!"
The motley group of Moon miners
eyed him sullenly. Then a tall hollow-eyed
red Martian among them answered the
promoter.
"It is not the bone alone–it is what it
means," he said slowly. "It's presence in
the debris of this ancient fissure proves
that the ancient Lunarians went down
through that fissure, ages ago when it was
open."
"What if they did?" King demanded
contemptuously. "What difference does it
make now what those creatures of the dim
past may have done?"
A gaunt gray Neptunian miner growled
his answer.
"It makes a difference to us. We don't
want to go where those Moon-devils went.
Maybe there's some of them still alive
down there."
"Maybe you're a lot of fearful fools!"
snorted Larsen King. "Afraid of men
who've been dead for a thousand
centuries!"
"They weren't men, they were devils,"
muttered a Saturnian miner. "We saw
what they looked like, over in that dead
city."
King's harsh voice rang domineeringly.
''I'll have no more of this nonsense.
You men signed on for this job and you're
going to finish it. Now get back down into
that tunnel!"
His whiplash voice silenced the
muttering, men. They looked uncertainly

T

HE Jovian mine boss nodded a little
doubtfully as he followed the men.
"'Maybe they'll be better when we hole
through into that cavern."
"Moon devils!" repeated Larsen King
wrathfully. "The stupid fools!"
He turned toward Albert Wissler.
"What the devil, was it over in that
ruined city that put such crazy, notions in
their heads?"
Wissler answered nervously.
"There are stone figures over there that
look like idols and are pretty ghastly. And
other things–"
"I'm going over there and see for
myself," King said decisively. "It might be
wise to have those ruins' blown up, if
they're affecting the men so much. Come
along, Wissler. Strike, you stay here and
see that they don't stop work again. "
Clad in space-suits and helmets, King
and the thin scientist left the dome's
airlock entrance.
They tramped westward, Wissler
leading the way with a hand krypton light.
The darkness and cold outside the dome
were intense. The thin starlight that sifted
into the abyss only faintly illuminated the
looming masses of rock amid which they
picked their way. Far, far overhead, the
mouth of the chasm was but a narrow
crack of starry black sky.
Presently a mass of white ruins loomed
vaguely in the blackness. The two men
walked on, the blue beam of the krypton
light slicing the dark. The Lunarian city
was a tomb of cyclopean ruins. Its
structures had been built of a hard white
moon-rock, and had covered an area of a
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humanity. Their bodies were thick, short
and neckless. The heads were round, the
eyes saucerlike with queer shutter lids, the
noses merely two gaping nostrils above
the slitted mouth. They had flat webbed
paws for hands and feet.

square mile. In plan, the city had been
spiral. One narrow street that unfolded in
ever-widening circles could still be traced.
The architecture was disturbingly alien.
Spiral fluted columns formed porticoes to
low, windowless stone buildings of
mausolean appearance. From atop many
of the fluted spires gaped monstrous stone
creatures-giant centipedal worms with
staring eyes, wolflike beasts and others.
"Those must represent lunar animals
that once existed," said Wissler. "It's
believed the Moon Dogs descended from
one of those forms – a species that
managed to adapt itself to the vanishing of
the lunar air."
"They tell a lot of tall stories about
those Moon Dogs," sneered Larsen King.
He stared about. "What the devil smashed
this place up so?"
The Lunarian city looked as though it
had been shattered by giant hands. Broken
columns and masses of stone debris
blocked many streets. At the center of the
spiral city loomed a larger roofless wreck.
"It's supposed," Wissler explained,
"that the impact of cosmic fragments
which formed the lunar craters was the
shock that shattered this city. Also, it must
have caused the rock slide that closed the
fissure leading downward."
Clambering over masses of broken
debris, Wissler led the way with his lamp
toward the towering wreck at the center of
the city.
"This seems to have been a Lunarian
temple of some kind," he muttered. "Look
and you'll see what scared the men."

L

ARSEN
KING's
voice
came
scornfully.
"So these stone statues are the
Lunarians the men are scared of!"
"It's not the stone figures alone,"
protested Wissler. "It's the fact that no one
has ever found a single Lunarian's remains
here in the city. What became of them all?
Where did they all go?"
"Bah, you're as superstitious as the
men,"
jeered
his
employer
contemptuously. "No wonder that–".
Wissler's
terrified
exclamation
interrupted.
"What's that?"
A dark figure was entering the wrecked
building from behind them. The
unsteadiness of Wissler's light as it flashed
toward the intruder was evidence of the
scientist's state of nerves.
He sighed with relief. It was a spacesuited man who was approaching. They
recognized Gil Strike's hawk face inside
the helmet.
"What's wrong? More trouble with the
men?" King asked sharply.
Strike's voice was excited and exultant.
"No, not that. We just got a flash from
the Planet Patrol. They spotted Captain
Future landing on the Moon. They've got
him and the Futuremen trapped in the
mountains southeast of here!"

They had entered a cyclopean, roofless
temple whose floor was littered with fallen
blocs. Its dimensions were so great that
the blue beam of the krypton lamp barely
reached its farther end. The beam, angling
upward, illuminated four stone colossi.
These giant figures, sculptured in a
stiffly sitting position, were oppressively
alien despite their general resemblance to

CHAPTER VII
Moon Dog Gorge

C

URT NEWTON had taken extreme
precautions to avoid observation as
the Comet approached the Moon. He kept
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''You'll gun nobody down!" flared
Otho, flame leaping into his eyes as he
jumped for the proton-cannon breech. "By
the Sun, I'll–"
"No, get away from that gun!" Captain
Future ordered sharply.
The stentorian command thundered
from the televisor.
"Unless you land instantly, we'll open
fire! You can't possibly break free!"
"They're right!" yelled Grag in alarm.
"They've got us 'pinned' by their altitude,
Chief. We'll have to fight our way out this
time!"
Curt had already recognized the
discouraging nature of their predicament.
They had been flying very low over the
towering lunar mountains. The four Patrol
cruisers had swiftly spread out to "pin"
them. They could not rise from the
satellite now without meeting murderous
fire.
Realizing this in a flash, and resolved
not to turn his own guns against the Patrol,
Captain Future took the only chance open
of escape. He jammed the cyclotron pedal
down, flung
the space stick to the right and a little
forward.
The Comet screamed down between
the lunar pinnacles as though bent on
suicide. Curt flung it right between
towering peaks and precipices at high
speed. It took the split second timing of a
great pilot to brush so closely past the
jagged stone scarps and ridges without
fatal collision.

on the dark side of the satellite, running up
its space-shadow to increase his chance of
slipping past vigilant, patrolling cruisers.
Curt believed that the hunt for him
would have somewhat slackened by now.
But there were always Planet Patrol
cruisers near the Moon. The so-called
Lunar Squadron, while it had no base on
the satellite, used it as center of the sector
in which they watched earthbound
shipping.
Luck seemed to favor the Futuremen.
They followed the shadow right to the
surface of the Moon without sighting a
Patrol cruiser. Captain Future now steered
around the satellite, toward the brilliant
Sea of Glass that lay south of Great North
Chasm. The Comet was soon out of the
shadow, flying over white pumice desert
glaring in the Sun.
"I'm heading for a certain gorge north
of the Sea of Glass," Curt told his three
comrades gathered in the control room. "If
you remember, we explored a little of it
two years ago. There was a fissure there
that seemed to lead deeply down into the
Moon."
The three nodded in recollection.
In no time at all, it seemed, the Comet
had left the desert behind and was flying
over tall, jagged mountains, the extreme
northeastern spurs of the mighty
Thompson Range. It was a wilderness of
sharp white pinnacles that menaced the
passing ship like bared fangs. Miles ahead
glittered the blinding Sea of Glass, over
which they must pass.
Suddenly out of the star-dusted black
void, four grim cruisers screamed down
like shooting stars toward the Comet.
"Patrol cruisers!" yelled Otho. "They
kept a telescopic check on the Moon–"
"Captain Future, ahoy!" rang a
stentorian voice from the televisor at the
same instant, on an all-wave transmission.
"Planet Patrol speaking! Land and
surrender instantly or we'll gun you
down!"

H

E was seeking to give the Patrol
cruisers the slip by dodging away
through the dangerous peaks. They would
hesitate, he felt, to follow closely. But a
shower of atom-shells suddenly exploded
brilliantly to his left. The Patrol cruisers
above were firing down at him heavily.
"Patrol shooting!" jeered Otho, his
green eyes blazing. "I'd like to show them
gunnery."
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rock pinnacles that towered against the
star-specked black sky. The cruisers
passed close above the narrow, boulderstrewn valley in which the Comet lay
helpless.
"They've spotted us – they'll come
down at the nearest possible landing place
and rush here in space-suits to capture us!"
Curt declared. "If we wait to fix that fuel
line, they'll get us sure. We've got to
abandon the ship."
"Abandon the Comet?" Otho's voice
was sharp with dismay. "We can't do that!
If we did, how could we reach that gorge
we're heading for?"
"On foot, in space-suits," retorted Curt
Newton.
"It's two hundred miles!" cried Grag,
appalled. "And across that devilish Sea of
Glass–"
"It's either that, or let ourselves be
captured here and see the whole game go
to Larsen King and his crowd!" rapped
Captain Future.
His voice rang in sharp commando
"Grag, get together those transformers
and condensers and other equipment. Tie
them on your back. They're fairly compact
– you can carry them. Otho, get our spacesuits. We'll need extra oxygen tanks, and
an oxide converter. Hurry!"

Captain Future swung the space stick
sharply to the left, to hurl the Comet
between two tall pinnacles of rock. At that
moment, more atom-shells exploded right
in front of the fleeing ship. The terrific
glare blinded Curt for an instant. There
was a heart-stopping shock and crash that
flung them violently about.
"We grazed one of those peaks!" came
Grag's yell.
The Comet's left lateral rocket tubes
had been crushed in by the grazing
contact.
The
ship,
temporarily
unmanageable, spun crazily and then
dived headlong toward the rocky valley
between the two peaks.
Curt Newton glimpsed the glaring rock
waste rushing up at them with frightful
speed. Instinctively, he kicked in both the
cyclotron and brake-blast pedals. The
rocket tubes in the prow of the ship
spouted flame a moment before the Comet
reached the ground.
The terrific brake-blast batted the ship
dizzily back up for a few yards. It roiled
crazily and then crashed down onto the
rock, and lay still. The shock had snapped
the fuel-feed line.
"Chief, are you hurt?" cried Grag.
The big robot had picked himself up
with Otho, and he and Simon Wright were
anxiously bending over Curt. Captain
Future shook his head to clear it. Then, as
he took in their situation, he jumped
unsteadily to his feet.
"Left lateral tubes gone–but we could
take off again if that fuel line hadn't
snapped!" he exclaimed.
"It'll only take us twenty minutes to put
in a new feed line!" Otho cried.
"That's more time than we've got!" Curt
rapped. "Those cruisers will be down after
us like hawks–"
"There they come now!" cried Grag,
pointing.
Through the control-room window they
could see the four grim Planet Patrol
cruisers, coming back low over the white

N

EED for haste was manifest. They
had glimpsed the four Patrol cruisers
slanting down to a landing farther along
this lunar valley, where it was wider and
clearer. Soon the Patrol men would be in
hot pursuit. Grag hastily strung together
the compact electrical equipment that Curt
had devised for his secret scheme. Curt
had purposely designed the apparatus to
be light and easily transported. Grag slung
the whole mass onto his back, and also
picked up a stout metal bar. Captain
Future and Otho had got into their spacesuits.
An extra alumiloy oxygen tank and a
compact oxide converter were attached to
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its further end. They were approaching
the Comet.
"Curse them, it makes me mad to think
of those heavy handed space greenies
getting hold of our Comet!" raged Otho.
Though they were now in an airless
void, Curt and Otho could converse on the
secret, untappable wave of their short
radius space-suit phones. The Brain had a
similar short-range
audio-phone built into his mechanical
speech apparatus, as also did Grag.
"There's no help for that," Curt
answered shortly. "We’ve got to move on.
They'll soon find we're not in the ship, and
then the hunt for us will really begin."

the belt of each suit beside their proton
pistols. The special inside pockets of their
suits already held emergency rations of
food tablets and water.
"Now out of the ship, quick!" Curt
exclaimed. "They’ll be coming up this
valley in two minutes!"
They emerged from the airlock door of
the Comet, into the terrific solar glare of
the airless Moon. Otho hesitated.
"We can't leave the Comet like this!
Let's stay and fight it out!"
Curt knew how the Futuremen felt. He
himself felt sharp dismay at the thought of
abandoning their splendid, faithful little
ship to capture. But everything now
depended on their own escape.
"We'll retrieve the Comet later, never
fear," Captain Future pledged. "For
space's sake, hurry! Up over that ridge!"
They plunged forward in a hard run
along the wild, rocky lunar-valley toward
the nearby ridge that promised temporary
concealment. The scene was wild and
awesome. The two lunar peaks that
towered on either side of them were giant,
upflung masses of rock ten thousand feet
high. Cruel, jagged scarps and buttresses
glared blinding white in the unrelenting
focus of the unsoftened Sun.
The Futuremen ran at top speed. Their
weight, of course, was the same here as it
would have been on Earth. The gravitation
equalizers they and every other
interplanetary traveler always wore took
care of that. But they slipped and stumbled
on the loose rock, all except the Brain who
glided swiftly and effortlessly on his
beams.
They pitched onto the ridge and down
over it. Curt Newton raised his head over
its rim to look back for a moment.
"We just made it," he muttered. "I don't
think they saw us."
Two score men in space-suits, carrying
heavy hand atom guns and wearing the
emblem of the Planet Patrol on their
chests, were hurrying into the valley from

C

APTAIN FUTURE led the way
rapidly to the spot where the valley
ended in a tumbled wilderness of lower
lunar peaks. Then he struck out through
the mountains in a general northwesterly
direction. The gorge which Curt believed
might furnish passage down to the interior
caverns of the Moon and the deep radium
deposit, lay two hundred miles northwest.
They could save a tenth of that distance by
cutting across the Sea of Glass, but at
what peril they knew.
The Brain, gliding beside them, turned
abruptly.
"Lad, ships are coming!" he warned.
They glimpsed two cruisers coming
across the white peaks from behind them,
climbing only enough to clear the
mountains as they flew.
"The Patrol has discovered we're not in
the Comet, and is quartering out to search
for us!" Curt exclaimed. "Quick, under
that overhang!"
Barely in time, they jumped under the
overhang of the neighboring cliff. The two
Patrol cruisers scudded by close over their
hiding place.
"They'll comb all those mountains for
us," predicted Otho. "The Patrol may be
dumb but it's thorough."
"I'm not used to being hunted around
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across their path. That curious area was so
blinding that they could not look at it. It
was the Sea of Glass whose corner they
must cross, to reach the gorge that was
their ultimate goal.
They nerved
themselves for the ordeal as they
approached.
The Sea of Glass was a large, roughly
square area in which the lunar rock had
somehow been fused into a glassy green
obsidian. It was generally believed that
ancient volcanic action had caused the
phenomenon,
though
some
planetographers held other theories.
Whatever its origin, the Sea of Glass was
a vast, glittering sheet that flung back the
solar radiance blindingly.
"Keep your eyes shut as much as
possible," Curt warned the Futuremen as
they approached. "Stay close together, so
we won't get separated."
"I must have had my eyes shut all along
into this mess," Otho declared. "Lead on,
Chief we might as well fry now as later."
Curt Newton had his own eves almost
closed as they stumbled forward onto the
glassy, slippery surface of the great sheet.
But the terrific reflection forced itself
between his lids, and stabbed to his brain.
And the heat was now so intense that even
through the super-insulation of their
spacesuits, it became intolerable. Only
Grag and Simon were unaffected by it,
though their artificial sight-organs were
dazzled and blinded.
Their feet slipped drunkenly on the
smooth obsidian as they struggled on. Curt
dared open his eyes only a trifle every few
minutes, trying to keep the northwestward
course. But his eyes were soon so stunned
and bleared by the glare that he could see
nothing. He had to lead onward, trusting
to instinct to follow the right direction.
The air inside his space-suit was like a
furnace. His skin was parched, his mouth
dry, his head aching. He was aware only
of the slippery glass surface underfoot, the
touch of his comrades as they all clung

like this, complained Grag."I guess I
wasn't cast to be an outlaw, after all."
Curt Newton led the way rapidly on
through the tumbled rocky hills, in a
steady northwestward direction. Once
again they had to dart into the
concealment of deep shadows as cruisers
went by above them. Then they came out
of the last low foothills of the great chain
of lunar mountains. Before them, the
baking white pumice desert over which
the Comet had flown stretched
northwestward toward the blinding
brilliance of the Sea of Glass. Blocked by
the Patrol cruisers, they would have to
chance the desert again.
"Here's our worst danger of discovery,"
Captain Future warned. "We've got to
hurry now."
They quickened their pace as they
slogged out across the glaring desert. The
white pumice was a yielding and crunchy
underfoot as sand. Its glare and heat were
perceptible even through their insulated
space-suits.
They had covered but a few miles
before Curt uttered a sharp warning. A
Patrol cruiser was swinging out from the
peaks over the desert.
"Got us!" cried Otho furiously. "There's
no place here to hide."
"Down in the pumice!" Curt ordered.
"Throw, it over yourselves!"
They caught his idea and flung
themselves down. Swiftly they covered
themselves with handfuls of the powdery
white stuff. The Patrol cruiser swung past
at low altitude, a half mile to the west. The
fugitive scrambled up and went on. The
foothill peaks of the Thompson Range
soon dropped from sight behind them. The
small size of the Moon made its horizons
always curiously close. Curt Newton kept
looking anxiously back, for he knew the
search for them would go on strenuously.
A thin line of intolerable brilliance lay
on the horizon ahead. It grew into what
seemed a dazzling lake of light, lying
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HE gorge was so deep that the
blazing sunlight did not reach its
bottom, which was a place of great
boulders and shadows. There were cracks
of yawning fissures in the precipitous
walls. And bright streaks of metallic ores
gleamed at many places in the rock. It was
these metal ores, Curt knew, that drew the
Moon Dogs here. The strange, nonbreathing creatures could ingest metallic
elements as their food. They could sense
the presence of such elements from afar.
That was what made them dangerous to
men wearing metal space-suits.
"The fissure I noticed when we
formerly explored this place is near the
west end of the gorge," Captain Future
declared. "Come on!"
They clambered down into the
shadowy bottom of the gorge, and starred
between the masses of jagged boulders
toward its distant west end. As they came
around one looming mass of rock, they
suddenly confronted two Moon Dogs. The
creatures were big, wolflike beasts with
gray silicate flesh, whose curiously filmed
eyes glared at the Futuremen. Then they
sprang, their chisel-like teeth and talons
gleaming brightly. Curt and Otho shot
with their proton-pistols, though they
knew it was useless. No proton beam
could harm the inorganic silicate flesh of
the Moon Dogs. The rays splashed off the
creatures, without stopping them.
But Grag halted them. Swinging his
heavy metal bar, the great robot knocked
the two lunging beasts off their feet with
one blow. The Moon Dogs scrambled up
and hastily retreated ahead of the
Futuremen.
"See what I told you? It's all in
knowing how to handle them," Grag
boasted.
"I hope you know how to handle a lot
of them!" Otho yelled. "There's a whole
pack of the devils coming after us!"

