


“WE WERE ENTOMBED IN A

MOUNTAIN LABYRINTH!

A fraw e xpiriveee

MMCERT

A MYSTERIDUS ‘MANHDLE"
in the roof of an Orzark
ORI CAVERT W Ware
cxploring one day in-
trigued us,” writes Me.
Bolton.""With no sense of
danger, we wriggled
through the hole and into
the inky darkness of a
cave beyond. For hours,
wit explored.

“THEW TO OUR Hﬂtlﬂll.,.-'
we found thar we were
fortf Visions of searching
pal'L[ﬂ ﬂ:lding Ciur |.':-|,'|-r|.|;;;r
months afterward, flashed
in my mind aswe searched
for the exit. The candles
flickered out s the howes
passed. Only the flashlight
o L

L —
5, - J.r
| e, - Sl e, 8 ..'...-‘"-_:L_. i:
L ; - a 1.
*““AFTER SEVEN HOURS and a half of hideous scarching, we came upon the exic |2 &
to safety. We had found our way back to life again, thanks to our flashlight | H
and its dependable ‘Evercady’ fresh DATED batteries! e f]
: o o7V I i
(Sagweed) ’ . e -:E _.-_I_...-""'.,__‘J

The word "Eveready™ dv o registered frade-miark of Naplomal Corbos Company, Fne, ; } -~..' e g :
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The I:'m:l-:uufli:ﬂ-u:l
ten yoars will largely be deoter:
mined in the next ten monthe.

Will yous be one of cheml

Will You Be Clerk or Manager

Ten Years from Now? | :

SLHH-M!' thi= conld nevor happon toomee," Ton say—
“that I should be sltting at sy deak—be dodng
the smme work—jor den sireight yeers

Buot walt & minute—

Ezactly that sama L hasg Bappensd bo thowsnds
upon thousands of mon. It has probably happensd o
man Fight in the company yoo ow ar working for. sArd
—unless pou fil goursel) for a beller job—ithere 5 d vevrg
pood chance thal i may E;n:-m 17 qmu-!'

Unthinkabla? That's w Dixzon of Columbos,
Ohin, eald o himeell. Yeb Ia.nl:: of iraining kept him

elaving away at low wagns for a long time.

TRIFLES INCOME

Fl'm 14 Mr. Dixon's own story—""Just afier I rofuroed
the war, ona of E‘ I:"IHIEIIH-L vl Tound M
H at a booklicopor jnb in Marietta, Ohdo.,
rmﬁnrmlm:ll.‘u m.nd.-ﬂ.:,p'l:.'in.hl B irl Glve el

of nu-tMr trafning. and indoced
hramln% in Higher Accoamtancy. Aftor o fow mootihs of
pocurnd @ position with the Troslt Dapastmont

of & National Bank. This wu t-l:a m:ct_ﬁlﬁmnn I needed
3 various responsible p bandling of
receiverships and othor Im]ir:ur'tant- duidns 'Thnls quiakly

my Incoms several hundeesd peccent.""

ANOTHER AMAZIING BUCCESS STORY

If you think Mr. Dizon's sucobes story unusnal, plaases
readd what J. H. Krouse of Memphis, Teonosses, snys.
“Whon I doclded to takke your training in Highar Aosssun-

tancy. I wpa a clark. Today I am Ohief Consiltant Ac-
countant for the T0. 8. FEogineer's Difies in Momphis,
Tenn, Whatevar succoss or recognltlon I hawe had,

own to ¥our training. I have had no othor nl,[aad:

leaining & thika ling, Your mathod of
anly ve but highly engagiog, 1 have -:.ﬁmml
oiher courses, bud Armly beliove LaSalls has
to be had anywhora, "

Anothor bitof evidenoe iz Mr. R. . Barthalow"s caperi=
omice, . Barthalow la Chiof of the Bales Tax Sesction
gl'mt'm Taxr Commission of Ohin. A department which

ower 50,000,000 & yvear, Mr. Barthalow atirib-
ummmmaaummtﬂﬂaﬂauum

EEND FOR Thoss Two Books and
Bttt Toword Blgger Succesa
B[ | biear mard DEford ¥ou investigndn
hmldm Accountancy T ! e o
Or will you fpce the problem of your fotors NOW— o

and send o Lafalle and got further facts and partiealarsT
Without cost or obligntion, the muum will Liring you) ,..-f""

two interasiing — 00w -l#— l: 1:||:|.|:J_|;
“ﬁmunn.u.uq.r tha Profession tho - s
2*Ten Yeara® Promotion Iu. Crae,""

How abont thoss oare—will you wa"

you BETART TODA t-lu- i the tremendon

this coupon—IN %

- LigSalle Extension University

CHICAGD

-ﬂmi-.urumtu s Aceounian ¥ af “Apcountarey, tho Profowslsn
ihst Fayn" also sopy of “Ten Years' Promotios in Cios™ sl wlﬂdﬂﬂlm

r "TI?_'I‘I'EI.' Accountaney g leulioe s pasltion &8 Auditor, Comptaoller, CortiSed Publio Avcoumtant, @

D_l-pl'. _IIE!-_I-I‘H
—Cheol bidow and wb Wil send

ol AccdilnLamk, #le.
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A Complete Boolk-Lenglh Scientifiction Novel

STAR TRAIL
TO GLORY

By
EDMOND HAMILTON

Follow Curt Newton and the Futuremen Along a Multi-

Million Miles of Stellar Speedway as They Streak
Around the System in Their Greatest Race for fustice! 14

Scientifiction Scrial Novel

MUTNY: M SP A E S e e N ST e s T Gawain Edwards 111
Concloding One of fhe Greafesi Science Fiction Classics of Al Timel

Thrilling Short Steries
ICE.F.O.B.,MARS. ... .. .. .. ... .Eando Binder 100

It Ten't Easy to Liguidate Twenty Million Dollars” Waorth of Froran Assats

MEMORY BLOCKS . . ... ... e Will Garth 109

Tom Gerts, in Interplansefory Prison, Forgefs that Mind Can Madfer

Special Fealures

UNDER OBSERVATION. ... ........Announcements and Letters 8

THE WORLDS OF TOMORROW . . . .. ................ Mercury 97
THE FUTUREMEN. .. . ... .. . ... .o ... Joan Randall 119 =
THE FUTURE OF CAPTAINFUTURE, . ...............The Editer 129

Join THE FUTUREMEN, Our Mew Club for Readersl
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hke these?
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You know that LOW PAY dir af the bottom of siearly all fears that faunt o man's future. You Enow
foo that it takes specialized ability to get into the higher pay brackeids. If fear of the future haunts
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f-;' YSTERIOUS DISCOVERY
A %{ SAVES 76 FO Y

et T

e IR COSTS NOTHING TG TRY

: Anzwer this calll Investigate this remarkabla
discovery that trims dollars off gasoline bills
—ivEs you wnﬂhﬁhi‘li& CJEIS  BETVITLT S—TrolS

war — greater speed — quicker pickup —
ﬁ‘tor l:-i-cﬂndlumli:ln. Mﬁﬁ:ﬁnﬁaﬂ ia
guaranteed to save up to va better
perlormonce or the tricl costs you nothing.

(dialomalic= Suvpercharge Principle

Vacu-matic is entirely different]! It cperatea
on the supercharge principle by gutomotical-

9 Iy adding a charge of extra oxygen, drawn
pjﬁ frew from the outer ir, into the heart of the
gies miztiure, [ is entifely gulomatic and

allows the mater tn:&"ilremha" at the coroect
time, opening and closing gutomatically
as required to save dollars on gos costs.