blindly
together.
Time
became
meaningless to his blurred brain, and he
could not estimate how long they had been
traversing this inferno.
"I can't see a thing," came Otho's
choking voice. "Aren't we near the end of
it?"
"There should be only a few miles
more," Curt answered quickly. "Keep
together!"
Blinded, his head pounding from the
heat, he stumbled on with the others.
Suddenly he realized he was walking on
crunchy pumice again.
"We're through!" Curt cried. "We've
crossed the Sea of Glass!"
"I still can't see anything!" Otho
exclaimed hoarsely.
It took many minutes for their blinded
eyes to clear. They discovered themselves
trudging over glaring white pumice desert
again, a little off their northwestward
course.
Captain Future took their bearings,
from the dark, sunken plain of the Sea of
Visions on their left. They slogged on,
heading up the narrowing strait between
that Sea and the Dragon Sea on their right.
By now, Curt knew, they were not many
miles south of Great North Chasm. His
eyes constantly scanned the horizon for
the gorge he sought. Finally he described
it, a dark line across the desert horizon.
"There it is!" he exclaimed, his pulse
leaping with renewed hope. "That's the
gorge that has a fissure I think may lead us
down through the caves to the radium. Our
troubles are over for the time being!"
"You mean, our troubles are just
beginning!" Otho retorted. "It's full day,
remember. And the cursed Moon Dogs
that haunt this gorge will be roaming
through it hunting for food."
"Moon Dogs are nothing to be afraid
of," said Grag patronizingly. "It's all in the
way you handle them. Look how well I
tamed little Eek."
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The Brain flew back right into the face
of the charging Moon Dogs, jetting his
shining tractor beams into their faces. The
creatures recoiled in momentary terror. It
gave Curt and the other two Futuremen
time to reach the fissure. They tumbled
into it, Simon flashing after them.
The Moon Dogs reached the mouth of
the narrow fissure an instant later. The
ravenous beasts jammed in the entrance,
in their avid eagerness to get at the
Futuremen. But Grag now stood in their
way, and with his heavy metal bar the
great robot belabored the gray brutes.
The Moon Dogs retreated hastily from
the robot's blows. Again they charged, but
again they could not enter the narrow
crevasse past him. Balked, the creatures
crouched down outside the fissure to wait.
"Now what do we do?" Otho asked
anxiously. "If we start down the fissure,
they'll be right after us."
Curt gestured to the loose masses of
shattered rock that almost choked the
passage.
"We can build up a wall that will hold
them out."
They labored at that for almost an hour,
carrying heavy masses of rock and placing
them until they had a wall of eight feet
high across the crevasse. The Moon Dogs
could never pass it.
The Futuremen stopped then for breath.
Wonderingly, Otho looked down the
fissure. It was a narrow split in the rock,
angling
steeply
downward
into
impenetrable darkness.
"I hate the idea of worming down
through a maze of fissures and caves," the
android muttered. "I’d rather take my
chance in free space."
"It's our only possible way to the
radium
deposit,"
Curt
answered
determinedly. "I brought along a
radioscope, and with it for guidance we
should be able to find a way down through
the labyrinth.'"
He took the compact radioscope from

CHAPTER VIII
Lunar Caves

C

URT and the other Futuremen swung
about, startled. Their encounter with
the two Moon Dogs had prevented them
from noticing that a huge pack of the
weird gray beasts was racing along the
shadowy gorge from behind. The uncanny
silence in which the creatures charged was
more nerve-chilling than if they had been
able to howl.
Their chisel-like fangs gleamed
brightly in the shadows. The Futuremen
knew that if they were once swept from
their feet by that horde, those formidable
teeth and talons would rip the metal of
their space-suits and of Grag's body to
shreds: It was the Moon Dogs' mysterious
ability to sense the metal that had brought
the pack after them.
"Make for that fissure!" Captain Future
yelled. "It's our only chance. Once in it,
we can hold them off!"
They plunged forward, sprinting
through the shadows and boulders toward
the western end of the gorge. The Brain,
of course, could have glided up out of
danger in a moment. But it was not
Simon's way to desert. Curt had spotted
the fissure ahead, a narrow black crevasse
in the northern rock wall of the gorge. But
whether or not they could reach it seemed
doubtful, for the Moon Dogs were rapidly
overtaking them.
"Why don't you stay and show how you
can handle 'em, Grag?" Otho could' not
resist yelling as they ran. "Tame'em, like
you tamed Eek!"
Grag, lumbering forward like a
ponderous metal engine, made no reply to
the taunt. The Moon Dogs were closing on
them by leaps and bound. The fissure was
still a hundred yards ahead. Curt felt
desperately that they could never reach it
in time. Then Simon made a diversion.
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point toward the radium ores deep below,
swung downward now in a northeastern
direction.
"The radium deposit is in that general
direction," Curt dec1ared. "That second
fissure leads most nearly that way. Come
on."
They entered the crevasse after him and
again began squeezing through narrow
places and c1ambering over fal1en masses
of rock. This new fissure slanted
downward very steeply.
In the next few hours, the Futuremen
moved ever deeper into the maze of
branching fissures and galleries that rifted
the Moon's upper crust. Curt tried to steer
a course by means of the radioscope. But
many times they had toilsome work
retracing their steps, when they found
themselves in a crevasse with a blind
ending.
The cold, darkness and utter absence of
life were oppressive. The oxygen in the
space-suit tanks of Curt and Otho ran low.
They had to stop to replenish it. Their
little oxide converters extracted the lifesustaining element from oxides in the
rock.
The realization that' they must find a
way down to the radium ahead of Larsen
King's planetary miners was the spur that
drove the Futuremen forward. Curt felt
something like despair, when after
following a long fissure for a half hour,
they found that it ended in a blind wall.
Grag struck the rock wall angrily with
his metal fist.
"We would have to waste ail that time
getting to this!"
"Listen!" exclaimed Curt Newton
sharply. "That wall reverberated when you
struck it. There's a hollow space beyond
it–another fissure or gallery. I believe we
could dig our way through to it.'"

the mass of equipment that Grag carried
on his back. The transformers, condensers
and other apparatus appeared to have
suffered no harm during the adventurous
flight.
Captain Future took his little hand
krypton lamp from his belt and turned on
its blue beam. He flashed it into the dark
fissure. "We'd better start," he warned.
"We've a long way to go, down to that
radium deposit."
The labyrinth they followed now was a
mere split in the rock, so narrow they must
move in single file. Ponderous masses of
half-dislodged Moon-rock hung over
them, ready to crush them. Curt moved
with extreme care as he led the way. He
knew well how fatally easy it was to start
one of the terrible lunar-rock slides.
The darkness became Stygian. Yet the
intrepid quartet of man, robot, android and
Brain continued to penetrate deeper. The
crevasse debouched presently into a
gloomy underground gallery with walls of
black lunar basalt. A half dozen new
fissures branched from this gallery.
"Which one of 'em should we take?"
Otho wondered.
"There's no way of telling which is the
best to follow."
"Then let's guess," said Grag.
He pointed his metal arm at the fissures
in turn and recited an ancient phrase. "My
mother told me to take this one."
"Your mother?" Otho laughed at the
robot. "Why, your mother was a machine
shop, and if you had a father he was an old
riveting machine."
"That's better than having a rack of
chemical bottles for ancestors, like you!"
Grag snapped.
"Shut up, you two," Captain Future
ordered impatiently.
"We don't have to guess – the
radioscope will show us which way to
follow."
He consulted the little instrument. Its
needle, swinging on its queer quadrant to

T

HEIR only tool for heavy digging
was Grag's big metal bar. The robot
applied it to the black basalt with its
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found the remnants of its ancient
atmosphere still existed down in its
honeycombed interior.
Their amazement increased when
Captain Future explored the space they
had entered with the blue beam of his
krypton lamp. This was not merely
another fissure or gallery they had entered.
It was a giant cavern, fully a mile in
length, whose interior was wrapped in
unrelieved darkness. Black masses of rock
much like huge stalactites hung from its
jagged roof.
They moved forward uncertainly,
flashing the beam about the awesome
place. Then Grag cried out and pointed
ahead. They broke into a run toward the
abject he had descried.
When they reached it, they stood
peering up at it in awed silence.
The thing was a statue. It was a pale
stone image such as they had seen before
this in the dead city of the Lunarians, at
the bottom of Great North Chasm. It
represented a manlike creature, with thick,
neckless body, shutter-lidded round eyes,
and gaping nostril orifices in its face. And
it had the same flat, webbed paws instead
of hands or feet.
The alien stone figure stood in erect
position. It was pointing with one webbed
hand toward the farther end of the dark
cavern. There was something so strikingly
meaningful about the pointing arm and the
intent stare of the round eyes, that the
statue seemed almost living.
"The Lunarians came down this far,
then, long ago!" muttered the Brain. "They
must have followed the air down into
these caves."
Curt nodded thoughtfully.
"It explains why we never found any
Lunarian remains in the dead city above.
They all died down here."
He followed the direction of the statue's
solemnly pointing arm. It led them to a
crevasse that opened from the farther end
of the cavern. A worn path was still

limitless strength, boring its pointed end
gradually in and then prying loose great
masses of the dark rock. The others
cleared the debris.
It was slow, laborious work. And it was
perilous, for ominous crackings warned
that they might start a rock slide. Then an
opening appeared in the rock. Grag
quickly enlarged it, and they squeezed
through into a vast, dark space.
"Why, there's air in here!" Grag
exclaimed. "Look at the way that rock
dust is floating."
"You're crazy!" jeered Otho."You
ought to know by now that there's no air
on the Moon–"
He stopped, his jaw sagging in
amazement. Curt had flashed his krypton
beam in. And they were able to see that
the finer rock dust was actually floating,
sure evidence that there was at last some
air here.
Captain Future ventured to unscrew his
helmet for a moment to test the air. It was
thin and cold. This was so tenuous an
atmosphere that he could not long breathe
it, but undoubtedly it contained oxygen.
"If there's thin air in these upper caves,
there must be even denser air down in the
deeper spaces of the Moon!" Curt
exclaimed. "It would drain downward."
"I can't understand it," said Otho
bewilderedly. "I’d have thought that any
air down here would ail have escaped long
ago."
"How could it, escape?" the Brain
countered. "Air can only escape a planet
by molecular dispersion. But this air, after
it drained into the cavernous interior,
couldn't escape that way. For it was
trapped down here when ancient internal
shocks closed the fissures leading from the
surface."
They were all overwhelmed by the
astounding discovery. They had lived
upon the Moon for years, and like
everyone else had thought it a completely
dead and airless world. Now they had
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traceable, leading across the cavern and
into that downward fissure. Otho suddenly
pointed.
"Chief, are we sure ail the Lunarians
died?" he cried.
There was fine rock dust lying on the
path here. And in it, fresh as though just
made, was the clear print of a webbed
foot!

His grey eyes glowed amusingly.
"What a spectacle it must have been,
that migration of a race down into this
gloomy underworld! But it would soon
end in death for them all. They couldn't
exist long in these dark, sunless caves."
"I don't know," murmured Otho. "I'd
swear that footprint was made only
recently."
The android suddenly raised his head in
a listening attitude.
"I thought I heard something – a kind
of throbbing sound," he declared.
"Otho's getting nervous," grunted Grag
scornfully. "He'll be seeing the Moon-men
behind every rock."
Captain Future paid little attention. He
was following the broad, worn path in the
rock that led along the cavern to the
fissure at its farther end, the path led
directly into the labyrinth."'He flashed his
blue beam into the crevasse. It illuminated
a very narrow, winding chasm that angled
steeply on down into the bowels of the
Moon.
And the path disappeared into that
chasm. The worn trail was clearly
discernible. That trail had been made
unguessable centuries ago. It pointed the
way that long before the dawn of history
had been followed by a doom-driven alien
race.
Curt felt a surge of hope.
"I believe that the path followed by the
amice Lunarians may lead down imo the
deeper caverns where the radium deposit
lies!" he declared.
"Good! Then we won't have to do any
more wandering around in blind
passages," rumbled. Grag.
The Brain, who had remained a little
behind them in the big cavern, now called
to Captain Future.
"Lad, look at this."
Curt found Simon hovering over the
floor of the cavern, intently examining it.
There was a thin, almost unnoticeable
growth of pale white lichens here and

CHAPTER IX
Shapes in the Dark

I

N the glow of a krypton lamp that
furnished the only illumination for this
deep-buried Cavern of the Moon, man and
robot, android and Brain looked at each
other in startled wonder.
It was quite clearly the imprint of a
webbed, paw-like foot. Cap min Future
looked back at the solemn, looming statue.
The paw of that statue would have
perfectly fitted the print before him.
"If a Lunarian just made this footprint–
" Otho began excitedly.
"Don't be foolish,'" Curt admonished.
"This print must have been here for ages."
"But it's so fresh and new looking!"
protested the android.
"Of course–what would disturb it?"
retorted Captain Future. "It's merely more
evidence that the Lunarians passed down
this way thousands of years ago."
He glanced thoughtfully around the
vast gloomy cavern whose jagged rock
walls rose dimly into an obscurity beyond
the reach of their lamp.
"When the dwindling atmosphere of the
Moon drained into these interior caverns
long ago," Curt reconstructed, "the
Lunarians were forced to follow the air
downward. There must have been a great
migration down through these chasms and
caves. I imagine they set up this statue so
that all their race would know the way that
must follow."
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throbbing was most loud near the upper or
northern end of the cavern. Curt pressed
his ear against the black rock wall, heard
the reverberation much more clearly. The
regularity of its rhythm gave him instantly
the key to its nature.
"That's a machine we hear!" he
exclaimed sharply. "An atomic boring
mechanism, that's tunneling a way down
toward this cavern!"
"Larsen King's miners!" ejaculated the
Brain. "It can only be they!"
Captain Future nodded rapidly.
"I'm afraid so. I should have known it.
We've been moving north and west all the
time. This cavern can be only a mile or so
under Great North Chasm. Albert Wissler
would surely locate this space by sonic
probing, and would drive his tunnel down
toward it."
"Holy sun-imps, that's had!" exclaimed
Otho in dismay.
"They’ll be holing through to this cave
before long. Hang it, I wish we could keep
them from following us the way we did
the Moon Dogs."
Captain Future's eyes kindled. He
swung around to survey the narrow fissure
of the ancient path, and then uttered a
hopeful exclamation.
"Otho, I believe we can do that! Look
how narrow that fissure is. If we could set
off a blast in one of its walls and start a
rock slide, it would completely block the
passage. King’s miners would need days
to clear the way. That would give us a big
advantage of time over them."
They stared, trying to get the full
picture.
"There's 'only one, thing wrong with
your idea, Chief and that's that we can't do
it," Otho declared. "We've got no atomic
explosives to blast with."
"Sure we have – in our proton-pistols!"
Captain Future retorted.
They began to understand the expedient
he proposed. The proton-pistols of the'
Futuremen had each in its hilt a magazine

there on the rock.
"Rudimentary plant life," murmured
Curt Newton, with deep interest. "It's not
surprising, since there's some air here."
"Yes, but look at that trail in the
lichens," said the Brain.

T

HE patches of thin white lichen had
been crushed by something broad and
heavy that traveled along a definite trail.
"It's obvious that was made recently,"
commented the Brain.
Curt knit his brows.
"That's puzzling. Still, I suppose if
there's plant life here, there might also be
primitive animal life."
"Maybe some Moon Dogs got down
here and made that trail," Grag suggested.
Captain Future shook his head.
"They're non-breathing beasts, which
wouldn't venture into this air-filled cave,
even if there was a way."
During this colloquy, Otho had been
standing a little apart from the others. The
android had been staring intently back into
the dark cavern, his slant green eyes
troubled, his whole attitude one of
concentrated attention.
Now he broke into the discussion.
"Chief, I do hear a throbbing sound
somewhere here!" he exclaimed.
"Now Otho's got jumpy again,"
rumbled Grag disgustedly.
"Ever since he saw that footprint, he's
been hearing things."
"You dumb hunk of iron, will you keep
quiet and listen?" stormed Otho.
They were all silent. And their ears
now detected a dim, almost inaudible
reverberation.
"Why, he really did hear something,"
said Grag in surprise.
"Of course I did," snapped the android.
"Chief, it sounds like it's coming from the
upper end of the cavern."
Captain Future was astounded. He led
the way hastily back along the gloomy
cavern. They soon determined that the
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task of pouring out the unstable atomic
explosive in their proton-pistols. They
encased the powder in an improvised cloth
cartridge. As Captain Future started
hastily to construct a makeshift atomic
fuse, the throbbing reverberation from the
upper end of the cavern was coming very
much louder.
The Brain hurried up to that end of the
cavern to listen. When he came gliding
rapidly back, his report was alarming.
"They're within a few feet of holing
through. They'll burst into this cavern in
less than ten minutes."
In fact, the whole cavern now was
vibrating to the powerful throb of the
boring machines, with which Larsen
King's crews were tunneling on.
"We daren't take any longer!" Curt
exclaimed. "Got that cartridge ready,
Otho? What about the drill hole, Grag?"
''I'm only two feet deep," rumbled
Grag, between strokes of his improvised
drill. "This rock is hard."
The big robot had been toiling
furiously, driving the pointed metal bar
deeper into the lunar basalt with ail his
tremendous strength.
"That will have to do," Captain Future
said urgently. "Quick, give me the
cartridge, Otho." He took the innocentlooking little cloth cartridge and gently
thrust it into the deep, slender aperture that
Grag had sunk into the rock. Curt set his
makeshift atomic fuse for a rough fiveminute interval and thrust it in after the
cartridge. Then he hastily tamped the
aperture shut.
"Now–down the path away from here!"
he exclaimed.
"That fuse of mine was no precision
job–it may let go any second."
Hastily they started down the ancient
path, deeper along the descending fissure,
to escape the imminent blast. Glancing
back as he ran, Curt saw that light was
showing through cracks in the cavern's
north wail as Larsen King's miners broke

of "unstable" copper atoms. A grain of
this unstable, highly explosive matter was
detonated atomically each time the
weapon was fired, to produce an intense
stream of protons.