In addition to estekbing [~ Sworn Proof of Gas Savings —

e mil-ﬁﬂi m Ok Thin osrdifisn fhefil I Iave caTufully Tesd WD
oars in all seclions of the :"hmﬁ'ﬂ'ﬂfﬁﬁ mqm_ﬁ :':-“
couniry. ihe Vesu-malle wtl.n; kﬂ-;ﬂ W';Lﬂﬂ:rhm = :“
bas proven ilsell ea thou. ::;1.;:: of Uhs larger T1le of sntiusiestis
pamds of maad tesls ond ustl lstiers Sat I s ot Ui OONpARY GfFlosd.
on  dynomomater Desls T
BlTEEt (O eeeDynlize
condilions ond  pecard s o =
Bt e o e Cet Youss FREE
orse power Incredzed ours i
Yoo too, con make a AGEHTS For Iatroducing I
Vocoomotic offers o splendid apporhumity  fes
metlc on your eor ond unasual soles ond profis. Every cor. brock, froe-
= tor, and matoreycle owner o p Werlsalle
gos savings 1o youl  gaeiteries new being cabmmed. youu halp us
entire sotisfoction  gniroduce it to @ bisnd, you eom obdaia your owa
Leam .:n.:.:wd ihis fres. Check oid mail ecupot oday.
re@mar

able e SEND
STl S5 S FLEE Off£2 COUPON
"
Iacita [ THE VACU.MATIC COMPANY ]
HOWI B THT-003  W. Slale 5L, Woawatosa, Wia
Floome send, full ora choot VACTE-MA ]
Fis . gisg bow 1 moy obloln one for my own ocF B
All Cars [ Thls doos nol obligate me in ooy way. s
Easy To Instany 8
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The 97 Pound
Weakling

==Who became “The World’s
/! Most Perfectly Developed Man”

o | “PI’ll prove that YOU too
=8 can be a NEW MAN!"

P — (Yt

I ENOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of

body that people pity! Of coursze, you wouldn't know
it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny weak-
ling who weighed only 97 1bs! I was ashamed to strip for
sparts or undreas for a ewim. I was such a poor specimen
of physical development that I was constantly seli-con-
scious and embarrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE,

Then I dizcovered “Dynamic Tension” It gave me a
body that won for me the title "“Waorld's Most Perfectly
Developed Man.™ .

When I sav I can make yoo over into a man of giant
power and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've
seen my new system, “Dynpamic Tension,” transform hun-
dreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions.

Only 15 Minutes'a Day

Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine, powerful
chest—biceps like steel—arms and legs ripping with
muscular  strength—a  stomach ridged writh  bhands of
sinewy muoscle—and & boild you can bhe provd of? Then  cHARLES ATLAS
just give me the opportunity to prove that “"Dymamic  Helder of #itie,

* g The Waorld's MMost
B e Ferteciy St
Mo "ifs," "ands™ or "maybes.™ Just tell me where vou oped Man."

want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and
flabby? ©Or skinny and gawky? Are yvon short-winded,
pepless? Do vou hold back and let others walk off with
the prettiest girls, best joba, ete.? Then write for details

e Rk _F & & N B B B B |

about "Dymamic Tenzion” and learn how I can make you # CHARLES ATLAS,
a healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAMN. ," Dept. 770,

"Dynamie Tension™ iz an entirely NATURAL method. r H::j ::;1'?‘,"5""*'
Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is en to ¥ =

I want the proof that ronr sysbem
of  “Dynemie  Tension™  wil] help
make a Neow Moo of me— plve min a

' 4 show amazing results—and it's actually fun! “Dynamic
henlthy, hosky body nnd blg mosem-

Tension™ does the work.
Inr  development. Aend  me  your

se“d fﬂr FEEE Euu“ froo  book, “Everlosting Heslth and

[ Mail the coupon right now for full details and I'll gend &  Strength”
! o my illustrated book, “Everlasting Health and F
E:quﬂ-.." Tells all about my “"Dy-
ramic Tension” method. Shows ac- e
tnal photos of men I've made into
Atlas Champions. It's a wvaluable | i
book! .A.nd;itis F‘.!E-EE]EH!:E:E& for | . 7 Addresa...........
your copy today., Mai coupon g
to  me rsonally. EH#.FL?E g T
ATLAS, Dept. 77D, 115 East 23rd ; e b 1 e g e e R T e
St., New York, N. Y. R ¥

L3 2 B B 4 B § 5 _ 0B B__N QR _ B Q| ---—1---‘



LAST jets, Futuremen!

Get ready for acceleration.
Saturn is about to rocket off on his Milky Way. Hop aboard, all you

Your old Sergeant

space-rangers, and you'll be seeing the nine wonders of the nine planets from

Mercury to Pluto!

The mail-compartment’s loaded tighter'n the Time Capsule this voyage, with

spacegrams and ether flashes from you rocketeers.

I'l1l be putting them

through the wvisigraph just &8s soon as our battered space-crates reaches vel-

ocity.

Mext izssye of CAPTATN FUTURE offers
a fantasy masterpiece that's as rare as a
binary eclipse. It's a thrilling scientifiction
classic that will make all you rocket rookics
git up in your space-hammocks and make
vou farget vour orbit.

HALL OF FAME CLASSIC

Pilots, the yarn I'm talkin % about is Lan-
refce W a8 nnforgattable masterpiecs,
THE MAM HO AWOEE., You'll want
to adventure into tomorrow with the hero
of Laurence Man s yarn. THE MAN
WHO AWOKE is the HALL OF FAME
aelection beginning in the next issue of CAP-
TAIN FU RE.

A great famta?r by one of scientifiction’s
masters! Look forward to it,

JOIN THE FUTUREMEN ]
Spinning Satorn, but that's a growing or-
gan?:&ﬁnu vou gpace bickaroos are helping
the old Sarge band together! Scores of pee-
lots the country owver are joining The Fu-
taremen, " ; 5

You can't come aboard ship unless you're
a2 member of cour band of star-rovers, The
Fotoremen. ¥our membership card is your

azsport. We told i11:-1'.1 how to join up last
journey. But just cage, here's the dope
Once Inare,

Just tear off the name-strip and date line
of the cowver of this issue, fill out the applica-
tion blank on page 128, and shoot these 1items
on in with a astamped and seli-addressed en-
veloape.  Onr Futuremen's secretary will do
the rest for you—and wvou'll be receiving
a FREE silver membership card, soitable for
display in your wallet, next stellar express.
Send vour applications to: THE FUTURE-
MENMN, CAPTAIN FUTURE MAGAZINE,
10 E. 40th St., N. ¥. C,, N. ¥.

SIMON'S NOT SO SIMPLE

Bimon Wright's been done right by, &t
Iast! He talkg——and walks! And withouat
a body, tool -

Don’t ask me how the Brain moves, space-
rats. I won't tell you. But Edmond Hamil-
ton can. And yow'll find out how just as
soon as you begin reading the feature novel

In the meanwhile, adjust your radiophones for sound and let the old
space-dog make a few announcements.

—=

in thia izsne, STAR TRAIL TO GLORY.

Well, the rockets are roaring now, and
reception on sound iz perfect.  Here's the
first spacegram from the mail-sack. Cuot in
your radiophones, lads, while I adjust the
wigigraph.

AUTHOR! AUTHOR!
E',r R. L. Harrizsen

I have nover taken the timae to write Lo
¥ou befors becausa the published leottera of
YOoUur readers aeomed to aXpifatas my opinionn
onn Way or the other. But the excellanos of
this Winter's iszue ponded wWa oat of My
lethergy, and prompted me to drop you f
noto.

have peorusad ever jrpus of CAPTAIN
FUTURE minca it firat Eﬁ.me. ot on the mar-
lal., - But hulnf; an nuthor mysellf, I glanoe
at pulp magazines in o perfonctory mARDOE °
aclely to derive ldeas or to discovor sSome
Htrul‘ﬂil.:f young auvthor who iz likely to bo
suocesaful. More or less shameafaoedly, T admit
that that was my prime purpeas whem 1
gerulinized your first lesue. But I bhocame =0
engresaad in the story, and in the wivid im-
ngination of thea author that I simply conldn™t
put dowmn tha book until I had finished the
lnst pogae.