T

HE potential power of the combined
atomic explosive in their pistol
magazines was considerable. Its effect
would be enhanced, by the lower
gravitation of the Moon. But the expedient
was a gamble, and it had one serious
drawback to which the Brain drew
attention.'
"If we did that, the pistols would be
henceforth useless. We'd be entirely
weaponless."
"What if we are?" Curt countered.
"There's nothing down in the Moon to
worry about. Come on – let's see if we can
really do it."
He led the way running back along the
cavern to the narrow fissure of the ancient
Lunarian path. The steady throb-throbthrob of the atomic borers, in the north
wall, was growing louder by the minute.
The dark, descending passage was only
a dozen feet wide at its base. Curt flashed
his blue beam upward. The walls of black
lunar basalt bulged toward each other,
overhanging the chasm floor.
"We can start a slide that will block it
tight!"
Captain
Future
exclaimed,
encouraged.
He examined the west wall of the
narrow crack.
"A blast right here ought to bring it all
down. The deeper we sink the charge, the
more effect it will have. Grag, drill out a
hole for the charge with your bar."
Grag nodded understandingly. The big
robot set down on the fissure floor the
burden of transformers, condensers and
other apparatus he had carried on his back.
Then, unencumbered, he attacked the
jagged black rock, using his pointed metal
bar as a drill.
Curt and Otho bent over the delicate
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frantically.
Instead of doing so, Grag threw the
mass of apparatus down toward Curt with
all his strength.
"Catch it, Chief – I can't get clear!" he
bellowed.
The miraculous strength of the robot
was behind that toss. The mass of
apparatus, tied together for easier
carrying, hit Curt's chest and bore him to
the floor.
With a thunderous roar, a massive fall
of shattered black rock poured down from
the sides of the narrow passage. Curt
glimpsed Grag's great metal form knocked
down and covered by the falling rock.
Captain Future recoiled with the bundle of
apparatus, as the area of the slide
increased.
For a hundred seconds, dislodged
masses of black basalt showered from
above, along fifty feet of the fissure. Then
the rock-slide ceased.
"Chief, where are you?" came Otho's
sharp cry from below. "Are you hurt?"
Captain Future picked himself up
shakenly.
"I'm all right," he called. "But the slide
caught Grag!"
The other two Futuremen reached his
side. Curt turned his blue krypton beam
upward along the passage. The narrow
chasm was completely blocked, as high as
the beam could reach, by a mass of
shattered rock. No light or sound from the
cavern above came down through that
barrier the Futuremen had effectually
interposed.
"Is Grag under that?" cried Otho in
dismay. "We've got to get him out."
"We can't now!" Curt replied
worriedly. "He was at the far end of the
slide. We'd have to dig through fifty feet
of that rock to reach him, and we'd be
putting ourselves right into the hands of
that crooked Larsen King's outfit."

down the final barrier.
Grag suddenly stopped short.
"Your
transformers
and
other
apparatus!" he cried, appalled. "I left them
back there!"
Captain Future immediately understood
the robot's ruinous oversight. Grag had put
clown the vital burden of scientific
apparatus, while he worked with the drill.
And he had forgotten this precious
equipment and left it up there on the floor
of the passage, right where the rock slide
would take place.
Without that apparatus, Curt's plan of
protecting the radium deposit was useless.
That crushing realization held him
speechless for a moment. Then he realized
that Grag was racing madly back up the
fissure.
"I’ll get the stuff Chief!" the big robot
yelled.
"Grag, come back!" Curt cried in sharp
alarm, lunging forward to follow."That
blast is due to let go now–"
Things happened then so swiftly that he
could hardly apprehend their sequence.
As he yelled and started after the robot,
Curt Newton saw a big round section of
the cavern's northern wall fall inward.
Men and machines were revealed there
in a blaze of light. King's miners had
holed through!
The miners wore space suits, for they
had expected to burst into a completely
airless cave. They surged excitedly
forward as they glimpsed the dim spaces
of the great cave, the solemn Lunarian
statue, the robot running with great strides
up the passage.
Grag reached the spot where he had
dropped the equipment. He picked up the
mass of scientific apparatus.
Boom! The buried charge of atomic
explosive let go at that moment, wildly
shaking the rock walls. With ominous,
terrifying sounds, the fissure walls bulged
out over the robot.
"Grag–jump!" yelled Captain Future
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C

Curt Newton realized the Futuremen
were caught in the passage without chance
of evading whatever creatures might be
ahead. And, he remembered with sharp
dismay, their proton-pistols were useless
now.

URT continued more hopefully. "I
don't think Grag can have been hurt
much. It would kill anybody else to be
buried under falling rock, but Grag's metal
body can stand a lot. And he won't
smother, for he doesn't breathe. He'd be all
right, and King's crews will soon dig him
out."
"But they’d hold him a prisoner–he's an
outlaw now like all of us!" Otho reminded
Curt anxiously.
"We'll come back and take him away
from them when we've assured the safety
of the radium deposit," Captain Future
promised."He’ll be all right till then."
"Of course he will," agreed the Brain.
"The only way you could really harm Crag
much would be to cut him up with an
atomic torch."
Curt turned his beam down the fissure.
The ancient path of the Lunarians wound
into the narrow chasm, out of sight around
a sharp bend.
He picked up the mass of apparatus.
"We'd better get started. We've a long,
long way to go before we'll be anywhere
near that radium deposit. I only hope this
Lunarian path leads somewhere near it."
They started on down the passage in
silence. They all missed Grag, and were
all anxiously thinking of the Futureman
they had been forced to leave behind. Yet
Curt knew it was the only possible course
of action.
He stopped suddenly, his krypton beam
painting rigidly on down the fissure. He
had vaguely glimpsed a movement, down
there beyond his light.
"Something's coming this way!" he said
in a low voice. "I don't know what–"
"Devils of space – what are they?"
cried Otho, peering frozenly.
Dim shapes were coming slowly up out
of the deeper darkness into the
illumination of the krypton beam. They
could still see those shapes only as vague
figures, whose half glimpsed outlines
somehow suggested the rnonstrous.

CHAPTER X
Grag’s Stratagem

G

RAG had realized, as the blast of
atomic explosive let go, that he could
not escape the rock slide which already
was beginning to roar downward. But the
big robot was determined to retrieve his
ruinous mistake of leaving Curt's
apparatus behind. So Grag, with all his
great strength, had hurled the mass of
apparatus down toward Captain Future.
"Catch it, Chief–I can't get clear!" he
had bellowed.
Grag glimpsed Curt catching the
burden of scientific equipment. Then a
shower of shattered black rock poured
down on the robot from above.
Grag flung his metal arm up to protect
his photo-electric eyes, the most
vulnerable part of his strange body. As the
avalanche bore him from his feet, he threw
himself in toward the fissure wall.
He felt masses of broken basalt raining
down on him, burying him deeply. But by
his last-minute lunge toward the wall,
Grag avoided being hit by the huger
chunks that would have crushed even his
metal body.
The robot lay, pinned down by the
tremendous weight of fallen debris, the
roar reverberating deafeningly in his ears.
Finally, the thunder and quake of the
falling rock ceased. The slide had blocked
the passage. Again and again Grag
strained his great limbs in an effort to win
free. Then he realized the utter uselessness
of it. The weight of broken rock upon him
held him in an immovable grip. So, with a
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forty of Larsen King's planetary miners
were present, wearing space-suits and
helmets. Most of this motley collection of
Martians, Saturnians, Earthmen and others
were looking in uneasy awe around the
gloomy cavern, and at the solemn
Lunarian statue.

simple philosophy that was part of his
character, he gave up the vain attempt.
"I’ll simply have to wait here till
somebody digs me out," he thought.
Within a few minutes Grag heard faint
sounds through the mass of rock over him.
He guessed King's miners were already
working to clear away the rock slide.
Grag chuckled grimly to himself.
"They'll get a surprise when they
uncover me! I hope Larsen King, and
Albert Wissler' are both around. I’d enjoy
knocking their heads together."
He lay, expectantly waiting with this
plan in mind, as the sounds of digging
grew louder. Soon, he faintly heard
Wissler’s voice.
"Careful,
now,
men!"
the
superintendent was ordering. "We're
getting near that robot. He was buried near
this end of the slide."
''I've uncovered one of his feet!" a man
shouted, a little later.
"Take it easy!" Wissler barked.
"Uncover his legs first."
"Just wait till you get my arms free and
see what happens to you, Mr. Wissler,"
Grag muttered to himself.
But the robot's grim plan suffered a
sudden setback. He had felt the broken
rock being removed from over his legs,
though his upper body was still pinned
down by a great mass of it. But now Grag
heard a rattle of chains. He swore as he
realized they were chaining him tightly as
they uncovered him. They were taking no
chance of letting him get free.
By the time they had all the rock off
Grag, he was bound hand and foot by
heavy steelite chains. The robot was
dragged away from the mass of rock that
blocked the passage.
He made furious attempts to break his
bonds, but not even his strength could
snap those massive chains.
The whole cavern was now brightly
illuminated by powerful krypton lights
that had been brought down here. Some

A

LBERT WISSLER, his thin face
anxious inside his glassite helmet,
stood superintending Grag's removal. The
scientist turned as Larsen King hastily
entered the cavern from above. King's
hard face showed excitement, and his
voice came sharply on the space-suit
phone.
"So you holed through into this cave at
last?" Larsen King exclaimed to Wissler.
Then his eye fell on the blocked
fissure.
"What did that?" he demanded.
"Captain Future!" exclaimed Wissler.
"He and his Futuremen were in this cave
when we entered it. They escaped down
that passage, setting off a blast to block it.
One of them, this robot, was caught in the
explosion."
King uttered an angry curse.
"But the Planet Patrol said the
Futuremen were trapped over in the
Thompson Range, miles away!"
He swung angrily on Grag.
"How did you reach this cavern?"
"Why, we just wished we were here,
and here we were," Grag grunted
sarcastically. "Isn’t it remarkable?"
King turned furiously from the jeering
robot.
"They must have come through some
other crack or fissure, he muttered."And
they've gone on down that fissure they
blocked. Captain Future must figure it will
lead him down to the radium. Well, we
can follow that way, too!"
"I don't know that I want to follow that
way," Wissler said agitatedly. "There's a
lot of wrong about all this. There's air in
this cavern. And look at that statue! It
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Reluctantly the miners obeyed. Grag
saw them bringing down the big, snouted
atomic boring machines. The great
revolving jaws were soon biting into the
fallen mass of rock.

seems to indicate that the ancient
Lunarians migrated into these depths long
ago,
to
follow
their
dwindling
atmosphere."
"To the devil with the Lunarians!"
snapped Larsen King.
His voice rang in sharp orders to the
workmen.
"Get the boring machines down here
and open that blocked fissure.hen we'll
have a clear way on down."
The motley planetary miners hesitated
uneasily. Then the lanky Saturnian who
was their spokesman answered King
sullenly.
"We don’t want to go any deeper in the
Moon! That statue and the air here make
us sure that some of those Moon-devils
still exist."
''Yes, there's a footprint of one of the
things here!" cried another.
"That's right, men!" Grag shouted
loudly. "These caves are full of Moondevils. We saw a couple of them
ourselves."
"Silence that robot!" roared Larsen
King furiously. "You men pay no attention
to his lies. There's nothing down there to
hurt you."
The miners still remained sulkily
unmoving. King cursed in a low voice.
Then he tried another tack.
"All right, men. If you're afraid of
shadows, I’ll see that you are protected,"
he told the planetary workmen. "'I'll
arrange for a full company of Planet Patrol
officers to come here and accompany us
as a guard in the deeper caves. That's a
guarantee of your safety, isn't it?"
"We wouldn't mind going deeper with a
Patrol company to guard us," the
Saturnian miner conceded. "But we' don't
go on till if gets here."
King nodded impatiently.
"The Patrol guard will be here as soon
as I can get it here. In the meantime, you
use the boring machines to open up this
passage."

L

ARSEN KING's voice was scornful.
"They're a pack of frightened
children!" he told Wissler. "Now I've got
to go back to Earth and prevail on the
Government to send a company of the
Patrol here to guard these scared sheep."
"Will the Government detail a company
for that?" Wissler asked.
King nodded brusquely.
"They will when I tell them Captain
Future is down in those caves. They want
Future badly!"
He gestured toward Grag.
"Keep that robot tied up – you can turn
him over to the Patrol when they get here.
And keep the men working until they've
got that fissure open. I’ll have Gil Strike
pilot me back to Earth."
Shortly afterward King left for Earth.
Grag called after him.
"Hope you and Strike have a nice crash
landing!"
In the following hours, Albert Wissler
kept the planetary miners hard at work
clearing the fissure. More krypton lights
had been set up, and flat metal trucks had
been brought down to remove the masses
of fallen rock as the boring machines ate
their way through.
Grag lay in his chains, morosely
watching all this activity. But the robot
was not as helpless as he seemed. His
mind was busily searching for a way of
escape. His arms were tightly bound
against his metal body by the chains, his
metal wrists being pressed together.
A plan came into Grag's mind. He
began a series of furtive attempts to move
his wrists inside the chains. He could
make only imperceptible movements at
first, so tightly was he trussed up. But
gradually, as time passed, he had so
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here."
"Better haul that robot up with you.
We'll keep him up there till we can turn
him over to the Patrol men."
Grag, in the last few minutes, had
evolved an improvement of his original
scheme. He saw now a way, not only to
escape, but to help Captain Future.
"Wissler, I've something to propose to
you before you turn me over to the
Patrol," Grag said in a low, urgent voice to
the scientist.
Wissler looked down at him doubtfully.
"What is it?"
"You've been trying to find the Moon
laboratory," Grag said earnestly. "I'd tell
you where it is, if you gave me a chance to
escape."
Wissler rose immediately to the bait.
"Wait a minute," he said in a low voice.
The planetary miners were approaching
to haul Grag to the surface. Albert Wissler
gestured impatiently.
"I've changed my mind. We can leave
the robot safely down here, since he's
chained," Wissler told the men. "You can
go on up."
The motley crew needed no urging.
They were eager to leave the gloomy lunar
cavern that had so strongly aroused their
superstitious fears. They poured into the
tunnel leading to the surface.
Wissler came back to Grag. The
scientist's blinking eyes were lit with avid
excitement as he approached the prostrate
robot.
"Now we're alone. You can tell me
where the Moon laboratory is," he said
eagerly. "If I find you've told the truth, I’ll
see you get away."
For answer, Grag suddenly flung away
the heavy chains draped around him, and
rose to his feet. The great robot's steely
hands gripped the neck of the thin
scientist.
Wissler's eyes bulged in unbelieving
horror at the massive metal giant standing
over him. His knees buckled, his bony

moved his forearms inside the binding
chains that his left hand touched his right
wrist.
The steely fingers of Grag's left hand
began work upon his other wrist. They
began to unlock the cunning hidden bolts
that held his metal hand. For Grag's hands,
like all his limbs, were detachable, so that
they could be repaired easily when
necessary. '
Gradually, Grag completely unfastened
his right hand from the wrist. He made
certain he was not observed. Wissler was
earnestly directing the mining crews, who
had now bored nearly through the mass of
obstructing rock. No one was watching
Grag. Quietly the robot drew his handless
right arm from under the binding chains.
It took Grag some minutes to get his
dismembered right hand free also. Then,
using the fingers of his still-bound left
hand, he refastened his right hand to the
wrist. He now had one arm and hand
completely free of the chains.
"They'll learn that it's not so simple to
tie me up!" Grag told himself grimly.
With the free hand, he soon untied his
chains. Quickly he rearranged the chains
around his body so that although he was
now really free of them, they looked as
though they still bound him.
"Now I’ll wait till they get the passage
open," Grag decided coolly. "I might as
well let them do all that hard work for
me."
He lay, apparently tightly chained,
watching the planetary miners bore on into
the fallen mass of rock. Before long, the
powerful machines had penetrated
completely through. The fissure was now
open again.
At once, the miners drew back into the
cavern. Grag saw their Saturnian
spokesman anxiously report to Albert
Wissler.
Wissler nodded his head emphatically.
"All right. You men can go back up to
the dome till the Patrol company gets
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the light, the two creatures came closer.
They were now clearly outlined. And at
the sight of these twin horrors of the lunar
depths, gasps of amazement came from
both Otho and Captain Future.
'Those things aren't real! They're a bad
dream!" yelled Otho incredulously.
"Quick–get back!" shouted Curt
Newton. "They're coming up at us, and we
haven't a single weapon."
The two advancing horrors were
centipedal monsters. They looked like
giant white worms, with thick bodies
twenty feet long, borne upon a network of
very short legs. The head of each was a
blunt monstrosity split by a mouth of
gaping fangs. The eyes were huge round
and phosphorescent.'
Even as he realized their extreme
danger, Curt's scientifically trained mind
apprehended the nature of these creatures.
He had seen sculptures of just such
monsters in the dead Lunarian cities
above. These many-legged things were
living relics of the Moon's dead youth.
The centipedal horrors advanced more
rapidly as the Futuremen backed up the
passage. The creatures seemed to be
making ready for a fierce rush. The glare
of their phosphorescent eyes was
hypnotic. "
"And our proton-pistols are dead, and
we're trapped in this cursed fissure!" Otho
groaned. "I knew we'd meet grief in these
ancient holes inside the Moon."
"Look like it," Captain Future admitted
tersely. "Better save yourself, Simon," he
told the Brain. "You can get away, but we
can't."
The centipedal monsters had now
reared up their hideous bodies a little in
the blue light. They seemed to tense
themselves for the spring.
"Lad, there's a niche up in the wall of
the fissure here!" came Simon Wright's
sharp, metallic voice. "If you can get up to
it, we could perhaps hold the creatures
off."