Ax iz the coae with moat storilea of Chis
Lyvpia, Lthe subssgquent lotn mand narretlves
wars almost identical Lt u?un closinr the
baclk cover of the Wintar, 1941, issges, T real-
izod thot Bdmand Hanrilton had wreitten some-
thing truly masterfal in thae roalm of sSclanos
floticn. & has transmerificd hin atyils with=
out diminlshing hiz imaginative ability and
marvaloug sands of pequanos,

Whathar it was lhe altimate influesnce of
his waricous readera, oF whather B was his
own Indtiative, I am ot f loss to lkkmwow: bat
parmit me to offer -m congrotulntions for
allowing CAPTAIN I"U'EU'ELE to meet BEomeons
who g almost the compatant sgual of Foturs
himEaell; namely—TI1 Quarn. By intarjecting
aollthila Bita of description here and thares,
Hamilton hns alse miade the existence of
Future and his welrd comrades just o little
more plauaible,

The atory of thes “"Saven Bpaga Btonas™ ia
hy far the esat thot hos yot appemnrecd If
Hamilton continues to improve his swwerle in
such a filne manner, CAPTATN FUTOERER will
undoubtedly become the mocal pular Bdiamea
fletion publication on the market.

In coenclusion, may I axtend slncerest falioi-
tatlons to Edmond Homilton, ond heartiest
good wishes for the continued sucoees of your
mng:]_z.l{l.e-.—_ﬂ'il'aﬁ Ridgse Boulavard, ¥, T.

Bcintillating Are-opals of Mercury, but we
thought “The Seven Space-Stones™ a gem

{Continuad on page 10}
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PERH.FLPS o think that {aking music las-
gons is like talking a dose of medicine. Tt
ien’t any lomgerl

Az far az you're concerned, the old daﬁa of
long practice hours with their scales and hard-
work exercices and expensive personal teacher
feeg are over and Jone with.,

For, through a method that TEMOVEs the bore-
dorn and extravaganee from music Immns, o
can now learn to play your favorite instrument
E‘:I:I.tlﬂ:l!:l' at home—without a private teacher—
in an amazingly short time—at a fraction of
the nsual coat.
Juast imagitie . . . & Wethod that hos made the reading anad
:|:l-'| ng of music so downright slmple that yeu don't kave
ome note from another to begln. Dae you sonder

I.'I:l.ll.‘. thiz remorknble way of [eorning muale has dlready
for by over ':I'I:ID..I]-!'.'ID people In &ll parts of the

been vouchked
world T
EASY AS CAN BE!
The lessons ecme i Fou mall from the fameos 17,
Eehanl of Muaie. TJM'; conalst of complete printed Inntm¢-

:‘EELJ‘ e “ :i" the munis you . It's metanlly
n mpls way, One wesk oo are learning &
dreamy wiliz—the next you are mastecing p stirring march.
Aa thir lmeong continae they prove easler end ensier. For in-
atead of jost #ales you are abways leommilng to play aafaal
nates the elassis favorites ond the lotest syneopation that
foreerly you cnly [stenad to.

And you're fever In hot woter, First. you are told bow a
Lhing iz don®. Then a pletare shows you how, 'rhmh'.uu;!‘i
it yoursel! and hear §t. Mo private I:-u.t'l:l.-r:r -u;m.'l-u:l ErLES

«elearer or easier.

NEW FRIENDS—BETTER TI H ES

Scem, when your friends eay “pleaps :m.;r something,™ you

AT FUrpriss and entertain thl.-m i melodlies om

iﬁ"t' favarite instrument. You'll find ]?D'I:l!'.lﬂ in the spot=
t—popular everywhere,

those who think
LEARNING MUSIC

If you're tieed of fust lseking-on at partics—if ponve heen™
eovicas of cihcees entertalning your felcmis and family-=I1T
lemrning musles hns alwayve bheen ane of Csass Nover-to-sanie=
troe dremmms, let the tlmme-proven and teated home=stodys
methad of the U, & Schael of Muale come to Four rescne.

Don't be afrald ta begln yoor besseons at onec. Ower TO0, 600
people have atndied musie this modern way—and Tound 18
easy ma ABC. Forpct that obld-faskloned [dea that swou
need specinl “talent.”” And bear In mind o matbter whish
i ent ven eheose, the eest [n cseh ease will average
the aame—just & Tow conls a day. Mo awatler whelher you
RFE A WoPe bepinher af alrendy a good porfarmer won will-
B interesled in learhing aboist this newly Deslected melbod.

'l'-'f':r.r wariderfil illmstrated Free Book and otir Free Print and
Pletors Bample explain all about this remackable midhed,
They abiow just how anyone can’ learn b play Bia ‘ll-'l'ﬂl“t
Inatrument by mote in o short time and for just &
af whkat old slowr methods cost.
Read the Ust of instruments below. declde which one you
woamnt to learn to play, Act BOW. Olp and mail this conmpon
todny. nn-:t the '.'u-:!n:u.l':tnr Free Pock and Fres Print
and Fict I.l-nE H be sent to you ot once, In=
u'-l:rmnmtl "i'-'l:l needed, cash or oredit. T S
2 28dd PBronswick Bldg.,, New York City.

FHEE PRINT and PICTURE SAMPLE

e — e S S — . R — ey P [ S—

U, B. SCHOOL 8F MUOSBIC, 2044 Brunewick Bidp., Mew Yok City
I am Inletaried in mails stidy, parllcalasly |8 5 lesbrusent indi-

cated helow. ma Foisr fren (Tustraicd bosklei. ""Hox i
Laarn Moils st Hosss,'® and your lustealed Pring and Plogore Semmlo.
Plans Cella Trambona  Ukwinle fhigan

Yiellm- Hawsllam Cornet Fl=ta Modern Elamastory
Euliar Giolter ruim pet Flccala H & i

Aseardion  Beajs H &ro Drams amd  Veles cu
Haxaphems Mandolin  Clarinet Trape
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{Contireed from poge 8)

of a story ourselves, Yon'll have to comb
the nine planets with an X J-ray scanner be-
fore you can find a yarn t can top that
one,

a0 you thought T Quorn a villain worthy
cnuugh to teat Captain Future's mettle and
Grags metal? Your old sarge thought so
too, and you'll be meeting up again with that
rl‘:ﬂex&ﬂ: of the spacewarys m Ed Hamilion's
next novel, “The Magician of Mars.” hen
it comes to interplanetary tricks, Quorn can
pull ‘em faster than Iight!

aupernovaes, bot here’s a rocket rookie
who wants us to-intreduce Dodecehedronal
Dice. Seunds like a rattling good game. Cut
in on Pillot's Cooper’'s orbit, turemen.

NEW GAME
By Bob Cooper

I bhowve just finlehed reading thae intar
leaus af El"'ﬂ'ur HWR]L Iﬂ&ﬂ'ﬂ.!! I:LL- I'I: lm fhrﬁ'l ond
copy¥ of it I-have r ral: wun Eiven
T Feve By oo friemd |:| g' '.rq ﬂt-. WELT-
Fou put ewkt. Cail 1ing ptmbm UL{L% WL
thf‘ Tfeaturad alor An poon mas I hed finiatied
it j.t \rcgt I;; hn-tlg'l:tt your lagost one.

a deci

T-l'l'l“ bast aclentifictleon mMoagn=
Elne I have sV¥er rond.

About a futuristic Fame, how does THodaeca-

hadronpl Dice sound? That means twolves
mided dicao,

About Joan d Curt, I"juk at some-
thing should ba don 1:::- re of A
rofmancs betwoon t . It would tnKe i log
of stiffness out of your LAP'J.";"LIH FIrTU RE
atories. I don't approve aof them Setting mar=
rlad bDecailan 1-|"|.&|. "H-"iil'l.llil apail  the fuature
storion. But thasy nn.g Eand-Ty ha
should do m-:rrf t u.n ahnke cr hond. Ha

should take her into his arms and Kiss her
Larderly, {(Tha da loveae aach othard The
troubla, T Lmh% ia that Hamilton has no
romanca ln hia goul,

Encloaad 18 the noame strip of the mopnzing
with a. ptamped eself-sddresssd envelo E- I
am jolning yeur CATTAIN FUOTLURE
Alen 260 for tha Eﬁl aciant tl.trll 'LIﬂL'l-H'lutH.
—T730 K. 90tk &gt., wrolpnd, CEylo.