face was a pasty gray.
"Don't–don't kill me!" he choked, in
terrified accents.
''I'm not going to kill you unless you
make me," Grag boomed grimly.
He had possessed himself of the atompistol which the man had been too
terrified to use.
"You're going with me, Wissler."
"Going with you? Where?" gasped the
panicky scientist.
"Down after the chief," Grag retorted.
"You're going to be a hostage for us. And
you’ll be a dead hostage, if you try any
tricks."
They started down the narrow fissure,
Grag stalking grimly behind the stumbling
scientist. The robot had picked up one of
the hand krypton lamps left by the
planetary miners. He kept its beam
flashing ahead. The blue ray illuminated a
few hundred feet of the way ahead.
The fissure was a mere narrow crack in
the black Moon rock, angling this way and
that as it dropped ever deeper into the
lunar depths.
A few minutes later, the two suddenly
halted. There were signs of a recent
struggle at this point. Grag flashed his
beam on a little patch of red, glistening
fluid on the jagged black rock wall.
"That's human blood!" the robot
exclaimed anxiously. "The chief must
have been in some kind of a fight here!"
CHAPTER XI
Moon Men

C

APTAIN FUTURE, Otho and the
Brain had remained frozen in
suspense there in the narrow fissure, as
they peered down at the dim shapes
approaching them from below. Those
vaguely monstrous figures were still just
beyond the limits of the blue beam of
Curt's lamp. Then, as though cautious of
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Their great jaws were gaping, the huge
phosphorescent eyes luridly blazing. Otho
promptly snatched out his empty protonpistol. With its heavy butt he hammered
on the top of the nearest monster's skull.
The creature, scrambling with its myriad
feet to retain its precarious hold on the
wall, recoiled from the tattoo of blows.
Captain Future found a loose chunk of
jagged lunar basalt in the niche, promptly
hurled it at the owner's head. That creature
lost its hold and fell in a hideous coiling
heap to the fissure floor, where it and its
mate remained for the moment, staring
furiously upward.
"Holy sun-imps!" panted Otho. "The
things nearly got you, Chief! Are you hurt
badly?"
"Just a scratch," Curt Newton answered
tersely. "Those creatures will try to get up
here again. Gather up some rocks – they're
the only weapons we've got."
Otho hastily obeyed, prying loose split
chunks of the black basalt, while the Brain
kept watch over the monsters below.
"We're in a nice spot," the android
murmured disgustedly to himself.
"Trapped in a hole in a wall by a couple of
overgrown insects."
"They are exceedingly interesting
creatures," remarked the Brain, peering
downward. "There can be no doubt they
are survivors of the giant lunar arthropods
of long ago, which made their way down
here when the Moon's atmosphere drained
into these interior spaces."
Captain Future was hastily bandaging
his wound. The fangs of the giant
centipede had slashed through the leg of
his heavy space-suit. But that break in the
suit had not been fatal, since there was air
here.
Curt fastened an improvised pad over
his wound. Then he sealed the break in his
suit by one of the self-fusing patches,
which he carried for such emergencies in
an outer pocket of every space-suit. He
finished this task just in time to hear the

Curt turned his head for a swift glance.
There was a shallow pocket in the black
rock wall on their right, twenty feet over
their heads.
"Try to jump for it, Otho," he ordered
the android quickly. "If you can make it,
you can help haul me up."
The android tensed himself bunching
like a rubber ball and then bounding
upward with marvelous agility. Due to the
gravitation equalizers, the Futuremen's
weight here was still normal. Yet even so,
Otho's wonderful muscles sent him
hurtling upward. He caught the edge of the
niche and clung to it with both hands.
Instantly, Otho whipped up into the
pocket in the rock. The Brain was already
hovering beside him. The android yelled
down urgently.
"Jump quick, chief – there they come!"
Curt Newton glimpsed the centipedal
monsters, as though enraged by the
possible escape of their prey, darting
forward with lightning speed.
With a fast movement, Curt flung the
hand lamp up into the niche. As its
angling blue beam whirled and sliced the
dark, Captain Future leaped upward with
all the force of his own finely trained
muscles.
His hands came several feet short of the
niche's edge. But Otho, hanging down
over the edge, grabbed Curt's wrists and
started to pull him up.
"Hurry, Otho!" cried the Brain. "The
creatures are following–"

T

HE centipedal horrors had flung
themselves up the side of the rock
wall after Curt, by the impetus of their
fierce rush. Curt felt a sharp pain as fangs
grazed his lower leg.
Otho yanked him into the ruche. As he
scrambled up Curt heard the android
yelling anger. He whipped around, found
the giant centipedes had climbed up the
vertical wall after him. Their hideous
heads already protruded over the edge.
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Curt shook his head, though with
lessened conviction now.
"I can't believe that any humanoid race
could ever live without light."
The passage descended into a long,
vaulted space from which many other
fissures radiated. But here stood another
of the solemn Lunarian statues, pointing
with its webbed hand toward one of the
cracks.
"No doubt about it. The Lunarians
came down this way ages ago," Curt
muttered. "Their first exploring parties
must have set up these statues to guide the
rest of the race."
As they moved on down this new
passage, ever going deeper, Curt Newton's
mind was a fever of strange speculations.
What would they find at the end of this
ancient road?
Deeper and deeper, mile after mile,
Captain Future and his two loyal comrades
forged downward through a bewildering
labyrinth of fissures, galleries and gloomy
caves.
The path led suddenly out of a narrow
crack in the rock, along the edge of a deep
abyss.
Their beam showed the jagged rock
wall on their right, but on their left was an
unplumbed darkness dropping to depths
inconceivable, which their krypton light
could not penetrate.
Otho peered down into the abyss.
"I can see some kind of light down
there," he muttered in awe. "Turn off the
krypton, Chief, and look."
Curt obeyed. Snapping off the light, he
gazed down into the dark void. And he
described a faint, greenish glow that
filtered from far beneath.
"I can't understand it," he murmured
incredulously. "How could there be light
down there?"
"Maybe the Lunarians had a way of
making
artificial
sunlight?"
Otho
suggested excitedly.
Captain Future rejected the suggestion.

Brain call to them.
"The creatures are going away," Simon
Wright reported.
Curt looked down. The two centipedal
monsters were indeed moving away down
the fissure. But suddenly they turned in
the beam of light he was playing upon
them. They came rushing back at high
speed.
"They're trying to swarm up the wall
again!" Curt yelled. "Fire those rocks at
them quick!"
He and Otho unloosed a barrage of
stones at the twin monsters as they rushed
up the jagged wall. Again, the missiles
were too bruising for the giant centipedes
to endure.
They scrambled back down to the floor,
coiling and uncoiling in rage.
Finally the monsters turned and moved
back down the crevasse in their scuttling
run, to disappear from the range of Curt's
krypton beam.
"They've gone to look for easier prey,"
Captain Future decided. "We can get
going now."
"I don't know. I'm not crazy to follow
those things," muttered Otho. "What if we
find them waiting for us somewhere along
the road?"

B

UT he slid down to the floor of the
passage with Curt. There Curt picked
up the burden of apparatus he had been
forced to drop when he leaped up to the
niche. He examined the transformers,
condensers and other equipment carefully.
The centipedal monsters had not disturbed
the apparatus.
Once more Captain Future and his two
comrades started on down the descending
fissure into the lunar depths. But now they
kept tense watch for the creatures which
stalked somewhere ahead of them.
"If lunar animals like that migrated
down here into the interior and are still
living, why not the Lunarians?" Otho
wanted to know.
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There could be no doubt of it. These
men who were approaching with upraised
weapons were exact replicas of the
Lunarian statues.
Their bodies were short 'and stocky and
oddly neckless, and their heads unusually
round. The skill was white, not a pinkish
white but a greenish pallor. They were
white-haired, also, but their features were
not unhuman except in two details. One
was the fact that their noses were so flat as
to consist merely of two gaping nostril
orifices. The other was the queer, shutter
like lids above their dark – large-pupiled –
eyes.
The Lunarians hands and feet were flat
and webbed. They wore short garments of
pale, soft leather. Each man had at his belt
a quiver of short metal spears. And each
carried an unusual weapon much like an
ancient crossbow, in the slot of which one
of the short spears was ready for firing.
These Moon-men had burst into low
cries of excitement or alarm as they came
around the path in he glare of Captain
Future's beam. Their queer eyelids almost
completely closed their eyes against the
beam as they slowly advanced, their
strange weapons leveled at the Futuremen.
"Men of the Moon – men nobody has
dreamed existed!" Otho was gasping.
"Don't make a move," Captain Future
murmured tensely. "They can riddle us
with those spears. Right-now, they're too
astonished to act."
Curt held up his hand, palm outward, in
the instinctive sign of peace that is
understood by every intelligent inhabitant
of every world. But the Lunarians showed
no signs of relaxing their threatening
attitude.
"They don't seem very friendly," Otho
blurted. "Shall we turn off the lamp and
make a break to get away in the dark?"
"Don't try anything of the sort," Curt
warned sharply. "They apparently can see
in almost complete darkness. They'd have
the advantage."

"The ancient Lunarians were not a
scientific race. We know from the ruins of
their cities on the surface that they were'
civilized in some respects, but quite
unscientific. Besides–"
"Lad, I hear something coming up the
path!" the Brain interrupted. "It sounds
like one of those centipede creatures."
Curt hastily snapped his krypton beam
on again and stabbed the light down the
path. He uttered an, exclamation of alarm.
One of the hideous monsters was slowly
advancing toward them.
"Now we are in for it!" Otho cried in
dismay. "There's no niche in the wall
here!"
"Wait, that thing's not going to attack
us!" Captain Future said suddenly. "Look
at it!"
The giant centipede was behaving
queerly. It had stopped on the narrow path
a hundred feet below them, and was
clawing at its own body. Then, with a
hissing cry they could clearly hear, now
that they wore no helmets, in the denser
air, the creature stopped its writhing.
Curt and his comrades slowly advanced
toward the motionless monster. They
discovered quickly that the thing was
dead, its huge eyes closed. Two short
metal spears bristled from its back, and
thick, pale blood flowed from the wound.
"Those spears mean men down here–
living men!" Otho yelled in high
excitement.
"Get back at once!" Curt said sharply.
"This thing was just wounded. Its hunters,
whoever they are, must be close. We'll
hide until–"
"Too late, lad!" rasped the Brain.
"There they come!"

C

APTAIN FUTURE and Otho stood
stock still. Their blue beam showed a
dozen alien looking men coming up the
path.
"Lunarians!" whispered Otho. "Men of
the Moon's dead past!"
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The Moon-men were conferring
rapidly in excited voices. Their language
was utterly strange to Captain Future. One
of the Lunarians, a taller, grizzled fellow
who seemed to be the leader, was pointing
at Simon.
"Perhaps they don't understand that I'm
living," the Brain said.
The Lunarians recoiled a little in
astonishment as they heard the Brain
speak. They stared at the Futuremen in
mingled fear and perplexity.

enemies."
"What about the radium deposit?" the
Brain asked anxiously. "We want to reach
that without a single moment's delay, lad."
"I know, but it's still somewhere below
us," Captain Future replied. "If we could
learn a little of this Lunarian language,
these people might be able to tell us the
easiest way to the radium. They must
know every cave."
"I'd rather find my own way, myself,"
grunted Otho skeptically. "We may be

Captain Future repeated his friendly
gesture, eyeing the Lunarian leader. That
shrewd individual contemplated him
thoughtfully.
Then
he
pointed
significantly down the narrow path, saying
something as he did so.
"A clear command or invitation to go
with them," Curt muttered. "I think we'd
better accept. It's the way we were going,
anyway. And they might construe a
refusal on our part as proof that we were

walking into a nice little trap if we go with
them."
Meanwhile, two of the Lunarians had
been working with metal knives upon the
dead centipedal monster.
They now rose with the prize of their
tail–the creature's great, ivory-like fangs.
"So they hum those monstrosities for
their teeth," Otho muttered. "Nice
people!"
Curt Newton made a sign to the
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After the meal the Lunarians sprawled
in sleep. But four of them remained awake
and watchful. Curt and Otho slept also, the
dreamless slumber of exhaustion.
They awakened to find the Lunarians
ready to resume the march. Hour upon
hour, the steady progress down into the
heart of the Moon went on, through
endless labyrinths and caves. Curt
estimated finally that they must be more
than two score miles beneath the lunar
surface.
The Lunarians quickened their pace.
They were traveling down a very steeply
slanting passage now. At its further end,
there shone a strong glow of throbbing
green light. The Moon-men were talking
to each other in excited, cheerful accents.
"Looks like they're getting home,
murmured Otho."But where the devil does
that light come from?"
They came to the end of the fissure. It
debouched into a vast, greenlit space.
Captain Future, Otho and Simon Wright
stopped short, uttering cries of amazement
as they stared at he stupendous and
incredible scene.

Lunarian leader that they were willing to
accompany the party. The tension of the
Moon-men appeared to relax a little, and
the y lowered their spear-bows. But, Curt
noticed, they kept the queer weapons
ready for instant use.
The march began, the Lunarians
keeping ahead and behind the Futuremen.
Curt kept his krypton beam shining, and
their strange new escort made no
objection. The Moon-men chattered in
their soft, quick voices among themselves,
as their grizzled leader led the way.
The path wound downward through
narrow fissures, across great gloomy caves
in which giant centipedes and other
smaller arthropodal monsters scuttled
away, and along the rim of gigantic
crevasses, from deep in which the faint
green glow of light came persistently.
Ever and again the party came to stone
statues of ancient Lunarians, pointing the
way. And always, the Lunarian escort
solemnly saluted the statues.
Hours passed in the downward trek.
Then, in a small cave, the grizzled
Lunarian leader signaled a halt for rest.
The Moon-men brought forth strips of
pale dried meat and hide bottles of water.
They apportioned some of this food and
drink to Curt and Otho. They did not
venture 'to approach the Brain, whom they
seemed to regard with some awe.
Curt talked earnestly to the Lunarian
leader, trying by gestures to obtain a
rudimentary knowledge of the strange
language. He learned but a few words.
"It's not going to be easy to learn their
tongue," he said discouragedly. "And if
the plan I have in mind is to work, I must
reach the radium deposit soon."
''I'd like to know whether we're pals or
prisoners," Otho declared. "They seem
friendly, yet they watch us pretty closely."
"Probably they're not sure whether or
not
we
are
enemies,"
Curt
commented."They can't ever have seen
other men than themselves before."

CHAPTER XII
Mountain of Light

T

HEY were looking out into an
amazing world, deep inside the
Moon. It was a cavernous space, so vast
the eye could not perceive its roof or
farther wall. Their first stunned impression
was of an underworld illuminated by
throbbing green radiance, whose weird
landscape stretched for a score of miles
and out of sight.
Captain Future, his two comrades and
their alien escort stood at the east wall of
this underworld. From their feet, the
ground sloped gently downward in a
dense, unearthly jungle. This towering
forest was of grotesque, pale green
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T

HE Lunarian leader was pointing
now, urging Curt and his comrades to
move on. Slowly, rapt in the wonder of the
magnificent spectacle, they accompanied
the Lunarians down the slope into the pale
green jungle.
The Moon-men followed a worn path
through the weird forest. Ail around them
towered the grotesque, fronded trees and
great mosses. The air was warm and soft.
Quivering green rays penetrated the
foliage fronds like strange sunlight.
Insects and small, batlike birds flashed in
the branches.
The path led toward the black sea. The
Lunarians shrank back as there came a
crashing in the undergrowth ahead. With a
loud, bellowing sound, a sluglike creature
that resembled an enormous black seal
lumbered across the path in frantic flight.
After it flashed its pursuer, a writhing,
tentacled monstrosity, like a land-octopus.
They disappeared in the jungle.
"Life within the Moon," murmured the
Brain with intense interest, Life that once
inhabited the lunar surface, until the dying
satellite droved down here after the
dwindling air and water."
"And these Lunarians live here, have
been living here ever since their great
migration ages ago!" Otho exclaimed.
"Yet how can they exist? The light from
that radium mountain isn't sunlight."
"No, but it seems that animal and plant
life was able to adapt itself to the different
radiation and live in it as we live in the
open air," Captain Future declared. "Who
would have dreamed it?"
The Lunarian leader abruptly made a
gesture that commanded him to silence.
The Moon-men were standing, listening
and looking back along the trail in obvious
alarm.
Curt heard a dim, thudding sound as of
monstrous, heavy feet in rapid tread. The
Lunarian chief uttered a sharp whisper of
warning. He and his men raised their
spear-bows, facing back along the path.

fronded trees, interspersed with giant
mosses and tangled, snaky vines.
The jungle ended two miles away, at
the shore of a great inland sea. This black,
heaving body of water was of great extent.
Its farther shore was only dimly visible.
But, most wonderful of all, miles out upon
the black sea there rose from its waters a
towering mountain that shone with
dazzling green radiance. And that shining
mountain in the sea was the source of the
quaking green light for this incredible
world inside the Moon.
"That sea is water!" choked Otho
wildly. "Water, here inside the dead
Moon!"
"The water of the surface lunar oceans
of long ago," muttered the Brain. "We
might have guessed it. It drained down
into the interior, just as did the lunar air."
But Captain Future was gazing neither
at the grotesque jungle nor the black sea
beyond it. His eyes were riveted to that
radiant, shining mountain which rose from
the dark waters far away.
"Don't you two understand what we're
looking at?" he cried to his companions.
"That shining mountain out there must be
of radium ores. It's the great radium
deposit itself!"
"A mountain of radium ore?" cried
Otho incredulously. "But that's not
possible!"
Then the inescapable reality crushed
down their dazed doubt. Only radioactive
matter could be self-luminous to such high
degree as that radiant peak in the distance.
Its quivering light illuminated the whole
cavern-world with rays of unearthly
splendor.
Curt Newton felt a surge of wild hope.
They had reached the radium deposit at
last. And if he had time to prepare his
startling plan, he could harness the terrific
potential energy of that shining mountain
to forestall all Larsen King's schemes.
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gave out," Grag retorted grimly. "He's a
flabby little fellow for endurance."
Albert Wissler was an almost pitiful
sight. He seemed near collapse, his thin
face haggard with exhaustion, his blinking
eyes dazed in their wildness as he looked
drunkenly around the group and the
incredible lunar underworld.
"I brought him down as a hostage,"
Grag explained. "We can threaten to take
it out on him if King's men persist in
following us."
Wissler choked in panic.
"Larsen King wouldn't pay any
attention to such a threat! He wouldn't
care whether you killed me or not."
"Don't worry – your worthless hide is
safe," Curt Newton assured him sharply.
"Grag, how did you come to find us?"
Grag rapidly told his story.
"When I saw that blood in the fissure,"
he concluded, "I was worried about you. I
figured you'd stick to the ancient Lunarian
path, so I followed that down here at top
speed."
Then the robot remembered.
"I've bad news for you, Chief! King
himself has gone back to Earth, to get the
Government to send a full company of the
Planet Patrol to the Moon. The Patrol
company will guard the miners as they
penetrate down here. "

"What kind of creature is this that's
coming?" whispered Otho. "They're
scared. But it can't be worse than those
other monsters, surely."
The heavy tread came closer. Then
around a bend in the trail came a towering,
man-shaped metal figure, dragging a
smaller figure along with him.
It was Grag! Curt was about to utter a
joyful cry of recognition. But then he
perceived that the Lunarians beside him
were exhibiting astonishment and terror at
sight of the great metal robot. They were
hastily aiming their queer weapons–
Captain Future yelled and sprang
forward to stop them. They had already
fired. Their short metal spears whizzed
from the bows and struck Grag squarely.
But they only rattled harmlessly off the
robot's metal torso.
Curt sprang in front of the Lunarians,
motioning them not to shoot again.
"Put up your hand in sign of friendship,
Grag!" he yelled.
"Chief, is that you?" boomed the robot
joyfully. "I was hoping you had taken the
ancient path, and I followed down all this
way."
The Moon-men were lowering their
spear-bows in bewilderment. It had
apparently penetrated their minds that the
strange metal newcomer was a friend of
Captain Future's group; but they regarded
Grag with some fear.
On his part, Grag stared perplexedly at
the Moon-men.
"Why, they're Lunarians!" blurted the
robot. "Real, live–"
Otho and Simon Wright were hurrying
forward with Captain Future to greet the
robot. Now they discovered that the figure
Grag had been dragging along was an
Earthman.
All recognized him instantly.
"Albert Wissler!" exclaimed Otho.
"How the devil did you get him down
here, Grag?"
"Dragged him down, when his strength

O

THO swore in dismay.
"That is bad! We can't fight a
whole company of the Patrol."
"No, we'll have to put my plan into
operation before they get here or we're
lost," Captain Future agreed. "Yet there
may still be time–"
The Lunarians were approaching them
now. The Moon men still eyed Grag
fearfully, and kept their heavy spear bows
ready for use. Their grizzled leader
touched Curt's shoulder, pointed with
peremptory urgency forward along the
jungle trail.
Curt understood. There was danger
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tenths of the powerful radiation from that
mass can't reach far through the air."
"All the same, I wouldn't want to get
too near it," Grag muttered. "
Captain Future's face–was thoughtful.
"An unprotected man who approached
that mass too closely would receive the
full blast of its unsoftened alpha rays and
would perish. But if we wore some kind of
ray proof protection–"
"We?" yelped, Otho. "You mean you're
going to try landing on that blazing
mass?"
"We'll have to," Captain Future told
him. "My plan depends on it. And we'll
have, to do it as soon as we get this
apparatus ready.''
Curt tried to get the Lunarians to stop
paddling, so that he might make a longer
inspection of the shining mountain. But
though they seemed to understand his
gestures, they shook their heads
vigorously and resolutely paddled on
away from the radiant peak.

from strange forms of life while they
lingered here in the jungle. So with Grag
and the captive Wissler now added to their
company, they resumed the hasty march
through the pale green forest toward the
sea.
Wissler, already drunken with fatigue,
seemed stunned by everything in this
underworld of throbbing green light. Grag
had to lift him along at every step, the
towering robot keeping a tight hold on the
man's shoulder.
The anxious Lunarians soon led them
out onto the beach of the black sea. Its
waters, laden with sediment that gave
them their dark hue, were swelling in an
abnormally high tide. The Moon men
went to two long heavy canoes of yellow
wood that were pulled up on the sand.
They pushed these out onto the swirling
black waters, and gestured Captain Future
and his companions to enter them.
There was a bad moment when Grag
climbed into one of the big canoes, for his
weight threatened to capsize it. Hastily the
passengers were rearranged. Then the
grizzled Lunarian leader gave a signal, the
Moon-men dug deep with broad-bladed
paddles, and the two yellow crafts shot out
on the surface of the heaving black sea.
The Lunarians steered toward the
western shore of the black sea. Far to their
left, they glimpsed great marshes on the
north shore. Their course took them within
a few miles of the shining mountain of
radium ores. Grag, to whom Curt had
explained the mountain's nature, stared at
it unbelievingly as did the terrified
Wissler.
"It can't be radium ores, all that
mountain!" Grag exclaimed. "If it were,
wouldn't its radiation be fatal even at this
distance?'"
"Not at this distance," Curt denied.
"You forget that ninety percent of the
energy emitted from radium lies in its
alpha rays. And alpha rays are quickly
absorbed by air. So that more than nine-

C

URT's eyes stung to the great mass as
they pulled away. Its value in
monetary terms would be almost
incalculable. It would make Larsen King
the richest man in the System's history – if
he could possess it. But Captain Future
was grimly determined that it should
remain here untouched, conserved for the
future and not needlessly squandered now.
The two yellow Lunarian canoes forged
on over the heaving black sea, until they
were close to the western shore. It, too,
was blanketed by pale green jungle that
sloped up toward the west wall of the
gigantic cavern-world. But there was a
large cleared space on the slope, in which
they described the black structures of a big
town.
The canoes were run in and pulled up
on the beach beside scores of similar craft.
Lunarian fishermen glimpsed Captain
Future and his band disembarking, and
came running with excited shout. They
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voice.
Fwar Aj conducted Curt's group to a
nearby dwelling, a low windowless stone
vault. He gave them to understand it was
their lodging. Then he departed, though a
curious crowd of Moon people remained
outside.
"So far, so good,' muttered Curt; "They
appear to be accepting us as friends,
though I imagine they're keeping tabs on
us."
"I've got to learn their language as soon
as possible," he added determinedly. "We
may need their help to put my scheme into
effect before the Planet Patrol and King's
men get here."

formed a trailing retinue as Curt and his
companions were escorted up a path to the
town.
The Lunarian town was almost a city in
size. Its buildings were of black basalt
quarried from the neighboring cliff wall.
They were built in the same style as the
ancient cities whose ruins dotted the
Moon's surface. The structures were low
and windowless, faced by porticoes of
fluted spires. The town plan was a spiral,
as in the surface cities.
The grizzled Lunarian leader, whose
name Curt had gathered to be Fwar Aj, led
them toward the center of the spiraling
streets. Moon-men and women and
children gaped at them in highest
excitement. Many fled in panic. Especially
did the sight of the stalking metal robot
and the gliding shape of the Brain appear
to alarm them.
Captain Future perceived that the
population must run into the thousands.
He doubted if this lunar underworld would
support more. He noticed that there were
no evidences of machinery or application
of any scientific knowledge.
The Lunarians, as on the surface long
ago, were essentially a non-scientific
people. They appeared to support
themselves by hunting in the jungles,
fishing from the black sea, and cultivating
fields cleared near the town.
Fwar Aj, their grizzled guide, led them
to a rambling black building, outside
which were a small group of older
Lunarians. One of these was a wrinkled,
withered oldster who wore a curious metal
emblem on his breast.
"Reh Sel, di lao thur!" Fwar Aj said to
Curt, at the same time bowing respectfully
toward the oldster.
"Apparently this old Reh Sel is the
chieftain of the Lunarians," Captain
Future murmured to his companions.
He made gestures of friendship. To his
relief, old Reh Sel repeated them. Then
the aged chieftain gave orders in a shrill

A

LBERT
WISSLER
crouched
fearfully in a corner of the dim room,
watching as Captain Future keenly
inspected the mass of transformers,
condensers and other apparatus he had
brought with him.
"We've got to build this equipment into
a super-powered atomic generator and
wave-transmitter," Curt declared.
"We'll need metal for cables and other
parts, and that's where we'll require
Lunarian help."
Otho stared skeptically.
"You're going to build a big wavetransmitter of some kind? What for? How
the devil will that protect the radium
mountain out there from the forces King is
mustering?"
"If my plan works, it will protect the
radium from the biggest army that could
be brought down into the Moon," Curt
replied. "But we're short on time. We don't
know how soon King's forces will get
down here."
Curt went outside to find Reh Sel and
Fwar Aj. But he found that the streets of
the lunar town were now deserted, except
for a small group of armed Lunarians
loitering nearby, whom he guessed were
watching them.
He came back ruefully.
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shouldn't be hard."
Curt began the task. Captain Future had
become expert in learning strange
planetary tongues. He had perfected his
own system of acquiring a working
vocabulary of an alien language in brief
time.
He worked with Reh Sel and Fwar Aj
through the hours of that "day." By the
time evening came, as evidenced by the
return of the Lunarian workers, hunters
and fishers, he was getting along fairly
well.

"It seems that it's nigh there now."
"What do you mean, night?': exclaimed
Grag. "It's light as ever. That radium
mountain out there never quits shining,
does it?"
"No, but apparently the Lunarian have
a 'day' and 'night' period artificially
defined," Captain Future surmised.
"Probably it corresponds to the day and
night of their ancient life on the Moon's
surface, back ages ago before the Moon's
diurnal period had lengthened to a
fortnight."
He spent some hours starting to
connect up parts of his intricate apparatus,
in a circuit that would form the basis of a
wave-transmitter
of
peculiar
and
unprecedentedly powerful design. It
would need to be powerful, Curt thought
grimly, to do the stupendous thing he
meant it to accomplish.
Simon Wright watched keenly. Grag
was standing guard, fingering the atompistol he had taken from Wissler. Wissler
himself was sleeping exhaustedly, and so
was Otho.
After some hours of work, Curt slept,
too.
He awoke to find the city of the Moonmen stirring with life. It was "morning," it
seemed. Lunarian men were setting off
with tools of cultivation for the fields,
with spear-bows for the jungles, or with
nets and lines for the fishing boats on the
beach.
Curt and Simon went through the town
to find Reh Sel. A curious yet friendly
Lunarian
throng
followed
them,
wonderingly eyeing the Brain. Captain
Future found the old Lunarian chieftain
and the grizzled Fwar Aj, earnestly
conversing in the rambling building at the
center of town. They greeted Curt and
Simon with friendly gestures, and the two
sat down.
"Now to see if I can't get the hang of
their language," Curt murmured. "They
look like an intelligent people, so it

O

LD Reh Sel's first question was
tremulously eager.
"You came from the outer surface of
our world? Fwar Aj told me he thought
you did."
"We did. But we were amazed to find
air, water and living men down in these
spaces. We deduced that you Lunarians
yourselves migrated here from the surface
of this world."
"It is so," admitted Reh Sel. He
gestured upward with his webbed hand.
"Thousands of generations ago was our
great migration. We had lived always
upon the surface of this world. As its air
and water failed, we had retreated to the
deeper chasms.
"Then, when life 'even in these became
almost intolerable, explorers of our people
discovered that air and water hag drained
into these deep spaces-underground, and
that in this underworld the Shining
Mountain gave light that would support
life.
"So our race left the surface and came
down here, and here we have lived ever
since. We have nothing to fear except the
bigger beasts that haunt the Marsh of
Monsters, on the northern shore of this
sea. They, like the smaller animals of our
jungles, migrated down here as we did.
"We know there is no air now on the
surface, for our adventurous young men
who follow game upward in the caves
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down is one of their lot."
The reaction of old Reh Sel was fierce
and instant.
"Then your captive shall die at once,
for his wicked intention to desecrate the
mountain. He shall suffer the death our
laws decree for all such sacrilegious
deeds. He shall perish in the blaze of the
Shining Mountain itself!"
The old Lunarian chieftain snapped out
a command
"Fwar Aj, summon warriors and place
the captive stranger, bound, in a canoe. Set
him drifting toward the mountain to
perish, as is our custom."
Fwar Aj, his eyes blazing, sprang out of
the building to obey. Captain Future heard
his strong voice summoning warriors.
"Good heavens, they're going to
execute Wissler in that hideous way!"
exclaimed the Brain.

report that the air grows thinner and
thinner until there is none at all. How can
you men live on the surface?"
Captain Future explained briefly.
"We are men from another planet, the
Earth, of which this Moon is a satellite.
We can live on the surface of your Moon,
because we dwell in air-tight shelters."
"You are very welcome among us,
strangers," Reh Sel said eagerly. "For you
can tell us of that surface world our
ancestors long ago left."
"We shall tell you all you wish to
learn," Curt Newton agreed readily. "But
that can be later. Now, we need help from
you."
"We will help you in any way we can,"
promised Reh Sel earnestly.
Captain Future nodded.
"We shall need metal of various kinds.
And also we shall need a canoe, so that we
can go to the Shining Mountain."
To Curt's surprise, the old Lunarian
chieftain shook his head instantly in stern
refusal.
"You cannot approach the Shining
Mountain! It is death to go too near it, and
it is forbidden by our laws. The mountain
is sacred!"
"The devil!" muttered Curt to the
Brain. "They've got some sort of
superstitious religion centering on the
radium peak. That's bad."
He tried another method with the old
Lunarian.
"But we only wish to protect the
mountain from other strangers, who are on
their way down here at this very moment.
They intend to possess it and to take it
away piecemeal."
Both, Reh Sel and the grizzled Fwar Aj
showed excited alarm.
"Other strangers are coming to
desecrate the mountain? How many of
them?"
"They will be strong in numbers and
weapons," Curt warned them. "The
captive whom my metal comrade brought

CHAPTER XIII
Battle in the Moon

C

APTAIN FUTURE had no reason to
love Albert Wissler. The sneaking
scientist's discovery of the radium inside
the Moon had been responsible for all that
had happened, for King's plot and the
outlawing, of the Futuremen. Yet Wissler
was an Earthman, and Curt could not see
him die in the peculiarly horrible manner
that was contemplated.
He pleaded earnestly with the old
Lunarian chieftain, but Reh Sel was
adamant. It was apparent that the Moonmen's superstitious veneration for the
Shining Mountain was such that no death
was too horrible for one who meditated
desecration of this supreme object of their
worship.
"The man dies at once in the manner
prescribed," retorted the old Lunarian,
rising and stalking out of the building.
"Already the people come to witness."
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bound Albert Wissler hand and foot and
dumped him into a canoe.
Wissler was a pitiable spectacle,
seeming mote, dead than alive with terror.
He had evidently guessed the fate in store
for him. Old Reh Sel was sternly watching
as the sentence was carried out. Fwar Aj's
men were ready to start towing the canoe
out toward the mountain.
"Wait!" exclaimed Captain Future in
the Lunarian tongue. "You do wrong to
kill this man. The Shining Mountain itself
will be wroth at you."
"It is our law!" rejoined Reh Sel
inflexibly. "Carry out the sentence, Fwar
Aj."
Curt glanced anxiously toward the
distant peak out there in the black sea.
Then he saw that he had been hoping for.
"Look!"
he
cried,
pointing
dramatically. "The Shining Mountain
itself shows its wrath at this thing you
intend to do!"

The Lunarian town was filled with
excitement, throngs of the Moon people
hastening down to the beach of the black
sea. Curt hastened with Simon through the
excited crowd toward their own lodging.
He found Grag and Otho coming to
meet him.
"Fwar Aj and some of the Lunarians
took Wissler away," reported the big
robot. "I gathered they were going to do
something unpleasant to him, so I let them
have him."
"Why did you do that?" Curt flared.
"They're going to execute him by sending
him to drift out to the radium mountain, to
be burned alive."
Grag shrugged.
"Weil, it's a nasty end, but he deserves
it."
"We can't let an Earthman die that
way!" Curt rapped. "Give me that atompistol you took from him."
"Chief, be reasonable!' cried Otho."You
can't save him. You'll just get us
massacred if you try to take him from the
Lunarians."
Curt, unheeding, handed the atompistol to the Brain.
"Take this and fly out over the radium
mountain as quickly as you can, Simon.
Keep high so the radiation won't affect
you. Drop the pistol on the peak."
"It will explode and cause a minor
atomic eruption in that radium!" the Brain
protested, started.
"Exactly," Curt clipped. "Get going –
and don't let yourself be seen by the
Lunarians."
The Brain, clutching the atom-pistol in
one of his tractor beams, flashed up our of
view in the throbbing green radiance,
flying with all the swiftness of which he
was capable toward the distant mountain.
Captain Future, with Grag and Otho at
his heels, plunged down toward the beach
of the black ocean. Thousands of the
Lunarians were gathered there, watching
in awed silence as Fwar Aj's warriors

A

BURSTING blaze of dazzling white
was exploding from one point on the
radiant peak. It was the result of the minor
atomic explosion caused by dropping the
pistol there, and it lasted but briefly.
But its effect on the Lunarians was
tremendous. They fell to their knees in
superstitious panic.
"It is true–the Shining Mountain is
angry!" gasped Reh Sel. "Set free the
captive stranger!"
Wissler was hastily unbound and
staggered ashore. The panic of the
Lunarians gradually lessened as they
perceived that the eruption of the radiant
mountain had ceased.
"Thanks, Captain Future!" exclaimed
Wissler hoarsely. "You saved me from a
horrible death, I’ll never forget it."
"I don't know why I did it," Curt
retorted disgustedly. "You deserve it, for
helping Larsen King murder the
President."
"I had no part in the murder of
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By the end of the Lunarian day, the
young Moon-men sent upon the mission
had returned with the needed metallic
ores. They already know how to smelt
them down, for they used the metals
themselves for weapons, instruments and
vessels. Curt set them to work smelting at
once.
He assigned Grag a special task.
"Use that molten lead to coat our spacesuits. It'll make them rayproof, so we can
land on the mountain."
"I'd hoped you had given up the crazy
idea of visiting that blazing peak," Grag
groaned. "Why is it necessary?"
"We’ve got to have a mass of radium
ore to power the big wave-transmitter I’m
building" Curt retorted. "It's the heart of
my plan."
"With a wave-transmitter, he's going to
stop a whole armed company of the Planet
Patrol!" Grag exclaimed incredulously.
"Maybe I'm the crazy one."
Curt and the "Brain labored 'on the
construction of the enigmatic machine in
their dwelling, through the hours of that
night. Copper sheets and bars, cast to
Curt's order by his Lunarian smelters,
were rapidly welded together into the
frame of a large, round mechanism.
The heart of the big machine would be
an ordinary super type atomic-power
generator, designed to use radioactive ores
for production of a terrific potential.
Around this unit,
Curt fastened the transformers,
condensers and other apparatus he had
brought down from above, so that the
machine began to take form as a powerful
wave-transmitter.
"I don't get it, "Chief," declared Otho,
watching."You've built your atomic-power
unit inside the wave-transmitter. How
come?"
"That's vital," Curt told him. "It will
prevent the power unit that operates the
transmitter from being affected by the
transmitter's waves, which will be radiated

President Carthew!" Albert Wissler
exclaimed earnestly. "I didn't even know it
was planned until after it occurred. I may
have done some wrong things, but I'm no
murderer."
"Who did help King with the murder,
then?" Curt demanded.
"It was Gil Strike," Wissler replied
nervously. "Strike operated the remote
control of the telautomaton that killed
Carthew. And he also substituted that
faked Ear-record that placed the blame on
you. King told him to do that and destroy
the real Ear-record at once. I didn't know
about it till later." .
"I don't think even Strike wanted to do
it," Wissler added. "But he was afraid that
if he didn't, King would freeze him out of
his share of the radium profits. Strike
hasn't trusted King from the first. I wish I
hadn't trusted him at all. Look what he's
got me into!"
Captain Future had listened intently.
He thought he saw in this information a
gambling chance to clear himself of the
murder. But he knew he would do nothing
until the radium deposit was made safe.
Next morning, Curt found that his
prestige among the superstitious Lunarians
was greatly enhanced by the previous
night's incident. He took advantage of this
to outline to Reh Sel and Fwar Aj his
urgent need of certain metals. Curt
discovered that, as he had hoped, there
were lead and copper deposits in this lunar
underworld.
"I shall need a quantity of both metals,"
he told the Lunarian chieftain. "If I have
them soon, they will help me achieve my
plan of protecting the Shining Mountain
from those who will be coming from
above."
"I will send our young men forth for
the metals at once," Reh Sel said
promptly. "The deposits are in the cliff
wall near the Marsh of Monsters, on the
north side of our world.
They can be back by evening."
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who plan to desecrate the Shining
Mountain!"
Captain Future's sharp questions soon
revealed the situation. Two hours before, a
small group of young Lunarian hunters
had started up the ancient path into the
dark caves, to hunt for the giant centipedes
whose ivory fangs were much esteemed as
jewelry. And the two young men had seen
a powerful force of strangers forging
down through the caves along the path.
"There were hundreds of them!" cried
the leader of the young hunters, in excited
answer to Curt's queries. "They wore
strange garments and carried unfamiliar
weapons, and had many lights to
illuminate their way."
"Larsen King's planetary miners and
the company of Planet Patrol officers
that's come to guard them!" exclaimed the
Brain.
"Yes–no doubt about it," rapped'
Captain Future. His tanned face was grim.
"This is bad. They'll be down here soon.
And it'll take at least a couple more days
to complete the wave-transmitter."

outward."
"But what kind of wave are you going
to broadcast, that you have to take such
precautions?" Otho demanded.
The Brain interrupted. Simon Wright's
keen scientific mind had already gained a
strong clue to Curt's intentions from the
circuit of the transmitter as it took form.
Now Simon uttered a sharp exclamation.
"Lad, now I see how you're planning to
stop King and the others! But it's mad,
fantastic–"
"It will work if we get this transmitter
finished in time," Captain Future declared
determinedly.
"But this transmitter's too powerful – it
will broadcast a wave for nearly a millionmile radius!" the Brain declared. "It’ll
affect not only everything on the Moon,
but everything on Earth as well!"
"Exactly what I want to do," rapped
Curt Newton. His gray eyes gleamed.
"Then Earth will find out that we
Futuremen are not mere hunted outlaws,
but that we can turn and strike for
ourselves."
He labored far into the "night" upon the
big, half-finished mechanism; before he
lay down to snatch a few hours sleep. Curt
was awakened by frantic, shouting voices.
He leaped to his feet. There was a wild
uproar of excitement all through the
Lunarian town. He could hear voices
yelling, the thud of hurrying feet, the
clatter of a brazen gong from the house of
the Lunarian chieftain.
"Something wrong!" Captain Future
exclaimed. "We'll soon see–"
He and the others ran toward the center
of the spiral town. Wissler was shoved
along with them by Grag, who did not
wish to stay behind. Reh Sel, the old
Lunarian chieftain, was addressing a
throng of excited Moon-men' in shrill
tones. The old man saw Captain Future
approach.
"The others from above have come, as
you predicted!" he cried to Curt. "Those

F

WAR AJ, the big, grizzled Lunarian
leader, was brandishing a heavy
spear-bow in the air. His face was flaming
with passion.
"We will destroy these sacrilegious
ones who coyer the Shining Mountain!"
cried the big Moon-man furiously.
"We'll assemble every man and his
weapon in the eastern jungle and strike
them when they emerge from the caves."
"Go, and may the power of the Shining
Mountain aid you!" exclaimed old Reh
Sel.
Curt Newton leaped forward and turned
to face the enraged throng, raising his
voice in a desperate plea.
"Wait!" he cried. "You can’t meet those
men in open fight. They have weapons a
hundred times more powerful than your
spear-bows. They'll destroy you. You
must wait until I have finished my work.
58

OUTLAWS OF THE MOON
They came around a bend of the trail
into sight of a dismaying spectacle. A
solid band of dark-uniformed Planet Patrol
men was emerging from the fissure that
formed the mouth of the path to the
surface. The Patrol men carried heavy
atom-guns, and they were using them.
For Fwar Aj and his Lunarians, rashly
advancing through the truck jungle to
attack, were trying to get close enough to
use their spear-bows. Most of their
whizzing spears were falling short. And as
the Lunarians tried to close the range,
streaks of fire from the atom-guns were
beginning to take a costly toll.

Then they can be overcome without
shedding a drop of blood."
His plea had no effect on the outraged
Lunarians. They poured down to the beach
and shoved off in their canoes, Fwar Aj
leading the force.
"They’ll be massacred – trying to fight
a full company of the Patrol with those
spear-bows!" exclaimed Otho.
''I'm going after them and stop it,"
declared Captain Future. "Grag, you stay
here with Simon and gather together the
rest of the metals we need to finish the
wave-transmitter. We may have to leave
this place to gain time to finish the
machine."
"If you see that devil Larsen King in
the fracas, finish him off for me!" cried
Grag.
"King won't be here – he believes in
letting other men take the risks for him,"
said Albert Wissler bitterly. "King will' be
back on Earth, waiting till everything here
is cleaned up and he can reap the profits."
Curt and Otho jumped into a canoe and
paddled out onto the black sea. They
steered toward the eastern shore which
Fwar Aj's force of Lunarian fighters had
already reached.
Across the, dark, heaving ocean of the
lunar underworld, through the ceaseless,
throbbing green, radiance of the distant
radium peak, Curt and the Futuremen
paddled on. By the time they reached the
eastern shore, Fwar Aj and his fighters had
disappeared into the towering jungle.
"They'll head for the place where the
path from above debouches, and seek to
waylay the Patrol and King's men there!"
Curt exclaimed.
He and Otho lunged forward along the
jungle trail. Before they had gone far, they
heard a dim clamor of raging yells and
whizzing spears from ahead. It was
quickly followed by the ominous blast of
atom-guns.
"Too late – they're fighting already!"
Curt groaned "Hurry!"

T

HE Moon-men seemed appalled by
the power of the unfamiliar weapons
opposed to them. Yet they were
continuing to advance with unabated
courage behind the raging Fwar Aj, until
Captain Future leaped in front of them.
"You must retreat – you'll all be killed
if you try to face those atom-guns!" Curt
yelled to the Lunarians.
At the same moment, he heard a shout
from the advancing Patrol men as they
recognized his tall figure and red hair.
"That's Captain Future! He's leading
these Moon-devils! Get him!"
"Unless we get out of here, we're lost,
Chief!" cried Otho urgently.
Curt pleaded with Fwar Aj.
"Order your men to give way, to retreat
to the town. I promise to save the
mountain from these invaders."
Swayed by Captain Future's earnest
promise, Fwar Aj shouted the order to his
fighters. The Moon-men hastily drew back
from the advancing Patrol company, and
began a retreat toward the sea.
They knew every bend of the jungle
trails, and they soon left the Planet Patrol
force out of sight behind. When they
reached the beach, they at once shoved off
in the yellow canoes.
Looking back, Curt Newton saw the
Patrol squads reaching the beach. A full
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there, than to remain here and put up a
useless fight that will only shed futile
blood," Captain Future retorted. "If you do
this, I'll be able to achieve my plan and
then you can repel the invaders easily,
without taking any lives at all."

company, six hundred fighting men armed
with heavy atom-guns, deployed there.
Presently the Patrol squads started a
determined march along the southern
shore of the black sea, toward the distant
Lunarian town.
"They've seen our town and are
marching for it!" exclaimed Fwar Aj
smolderingly. "They'll reach it before
evening."
"We can be back there in less than an
hour, if we hurry," Curt rejoined. "Tell the
men to paddle fast."
The yellow canoes shot over the black
sea at high speed. The Moon-men were
badly upset, fearful of the ultimate
outcome of events.
Crossing directly over the dark sea,
they soon reached the town on the western
shore. A great throng of excited,
apprehensive Lunarians met them on the
beach. Reh Sel was there, and also Grag
and Simon and the captive Albert
Wissler.''
Captain Future hastily explained to old
Reh Sel that the invaders were marching
upon the town, and would reach it by late
that afternoon.
"You said that you had a plan that
would stop them!" Reh Sel exclaimed.
"I have, but I can't use it until my halfbuilt machine is completed," Curt
explained urgently. "That will take many
hours. The only thing we can do until then
is to evacuate all your people from this
town."
"But where will we go?"'cried the old
Moon chieftain in dismay.
Curt pointed northward.
"Further around the shore, to those
northern marshes you mentioned. We'
could hold back the invaders until my
work is completed, from that marsh."
"The Marsh of Monsters?" cried Reh
Sel. "It would be dangerous to enter it.
The huge beasts of prey that inhabit it are
fierce and fearsome. "
"Better to take our chance on the beasts

R

INGING sincerity in Curt Newton's
voice convinced the Lunarian ruler as
it had already convinced Fwar Aj.
"Then we will rely on your promise and
do, as you ask," he declared.
The old chieftain and Fwar Aj began
giving orders for the wholesale
evacuation. There followed intense
excitement and confusion through the
Lunarian town as the people hastily made
ready to depart.
Fwar Aj ordered that the old, the infirm
and the children were to be transported
along the shore in canoes. There were not
enough canoes for all, so the rest of the
Moon people must march through the
jungle.
Captain Future found that Grag and
Simon had gathered together the metals
and materials necessary for completion of
the wave-transmitter.
"We can't possibly carry the
transmitter. We'll lash together two canoes
to form a scow for its transportation," Curt
decided.
This was hastily done. The massive,
half-completed machine was carefully
loaded upon the improvised scow. Fwar
Aj's men would tow it from other canoes.
"You and Simon go with it, Otho," Curt
ordered. "Nothing must happen to it, for
everything now depends on completing
the thing in time. Grag and I will march
with the main body. You too, Wissler."
The great evacuation of the Lunarians
soon began, for canoe scouts coming in
reported the invaders advancing steadily
on the town. The people streamed out of
town in two bodies, one in the canoes
moving along the shore, the other
marching north along the jungle trails.
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Curt and Grag and the frightened
Wissler were with Reh Sel at the head of
the marching column. Strong Lunarian
fighting men flanked the column, beating
back the few land octopi or other beasts
who attempted to approach it.
The Lunarians seemed pathetically
dazed at being forced to leave their homes.
Added to their oppression was their
superstitious anxiety that the sacred
radiant mountain might be harmed by the
invaders. And they looked forward with
dread to taking refuge in the much-feared
Marsh of Monsters.
Captain Future felt the weight of a
heavier oppression. He knew these people
were relying on his promise to halt the
invaders. To keep that promise, he must
have time to complete his mechanism and
secure fuel for its operation. And time was
running out swiftly, now that the Planet
Patrol had trapped them inescapably here
in the heart of the Moon.

Patrol company, but was forced to retreat.
The Patrol forces have cut off the outlaw
and his followers from all possible escape,
so that it is only a matter of hours until the
inevitable capture of the man who
murdered President Carthew."
As the excited bulletin ended, Ezra
Gurney furiously snapped off the
instrument and leaped to his feet. The old
marshal paced angrily to and fro in his
little office here in Government Tower, on
Earth.
"The cursed fools!" he exclaimed, his
faded blue eyes bitter with rage. "The
idiots!"
The door of his office burst open and
Joan Randall hurried in. The girl agent's
dark, lovely face was flushed.
"Ezra, you heard that bulletin just
now?" she cried. "The Futuremen trapped
there inside the Moon – the Patrol closing
in on them!"
"I heard, an' it makes me feel like killin'
some of these space-struck imbeciles, who
believe Cap'n Future is a murderer!" raged
the old marshal.
"That wouldn't help Captain Future!"
the girl exclaimed.
Her dark eyes flashed. "We've got to do
something!"
"I know what I'm goin' to do!" Ezra
said violently. "I'm goin' to resign from
the Patrol an'go out there to the Moon an'
stand beside the Futuremen. I'd have done
it before, if I’d known just, where they
were."
"I’ll resign and go with you," Joan said
promptly. Then her face fell. "But what
can just we two do to help against a full
Patrol company?"
Ezra Gurney's faded blue eyes lighted.
"Listen, Joan, we two ain't the only
friends Captain Future's got left in the
System. There's plenty of other people in
the nine worlds that he helped, who know
he couldn't do anything like murder. If we
could round up some of them people–"

CHAPTER XIV
Marsh of Monsters

F

ROM the televisor
announcer's excited
speaking to the System.

receiver, an
voice was

"Flash Bulletin: Planet Police
headquarters reports that the notorious
outlaws, Captain Future and the
Futuremen, have finally been trapped
deep inside the Moon. The report states
that a hitherto unsuspected underworld
exists there, peopled by primitive native
Lunarians.
"A full company of the Patrol division
has penetrated into this underworld, in
conjunction
with
miners
of
the
corporation that was given a concession
to exploit lunar radium.
"It is stated that Captain Future led the
Lunarian natives in opposition to the
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Planet
Patrol
Company
Seven
reporting to Earth GHQ.
We have finally cornered Captain
Future and his Lunarians down here and
are about to rush them.

"And form an interplanetary legion to
go to Captain Future's rescue?" Joan cried,
her eyes shining, with excitement. "Ezra,
could we do it? Let's quit the Patrol and
start sending out the call right now!"
Soon thereafter, secret televisor
messages began to stream out from Earth
through the nine worlds. They were
summons to men who in past times had
owed their lives to the
Futuremen, and who knew them
incapable of murder.
The summons went to a hawk-eyed
Martian living on the little 'moon Deimos,
one whom few people suspected had once
been the greatest space pirate of the void.
It went to a group of Saturnian engineers
whom Captain Future had years before
saved from a hideous fate.
To Jupiter went the summons, to a
people of South Equatoria, who still
reverenced the very name of the redhaired adventurer who had lifted a
dreadful atavistic blight from their midst.
To Venus it went, to a hardy band of
swamp men who owed a debt no less. And
to Mercury, where certain pilots of the
famous Rocketeers leaped at the chance to
repay the man who had once helped them.
From all, quarters of the System, swift
ships came racing toward the rendezvous
in space near the Moon which the
summons had given. The friends of the
Futuremen were rallying to give aid, even
though they felt they could not possibly be
in time to save Captain Future and his
comrades from the slowly closing trap.
At the rendezvous in space, Ezra
Gurney and Joan were waiting in a cruiser
of their own. The hastily summoned
interplanetary legion flashed toward the
Moon. They swept down into Great North
Chasm to land beside the mining dame
there. But as they landed, they intercepted
the televisor message, which spelled doom
to their hopes of rescuing the Futuremen.
It read:

Down in the greenlit underworld, deep
within the Moon, the retreating Lunarians
had reached a desperate temporary refuge
in the Marsh of Monsters. Those on foot
had floundered through muck and reeds,
and those in canoes had pushed up narrow,
winding waterways from the black sea, to
reach this momentary haven.
It was a small island of muddy ground
deep in the dreaded marsh. Giant reeds
towered for twenty feet in the air around
it, growing from the mud and mucky
pools. The quivering radiance of the
distant radium peak filtered through the
reeds, in a strange green glow that wanly
illuminated the throngs of weary,
exhausted Moon people gathered here.
Old Reh Sel's wrinkled face was
foreboding as he looked around the throng
of his people who sat or sprawled, worn
out by the long retreat. He spoke
vehemently to Captain Future.
"We can't stay here long! My people
could bring little food, and there is no
shelter here, and the great beasts of this
marsh will scent us out and attack us."
Curt Newton did not stop work to
answer. Curt was toiling desperately with
Grag and Otho to haul his half-completed
wave-transmitter off the improvised scow
of canoes, and set it up amid the reeds.
"It will be only a matter of hours here,
Reh Sel," he pleaded. "Only long enough
to complete this thing. Then your fighting
men can turn and drive back the invaders,
without loss of a single life."
"Oh, Chief, it's hopeless!" blurted Otho
discouragedly. "That Patrol force is still
following us and they'll soon find us here.
And even if you could finish this
transmitter and get fuel for it before they
find us, how are you going to stop a
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crashing through the giant reeds toward
this recently crowded island of refuge.
The monsters giving this dreaded
marsh its name were semi-aquatic beasts
of elephantine bulk, lumbering forward on
massive flipper limbs, their snaky necks
hideous with round heads split by great
jaws of terrifying fangs.
Captain Future lunged through the
frightened throng, grabbing up a spearbow. Fwar Aj and other Lunarians had
jumped fiercely forward with their own
weapons. But already, with blood-chilling,
hissing shrieks, the foremost of the two
charging monsters had thrust out its long
neck to seize a hapless Lunarian in its
jaws. Red eyes glaring, the creature raised
its victim aloft, towering over the
comparative pygmies at its feet."
"Shoot at their heads!" Far Aj was
roaring. "Only at that point is a marsh
monster vulnerable!"
A blur of flying spears filled the air as
the Lunarians loosed their shafts. Curt's
shoulder jarred to the recoil of the
unfamiliar weapon, and he saw that the
spear he shot went wide of its mark.
But Fwar Aj and the others had hit the
nearest marsh monster in the neck. The
creature dropped its dead prey and reared
up, snarling and hissing. More spears flew
toward it, feathering its head now.
"Got it!" yelled Fwar Aj. "Aim at the
other!"
The nearest monster had keeled over
with a crash that threw muddy water in
their faces. The other creature hastily
retreated.
Curt Newton heard a wailing begin as
the kin of the dead Lunarian gathered over
his body. Fwar Aj was gazing grimly at
the slain monster.
"There will be others," predicted the
grizzled Moon-man. "They will keep
scenting us out, and attacking."
Captain Future, sickened by the
tragedy, hurried back with Grag and Otho
to their work.

heavily armed force like that with just an
immaterial broadcast wave?"
Toiling breathlessly, Curt made no
answer. But the Futureman's black
pessimism found an echo in his own
worried thoughts.
Scouts had reported that the strong
Planet Patrol force which had invaded this
lunar underworld had marched past the
Lunarian town. The enemy was now
advancing rapidly along the marsh trail.
Only a few hours were left!
"Grag, start welding together those
copper sheets to form the transmitter's
radiation sphere," "Curt ordered. "Otho,
you and Simon help me with the frame
work."
"You've gambled everything on this
wave-transmitter, lad! " rasped the Brain
as they labored. "If it doesn't work–"
"It will work, if we complete it and get
radium fuel for it in time," Captain Future
muttered. "It's only an enlarged
application of the same damping-wave
principle we developed in the Moon
laboratory, years ago."

A

LBERT WISSLER watched them
with wide eyes. The captive scientist
was trying to understand the purpose of
their tense work, but could not.
A spherical copper radiation sphere
grew slowly into being, enclosing the
intricate apparatus of the wave-transmitter
and the shielded atomic-power unit at its
core. Yet progress seemed maddeningly
slow to Curt.
A scream from a Lunarian woman
suddenly ripped through the air, echoed by
a score of terrified voices.
"The Patrol can't have caught up to us
let!" cried Otho, jumping up from their
work.
"Marsh monsters!" the Lunarian
women were screaming. "They come–"
"Devils of space, look at those
creatures!" yelled Grag, aghast.
Two enormous, oily black bulks were
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He finally over came their protests. He
and Otho donned the space-suits which
had been coated with lead. With the
improvised lead crucible Grag had made;
they entered one of the canoes and poled
and paddled out through the reeds toward
the open sea.
They finally won through the
labyrinthine waterways of the marsh to the
open water. At once, Curt and Otho bent
to their paddles. The canoe flew out over
the dark waves toward the radiant peak.
The Shining Mountain was an
appalling spectacle as they approached it
from offshore. Its great mass, shelving up
from the waters and soaring into a lofty
two-pronged crag, emitted such blinding
green radiance at close hand that it
dazzled even through the glare-proof
helmets they wore.
Its wild, shaking emerald radiance
lanced around the two Futuremen like
flashes of green lightning as they paddled
nearer. It was like approaching a sun.
Captain Future realized that they were
now within the blast of alpha radiation
from the giant mass of radium ores. Only
the protective coating of their suits and
helmets saved them from perishing.
The canoe grounded upon the shining
rock ledge on the mountain's northern
side. Curt and Otho clambered ashore with
the crucible.
"Gods of space, it's like standing on the
Sun itself!" muttered Otho, appalled.
"Hurry – the insulation on our suits
may break down!" Captain Future warned.
"We've got to fill this crucible and get out
of here."
With a metal bar he had brought for the
purpose, he began digging out a quantity
of the blazing rock. Otho used his lead
gloved hands to shovel the ore into the big
crucible.
Curt felt his skin itching and burning
ominously. He realized that even through
the super-insulation of their suits, the
deadly radiation was beginning to

"Hurry!" he urged. "These Lunarians
can't stay here for long."
Hours passed – hours of maddeningly
tedious labor to the Futuremen, hours of
peril and alarm for the huddled Lunarians.
Twice again, marsh monsters came
crashing through the reeds, to be driven
back by concentrated fire from scores of
spear-bows.
Still more alarming, Lunarian scouts
slipping back through the swamp,
breathlessly reported that the main Patrol
force had reached the marsh, and was
starting to beat through it in search of the
fugitives.
At
long
last
Captain
Future
straightened unsteadily.
"Done!" he exclaimed. "That was the
last connection."

T

HE wave-transmitter was complete, a
complexity of apparatus cased within
the spherical copper shell that was to
radiate its force. The thing towered like a
great metal ball over the heads of the
Futuremen.
"Now all we need is the fuel to operate
the atomic-power unit inside the
transmitter," Curt reminded them. It's got
to be radioactive fuel-nothing else will
produce the superpower required."
He turned to Otho.
"You and I are going to take a canoe
and go out to the shining peak for the
radium we need. Grag, get the spacesuits
you coated with lead, and the lead
crucible."
But when the Lunarians understood the
purpose for which Curt was preparing a
canoe, they put up a strong protest.
"You cannot land on the Shining
Mountain and bring back part of its sacred
mass!" cried old Reh Sel. "It would be the
blackest blasphemy!"
Curt
struggled
against
their
superstitious objections.
"Would you rather see the mountain
desecrated by the invaders? ''
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spear bows.
The Patrol force fired another warning
volley from their atom-guns over the
heads of the crowded Lunarians. The
voice of the Patrol captain rang through
the din.
"Captain Future! You and the
Futuremen surrender and these other
people won't be harmed. Otherwise, we're
coming in shooting!"
Curt had plunged ashore with the
crucible of blazing radioactive matter,
toward the towering copper ball on the
wave-transmitter.
"We've got to do it – we've got to
surrender!" Grag groaned. "Your machine
can't stop these Patrol men now. We can't
see a lot of these Moon folk slaughtered,
when they try to use spear-bows against
atom-guns."
But Captain Future, paying no heed to
the despairing words, was hastily pouring
the glowing mass of radium ore into the
hopper at the base of the towering
spherical transmitter. He slammed a
starting switch. The atomic-power unit at
the heart of the machine began to throb.
"Last warning, Future!" came the shout
of the Patrol captain. "Surrender – or we
start firing!"
The Patrol squads were dererminedly
advancing. Still Curt Newton gave them
no attention. His eyes were fixed on the
potential gauge set into the instrument
panel of his big wave-transmitter.
He waited till the power output had
swiftly climbed to a tremendous figure.
Then quickly he closed the circuit that
sent that power racing into the wavetransmitter itself. The apparatus began a
loud drone.
But nothing happened–
Grag and Otho, breathlessly waiting for
a scientific miracle, felt their hopes fade
away.
"It doesn't work!" Grag exclaimed
bitterly.
Captain Future's eyes were brilliant

penetrate. He dug furiously.
"That's enough!" he cried finally."Back
to the canoe!"
They tumbled into the craft and
urgently shoved off from the lethal
mountain. With convulsive strokes, they
paddled away.
They were more than halfway back to
the Marsh of Monsters on the northern
shore before they ventured to remove the
suits. Then Otho uttered a cry.
"Listen to that!"

A

CROSS the water from the recesses
of the marsh, there came to their ears
a dim babel of fierce yells and crackling
atom-guns.
"We're too late!" Otho cried
despairingly. "The Patrol has rushed the
Lunarians."
"We are not too late if we can get the
wave-transmitter going, even now!"
Captain Future blazed. "Paddle hard!"
The yellow canoe almost flew over the
waters toward the marsh. They forced it
furiously up the winding waterways
between the giant reeds.
Dark-uniformed men of the Planet
Patrol, plunging through the reeds toward
the battle ahead, glimpsed their canoe and
lunged in front of it, up to their waists in
water.
"It's Future – get him!" rang the yell.
Curt sprang up, and as Otho paddled
fiercely, he knocked aside the clutching
Patrol men with his own paddle.
They shot on through the reeds,
bending low as atom-guns blasted behind
them and streaks of white fire cut through
the long grasses. A few moments later
they reached the island where the
Lunarians had taken refuge.
The desperate haven as almost
surrounded by squads of Planet Patrol
officers approaching through the reeds!
Fwar Aj and his Lunarian fighters were
yelling defiance to the oncoming men,
waiting till they got within range of the
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with excitement.
"It's working now!" he cried to them.
"It's broadcasting a vibratory force, high in
an octave of the electro-magnetic
spectrum that only Simon and I have ever
explored."
"But it hasn't any effect! Nothing's
happened!" cried Otho.
"Look at that!" Curt shouted, pointing
at the advancing Patrol company.
The Patrol officers had leveled their
atom-guns to fire as Curt ignored their
final warning. They had pulled the
triggers. But the atom-guns were dead and
useless. The uniformed
Men were bewilderedly examining
their harmless weapons.
"Holy sun-imps!" shouted Otho,
jumping with excitement. You mean that
this machine's invisible wave has put their
atom-guns out of commission?"
"Not only their atom-guns but all
sources of atomic power within its
radius!" Curt told him.
"Atomic power," he went on happily,
"is produced by using certain forces to
disrupt the atom by accelerating its
electron movements. This force that
Simon and I once investigated,
Which I'm broadcasting now in a
powerful wave, inhibits electronic
movement. Thus the production of atomic
power is halted everywhere in its radius.
And it has a million miles' radius!"
"A million miles?" yelled Otho. "Then
the effective scope of this transmitter
includes all the Moon and Earth! Gods of
space, you don't mean–"
"Yes!" Curt Newton exclaimed.
"Atomic power, on which all modern
industries, weapons and ships now
depend, can't exist within the radius of this
wave. I've blacked out all power on the
Moon and Earth!"

CHAPTER XV
World Without Power

T

HE astounding revelation of the truly
stupendous magnitude of Captain
Future's stratagem left the Futuremen
speechless.
Meanwhile,
a
radical
transformation had taken place in the tense
scene around them.
The Patrol men had stopped advancing,
were frantically trying to make their
useless atom-guns work. The Lunarians,
sensing the disaster to their enemies, were
starting to plunge forward with Fwar Aj at
their head. But Curt Newton sprang to the
fore.
"Your guns are useless!" he shouted to
the Patrol captain. "Unless you surrender
now, these Lunarians will massacre you.
They outnumber you many times, and
they have their spear-bows while you're
now weaponless."
"The Patrol doesn't surrender, Future!"
came back the defiant answer. "Especially
to murderers and outlaws!"
"I'm no murderer and we Futuremen
won't be outlaws long – if I can fix the
guilt for that crime where it belongs!" Curt
cried. "If I succeed in doing that, this
whole nasty mess will soon be cleared tip.
And you won't have the responsibility for
useless bloodshed on your head."
The young Patrol captain hesitated. He
perceived clearly that resistance of his
defenseless men to the swarming
Lunarians would be hopeless.
Albert Wissler jumped forward and
raised his voice as the Patrol officer
wavered.
"Captain Future is telling the truth!" he
cried thinly. "He didn't murder the
President. Larsen King and Gil Strike did
it!"
The shouted testimony of Wissler,
King's chief lieutenant in the Moon
project, went far to convince the Patrol
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King's mining concession will be revoked,
and the radium here will be safe from
exploitation."

officer.
"Drop your guns, men," he ordered his
followers. "March up to the Lunarians
with hands raised."
Captain Future breathed a long sigh of
relief. His paramount desire had been to
avoid loss of life. Now he rapidly
explained to old Reh Sel and Fwar Aj that
the invaders were surrendering.
The Lunarians were no bloodthirsty
race. Their reaction was one of intense joy
and relief, mixed with bewilderment at the
sudden reversal of the situation.
Old Reh Sel found a superstitious
explanation for it.
"The Shining Mountain has protected
itself!" he shrilled. "Through this
remarkable stranger and his device, it has
stricken powerless those who would have
desecrated it!"
Curt turned to Albert Wissler.
"Thanks, fellow!" he said feelingly.
The thin scientist blinked.
"I owed you that much," he replied
hoarsely. "You saved me from a hideous
death."
"The radium deposit is safe again!"
Captain future declared exultantly.
"There's no force on the Moon that the
Lunarians can't handle now. No Patrol
reinforcements can get to the Moon, for
spaceships depend on atomic power for
their rockets. Hence no rocket-ship can
come here from the Earth."
"Gods of space!" muttered Otho, a little
appalled. "We've isolated the Earth and
Moon from the rest of the Solar System!"
The Brain commented sharply.
"What now, lad? We can't keep the
Moon and Earth isolated like this
indefinitely. We can't keep all power
blanked out. Think of what the powerstoppage must be doing to Earth! What are
we going to do?"
"We're going to Earth, " Captain
Future said decisively. "We’re going to
have a final showdown, prove that Larsen
King was behind that murder plot. Then

H

E swung back to Albert Wissler.
"Will you testify on Earth that
King and Gil Strike planned the murder,
Wissler?"
Wissler nodded instantly.
"I will, Captain Future."
"Even so, King can deny Wissler's
charge," muttered the Brain. "Without
proof, we may not be able to fix the guilt
on him."
"Chief, you're forgetting something!"
Grag cried. "We can't go to Earth! You
said yourself, no rocket-ship can operate
within a million miles of here, now that
wave-transmitter is blanking out all
atomic power."
Curt turned to the Patrol captain who
had just surrendered.
"Our ship, the Comet, is still on the
Moon, isn't it?" he asked quickly. "You
didn't take it to Earth when you captured
it?"
The officer shook his head.
"No, we didn't. We took it to King's
base in Great North Chasm and left it
there under strong guard. You see, we
figured you Futuremen would try to
repossess your ship. So we planned to use
it as the bait of a trap to catch you, if all
other methods failed."
"They failed, all right," Captain Future
said dryly. "Well, we're going to Earth in
the Comet, at once."
"You're surely space-struck!" Grag
protested. "The Comet's rocket tubes
operate from atomic power, like those of
any other space vessel. They won't work
in this power blackout."
"We won't use the racket tubes,"
Captain Future grinned. "We'll use the
vibration drive, which doesn't depend on
atomic power."
"Holy sun-imps, you're joking!" gasped
Otho. "The lowest speed of the vibration
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Brain uttered a sharp exclamation of
alarm.
"Look ahead, lad! There's a powerful
force coming down through the fissures! "
Lights were growing stronger ahead –
the krypton beams of hundreds of men,
marching determinedly down toward
them.'
"The devil!" cried Otho in dismay. "A
new Patrol force must have landed on the
Moon just before we slammed on the
power blackout."
'''No, these aren't Patrol men," muttered
Captain Future.
His gray eyes suddenly lit. "That's Joan
Randall and Ezra Gurney in front! And
there's Rok Olor from Deimos, and Ka
Kardak from Mercury, and a lot of
others."
]oan came running forward with eager
relief as the two parties met. Her dark eyes
were shining.
"Captain Future! Then we're in time!
We heard you were trapped, and we called
all your friends to help us rescue you."
"But we were 'fraid we were too late,"
drawled old Ezra Gurney, grinning with
pleasure. "Then just as we landed on the
Moon, all power went dead. So we didn't
have any trouble
gettin' inside the minin' dome an'
startin' down here."
Members of the relief expedition –
Jovians, Venusians, Saturnians Martians –
hard-bitten men from every planet, were
crowding excitedly around the Futuremen.
Curt Newton felt sharp emotion. These
friends he had made throughout the
System were displaying unexpected
loyalty. He might be thought a murder by
the rest of the nine worlds, he might be an
outlaw, but these men had ignored all that.
"Where's the Patrol? We're ready to
fight!" they were shouting.
"There's no need of fighting, thank
heaven," Captain Future told them. He
outlined rapidly what had happened down
below.

drive is a twentieth the velocity of light!
You said yourself that to use such speeds
inside the
System would be suicidal!"
"We're going to risk suicide, Otho,"
Curt answered determinedly. "It's our only
way to get back to Earth without lifting
the power blackout."
Within a few minutes, the Lunarians
were joyfully starting the march back to
their town with their captives. Reh Sel
promised Captain Future that they would
hold the Patrol men unharmed until Curt
ordered them released.

C

URT and the Futuremen, with Albert
Wissler, struck out across the black
sea in one of the canoes. They headed
with all the speed they could make for the
eastern shore. Soon they landed there.
After rapidly traversing the trail through
the jungle, they entered the dark fissure
that led up to the surface of the Moon.
They pushed up the labyrinthine path,
using krypton lights taken From the Patrol
officers.
Curt Newton was only human, and a
very human desire for vengeance drove
him almost feverishly forward. He was
burning to settle accounts with Larsen
King, whose covetous, cunning schemes
had driven the Futuremen forth as
outlaws.
He chafed at every stop they made for
rest in the caverns. Each hour of their
toilsome
upward
march
seemed
interminable to him. When Wissler tired
and faltered, Curt ordered Grag to help
him along.
"We daren’t keep this power blackout
smothering Earth a moment longer than
necessary," he reminded them. "Think
what mischief it must be causing there!
Everything depends on atomic power now.
Not a wheel can turn, not a ship can leave
or reach Earth till the blackout is lifted."
At last they approached the uppermost
cavern beneath Great North Chasm. The
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cyclotrons in case of emergency," Curt
explained rapidly over his shoulder, as he
worked. "There should be more than
enough charge to hurl us to Earth."
"And hurl us right through Earth, too,"
muttered Otho forebodingly. "We'll never
make a safe landing at that awful speed."
"Ready to go! Curt warned sharply.
"Strap in, everybody. The protective stasis
will cushion us against most of the
acceleration shock, but you’ll still feel it."
He had computed the direction of Earth
carefully. He knew just what he must do,
and do rapidly, if the y were to make the
traverse in safety.
The big switch of the vibration drive
closed under his fingers, throwing the
powerful vibrations into the drivering at
the ship's tail.
Click! With the snap of the switch the
dark interior of Great North Chasm that
lay outside, suddenly vanished. The
Comet had been hurled up out of the great
canyon into the open vault of space with a
breathtaking velocity that seemed faster
than thought.
They were being hurled through space
at a speed that was merely a fraction of the
velocity of light! The gleaming surface of
the rugged Moon dropped from below,
with dizzy rapidity. Almost as soon as
their eyes noticed it, the shining satellite
receded to a great ball behind them.
The hanging green globe of Earth was
expanding outward ahead of the space
travelers like a swelling balloon. They
were now traversing thousands of miles
through the void with each ticking second:
The Comet was being flung from Moon to
Earth at a speed that had been designed,
not for the cramped spaces of the Solar
System, but for the vast reaches of the
interstellar abyss.
Curt Newton was attempting the most
perilous feat of space flight any pilot-had
ever undertaken. He must brake their
speed at exactly the right moment, by
throwing the force of the propulsion

"Blast me down, I might have known
you Futuremen caused this crazy power
stoppage!" murmured Ezra.
"We're going to Earth with you in the
Comet!" Joan cried to Curt.
"It'll be terribly dangerous a trip at that
speed," he demurred. "I’d rather you
stayed with the others."
She and Ezra overruled his protests.
Presently they had started making their
way back up through the uppermost
cavern, and up the tunnel into the blue-lit
mining dome.
Larsen King's officials and miners were
already under guard of a detachment of
Ezra's legion. Without lingering, Curt
Newton led the way rapidly toward the
airlock entrance of the big dome.
"How come you can keep goin' in this
power blackout, Grag?" Ezra Gurney was
asking the robot as they hurried along.
"Doesn't that iron body of yours have a
lime atomic power plant in it that gives
you your strength?"
"It does, but it's shielded by a case of
neutronic matter that 'no force can
penetrate," Grag told him. "No power
blackout can stop me!"
They paused briefly to don space suits.
Then Captain Future led the Futuremen
and Wissler, with Joan and Ezra from the
dome.
They hurried amid the ships parked on
the floor of Great North Chasm until they
found the Comet. Once in the ship, Curt
hastily tossed aside his space suit and
began preparation for the unparalleled
traverse as such a flight was called.

S

EATED in the pilot's chair in the
control room, with the others watching
tensely, he flicked switches expertly.
Generators began to throb and a dim blue
force rose around them in a highly
protective stasis.
"The generators of the vibration drive
draw their own power from charged
condensers, so as to be independent of the
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"Wissler, we've got to get to Larsen
King at once, before we're stopped. You
know where he would be?"
Wissler gulped, and nodded weakly.
"His home and offices are in one of
those sky-castles atop a big tower not far
from here."
"Lead the way!" Curt exclaimed.
"There's not a moment to lose."
They emerged onto the sunlit
spaceport. It was a scene of frozen
inactivity. No spaceships were taking off
or landing. No repair machines were
whirring in the great reconditioning docks.
Everything was silent, dead. The men
about the place looked dazed and
bewildered.
And all New York was frozen and
silent around them. No swift taxi flyers
came and went, no atom-cars dashed
through the streets. The blinking "ionsigns" were dark. Knots of confused,
anxious people were wandering or
standing about helplessly.
Earth was a world without power, ail
its industries and utilities frozen, its
transport inoperative, its spaceships
pinned down, unable to take off into
space. Earth – isolated from the entire
Solar System.
Then quickly a cry of discovery went
up as Curt Newton and his little band
started from, the spaceport through the
streets under Wissler's guidance.
"Captain Future! The Futuremen! The
outlaws have come back to Earth!"
"The Futuremen are back!" echoed
down the broad avenues. The bewildered
throngs shrank back in alarm from the
determined group that Curt Newton was
leading rapidly through the streets.
"There come some of the Planet
Police!" yelled Otho warningly.
A squad of the dark-uniformed officers
was charging out from a side street toward
Captain Future's hurrying little band.
"Their atom-guns won't work now – we
can smash through them with our fists!"

vibrations forward. A split second of
difference either way meant disaster.
Superhumanly tense as he crouched, he
eyed the ballooning green sphere of Earth.
He had computed that New York was now
on the planet's sunlit side. The Comet has
already screaming toward the sunward
face of the rolling, cloud screened ball.
Click! Captain Future had slammed the
vibration drive into reverse. Friction
alarms exploded in frantic clamor,
simultaneous with an intolerable, knifeedged wall of parting air. The ship was
sickeningly checking speed, only the
protective stasis saving it shell from
collapse.
"We've still too much velocity!" Otho
cried thinly above the screeching dive.
"We're going to crash–"
Sunlit green continent and blue ocean
were rushing madly up toward them. They
glimpsed the clustered, gleaming towers
of New York. The spaceport's central field
slammed up at them.
Ezra Gurney closed his eyes. Joan
Randall flung her arm across her face. The
falling Comet was slowing in stunningly
swift deceleration–

C

LICK! Click! Click! Curt was
alternating the direction of the drive
with frantic speed. The ship bounced back
and .clown again toward the spaceport.
There was a jarring shock. Then silence.
"We made it," Curt Newton said
unsteadily, stumbling to his feet. His
whole body was trembling, his throat dry
with tension.
"Captain Future!" Ezra's faded eyes
were agleam with hero worship. "The
greatest feat of space-pilotin' in history!
No one else in the universe would even
have tried it!"
Curt was helping Albert Wissler to his
feet. The thin scientist's eyes were still
bulging glassily from the dazing shock of
that wild traverse. Curt shook him back to
normality.
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A rising clamor of alarm showed that
the audacious return of the Futuremen was
galvanizing New York and when Curt and
his band raced up the last stair toward the
sunlit terrace of Larsen King's sky-castle,
they found that news of their arrival had
preceded them.
For Gil Strike stood at the top of the
stairs, his hard, hawklike face dark and
dangerous, as he tipped a massive metal
table with the intention of sending it
crashing down upon their heads.
"Look out, Chief!" yelled Otho in
frantic warning.
But Curt Newton was lunging up the
stairs in a tremendous sprint. It brought
him to Strike before the criminal could set
free the murderous object.
Captain Future tore Strike around.
They grappled, Strike furiously seeking to
hammer in Curt's skull with the butt of a
useless atom-pistol. Curt ripped the gun
from his hand, sent the man spinning back
across the terrace toward the stairs. "
Strike screamed as he caromed off the
massive upended table and tumbled
backward down the steps. His head struck
a metal step twenty feet below with a
cracking thud, and he sprawled
motionless.
Curt hastened down and bent over
Strike's unmoving form for a few
moments. He finally straightened.
"He's dead," Captain Future said
grimly.
He plunged backup and across the
terrace, into the luxurious interior of the
tower-top citadel. Then he and his band
halted.
Larsen King stood confronting them
with folded arms, his brusque, harsh face
and cold black eyes defiant.
"You can't get away with whatever
you're planning, Captain Future!" King
snapped. "You're already outlawed for
murder. You can't escape from this
building, no matter what you may do to
me."

Curt cried to his comrades. "But hurry!"
The Planet Police squad was not even
trying to use its atom-guns, evidently
having already discovered that they were
as dead as everything else that depended
on atomic power. Instead, the men ran
forward to seize the Futuremen bodily.
Curt and his followers waded into their
opponents with fists flying. They battered
a way through the line that tried
desperately to halt them.
"King's tower is only two more blocks
away!" Wissler exclaimed.
"But more police are coming!" Joan
cried, pointing ahead.
The alarm that had raced through the
streets by word of mouth had rapidly
brought more officers. Several squads now
barred the wav.
"Let me handle those fellows!" Grag
boomed loudly.

T

HE big robot was in the forefront as
Curt's band fought their way through.
The Planet Police officers showered Grag
with blows from their gun butts, blows
that fell without effect on his metal figure.
He swept a path through their ranks, great
arms flailing and scattering them like
straw.
Captain Future's band was now at the
entrance of the big tower, atop which
loomed Larsen King's citadel in the sky.
The elevators were dead. They starred up
the winding stairway, the battered Planet
Police seeking to follow them.
"Hold those officers back, Grag!" Curt
yelled to the robot.
Grag planted himself on the narrow
stairs, facing downward. The police
surged up at him, hitting him with gun
barrels, metal bars and numerous other
heavy objects, but without the slightest
effect. Grag disdainfully extended his
mighty arms and almost boredly pushed
his attackers back down the stairs.
"Go on, Chief – I can hold 'em here
forever!" he yelled up.
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"No, there's no proof in the record that
Strike killed Carthew by remote-control.
But there is proof in that record that I
didn't kill President Carthew; that Carthew
and Larsen King had an angry argument.
Strike could hold the thing over King's
head, if he had to, without implicating
himself directly."
Captain Future's hard accents raked the
ruthless promoter who stood there now,
his face livid, trembling with rage.
"This proves my innocence of the
murder, King. This proves that the
President was killed by a telautomaton. A
thorough Planet Police investigation will
trace that telautomaton to you. And that,
plus Wissler's testimony–"
Larsen King, raging, lunged forward to
seize the incriminating spool of steel tape
from Curt Newton's hand. But Otho seized
the promoter, roughly and held him back.
"Don't be in a hurry, King!" hissed the
android. "You're not going any place
anymore – except out to Interplanetary
Prison on Pluto's moon for the rest of your
worthless life!"
Six hours later, power suddenly
returned to the frozen Earth. The big
atomic-power plants began suddenly to
function again. Wheels started whirring
once more, spaceships found themselves
able to take off, lights came on with a
brilliant burst of splendor in darkened
New York.
From high in Government Tower, Curt
Newton saw the lights go on. He breathed
a sigh of relief. Hours before, he had
flashed a televisor-message to Ezra
Gurney's detachment guarding the dome
in Great North Chasm. Curt had directed
his loyal followers to make their way
down to the lunar underworld, shut off the
wave-transmitter that had blacked out all
power.
Much had happened, in those crucial
hours. Word had gone out, to the System
that the Futuremen had been cleared
beyond all doubt of the crime ascribed to

Otho’s slant green eyes flamed at King.
"We'll make you confess that you and
Strike murdered the President!" hissed the
android. "Wissler is going to testify in our
behalf."
"Bah! Wissler's charges will carry no
weight,"
jeered
the
unscrupulous
promoter. "That Ear-record proved that
you killed President Carthew, Captain
Future!"
"He's right, lad," muttered the Brain.
"That faked Ear record will outweigh
Wissler's testimony."
"Not when I produce the real Earrecord of my conversation with the
President!" Captain Future said grimly.

H

E SHOWED them a small object in
his hand–a spool of steel tape, of the
type used to record a sound-track.
"This is the true record, King! I just
removed it from Strike's pocket!"
Larsen King's eyes widened with
mingled incredulity and alarm.
"You're lying!" he burst out. "I told
Strike to destroy–"
He stopped, realizing what he was
saying. His face grew deathly pale.
Curt Newton finished the story.
"You told Strike to destroy the real Earrecord. I knew that, King. But I was
gambling that Strike hadn't destroyed the
real record. I was certain he would keep it
to give him a hold over you!"
Curt's grim voice swept bleakly on.
"Strike didn't trust you, King. I knew,
from what Wissler told me, that Strike was
afraid you'd cheat him out of his share of
the Moon's radium profits. So I figured
Strike would keep the bonafide Ear-record
to hold over your head, in case you did try
to cheat him. And I figured rightly!"
"Chief, I don't understand!" gasped
Otho. "Why would Strike keep the real
record? Wouldn't it prove that he himself
killed the President, if anyone got hold of
it?"
Curt shook his head.
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But somewhere in his subconscious
mind, he had his mental fingers crossed.

them. They were no longer outlaws.
Larsen King himself was in prison,
awaiting trial for the crime.
The System Council had swiftly
revoked the lunar concession of King's
company. The Council had unanimously
adopted
Captain
Future's
earnest
suggestion that the lunar radium be
preserved for future emergencies.
Looking out over New York's brilliant
panorama now, Curt Newton felt himself
relaxing at last.
"Well – it's all over," he said. "And I
hope that we never see Earth blacked out
again."

CHAPTER XVI
Epilogue

T

HE vast Western Sea of the planet
Jupiter glittered bluely under the light
of the tiny Sun. At one point, there rose
from the surface a small, rocky island.
Down through space, there shot with
screaming roar of rockets a small space
flyer. Captain Future was alone in the little
craft.
He brought it hastily down to a landing
by the island shore. Nearby the Comet was
already parked. Curt hastened toward the
craft, and the Brain came gliding to meet
him.
"I got your message, Simon!" Curt said
hastily. "I used our little experimental
flyer to come on at once. What's wrong?"
The Brain answered hurriedly.
"Otho and Grag and Joan Randall are
trapped down there at the floor of the sea."
"How the devil did they get here?" Curt
cried bewilderedly. "I thought you four
made this trip to Jupiter, in order to
arrange for the transfer of the Lunarian
population to the moon Europa."
"Yes, that's what we came for," the
Brain admitted. "And we arranged to have
most of that jungle moon off Jupiter set
aside for the Lunarians. They'll have a fine
home there and be able to live in the Sun
again, just as they did ages ago.
Everything's all ready for them to
migrate."
"You still haven't explained how the
others got down there!" Curt Newton
interrupted, pointing at the heaving blue
ocean.
"Well, it was Otho's idea–" Simon
Wright began reluctantly.
"I'll bet it was!" Curt burst out. "Go
on!"

H

ALK ANDERS, chief of the Planet
Police, and young North Bonnel, the
late President Carthew's assistant, glanced
miserably at the assembled Futuremen.
"I'd still feel better if you'd kick me,"
muttered
the
Police,
commander
shamefacedly. "We ought to have known
better, than to go out and make big fools
of ourselves by what we did to you."
"Forget" it," Otho said grandiloquently.
"I – even I – can make mistakes!'"
He turned to Captain Future with a
satisfied air.
"Chief, can't we go home to the Moon
laboratory now we're free?"
"You've had your fill of adventure for
once, eh?" grinned Curt.
''I'll tell the starry universe I have!"
swore Otho. "When I get back to the
Moon laboratory, I'm going to sit down
and not leave the place for five years. All I
want is peace and quiet."
"Here, too!" rumbled Grag. "Anybody
that tries to get me away from the old
home will have a tough job. No more
trouble-hunting for me!"
Ezra Gurney scoffed at the Futuremen.
"I've heard you talkin' that way before.
But you always get bored and start lookin'
for adventure."
"Not this time!" vowed Otho. "Little
Otho has had enough!"
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C

APTAIN FUTURE's proton-pistol
flashed streaks of flaming force
through the water. The anthropoidal seamen fell back in alarm. Curt tired again
over their heads. The now terrified
creatures darted away in a panic through
the green depths.
"Now for that crack-brain android and
robot!" Curt muttered, striding toward the
prisoned diving bell.
He put his hand against it, so that sound
would carry to him by conduction.
"Are you people all right?"
Otho, Grag and Joan all shouted at
once.
"Sure, we're all right, Chief!" cried
Otho. "But we're darned glad to see you
come to release us!"
"What are you talking about?" Curt
retorted coolly. "I'm not going to release
you. You got yourselves into this pickle.
Now get out of it."
"Aw, Chief, have a heart!" Grag
pleaded. "We know we had no business
poking around down here, but we'll never
do it again."
"No, cross my heart!" vowed Otho.
"Once I get out of this and back to the
Moon laboratory, I'll never hunt trouble
again. So help me!"
"You’ve always played that same
tune," Captain Future said darkly.
"Yes, but this time I mean it!" the
android pleaded.
"All right. I guess you've had your
lesson," growled Curt Newton.
He dug loose the pegs with which the
sea-men had pinned the bell to the ocean
floor. Hastily, Otho operated the
makeshift rocket-power of the diving bell.
It rose swiftly to the surface of the sea.
When Captain Future tramped up out
of the water onto the island shore, the
others were already there awaiting him.
Otho eagerly held out a tablet of stone
inscribed with a half crumbled map.
"Look at this, Chief – we got hold of it
down in those submerged ruins!" the

"Otho said we'd never had an
opportunity to explore the ancient Jovian
ruins submerged under this sea, and that
now was a good time," the Brain
continued. "Grag approved the idea, and I
was curious about the ruins myself. They
improvised a diving bell from one of the
Comet's air-tanks, and went down in it.
Joan insisted on going along with them."
"They didn't come back up," Simon
concluded. "Finally I got worried, for you
know there's a fierce anthropoidal sub-sea
race in these oceans. I didn't dare take the
Comet down – couldn't risk it. So I
decided to call you at once."
Captain Future exploded.
"That crazy android! I might have
known he'd pull something like this!
When I get my hands on him–"
Curt was already donning a space-suit.
He screwed its helmet tight, grasped his
proton-pistol, and strode into the water.
The lead soles of the suit held him on
the sea floor as he marched down an oozy
slope. Flame-fish and hydras swam past
him in the green deeps. The space-suit was
a perfect diving suit for his purpose. He
strode deeper and deeper until he glimpsed
a bright gleam of light ahead.
It came from the Futuremen's diving
bell. The improvised bell was an upright
cylinder of transparent metal, that stood
now amid crumbling black ruins which
were half covered by ooze. Curt glimpsed
Otho, Grag and Joan clearly, inside the
bell, which had a makeshift rocket tube for
ascending.
The diving bell had been fastened
tightly to the ocean's slippery floor.
Chains attached to the bell's underside had
been securely pegged down. And around it
were circling a dozen fiercely excited subsea men, of the race long known to inhabit
the depths of Jupiter's waters.
The scaled, anthropoidal green
monsters glimpsed Curt and rushed
toward him, leveling their rude spears.
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But I thought as long as we were here,
we might go over there and explore for the
ancient city. And–"
He suddenly saw Captain Future's face.
Otho turned and dived hastily for the
Comet.

android exclaimed excitedly. "It's a map of
the ancient Jovian civilization. And it
shows they had a big city west of the Fire
Sea here – a city that might still be intact!"
"What about it?""Curt demanded, his
eyes narrowing ominously.
Otho rushed blithely on.
"Well, I know the Fire Sea region is
dangerous.
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