Twelve-sided dice? Soonds like 2 natural.
Imps of Jupiter’s eleven moons, but wouldn't
that be a game for Buobas TTaom’s Eamhl]n’g
palace on the Pleasure Planet! nt dut}t
let me t thege derzen-surfaced iveories in
my hand. It's two weeks until paj.'da?r, At
this old space-dog dropped his bankroll play-
ing radinum-roulette with a couple of greenies
from Venus. . 3

Sa Ed Hamilton has ne romance in his

goul? I don't apree with you. And if you'll

read l:l-u: laﬂt pa.ra raph of this issue’a depart-
ment, T?JREMEN vou  may
changc "_l.m-ur m:l.'nd Anvway, we'll be Gght-
ing for you in the clinches.

And here’s a rocket blast from Space-
Veteran Charles Hidley, whose pet pets are
Eek and Oog.

With this tha Winter ond Firat AsnmDiver=
Aaary lesus of ., I was rallevedly gratified
to note thoat mt lehEg last Hamdlton bhas de—

arted —uat leagl Tor tha ponce — ream thao
ormiulated plot that the frst four isgucs of
the magrzing woere amburdene with, nnd
which mado #ao rman af the initial readers
drop tho pnhllcur_i-.'l roam thelr ligiE and only
frt it aa & rathoer [Fealiish curicsicy of tlf—
coving, I fear, o groat mojopity of children
in the ranksa of Letter=writers.

I falt like Foxy Grimdpa or Unole Don when
I noted my letter ambnEsat the hevy of tote—
who, nevertheless, are vital and active with
thed PLinuea.
u'chru;fn bui in this wey? Good luck. kKide.

Hoargeant Saturn offere o cheery chit-chot

{(Continoed on page I2)

And how clac did the reat of -
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(Continued from page 100
with the readers and brightena up observetion

with two-way dorredpondence. Heware o
making [t simperin hougkh, Latta hops ha
s hers to stay—with reservations,

AR halore, was potunlly encournged with
“Tha Baven Space Stones’ and the title of the
next novel almost fooled me into belleyiog
that yet anothar good novel was on Lhe Way
—but no, o “sciantific criminal genloa™ must
glef in with “dominption of spanch-lanea™ deoms
I his noodle, sauch newa leaving nought but
fﬁﬂ-li! foF Fuliire.

o rofarancep Lo recedin gltoriea only
ndded to tha color and intercst of the story.
Ferhaps becouse o circus locnle hos always
Bean a favorite this story cllcked with me, Bl
I think the logical occurrences and vivid ocs
tlon and  fewer unbalisevable triclka warse
mostly to bloma for -.':[;und vorn. The Wesso
illustrations wers I guess, the best onex
Lain the marsh- er cange—all pica ahould
Ba Tfull-paged and [rame ks thia and the
Anrial book-jackat—eand tha destruciion of
Leester; Quorn's costuma in the Ilatter woas o
ditly

1 think, too, that Ed put mors hemor in
this one than in the previgus four. At lost
cormad Dog—and with hisa weird possion for
the poor desplsed BEele® only adding to da-
liphtfual confupion. The hermit, Otho's hoast=
firl anccomplishments, Gra.Fl- a'lmpha- discoms=
fort. and even Simon's ore-hidden telenta
of ]Hugh atting, all. ware interestin Al
ha By, o robot'a birthday was santimen-
tollty mt Itll beoat; but how can &b (FGR-TMED
“laok' astounded?  Even the miraculous Grog
would And this difficule, T"in sere,  The cover,
this times really the bheat thet Bergey haa
dong, was anctanlly superbh and again dermon-
atrntes  the ortiat’'s talents with humens.-—
I~.‘-r'w '.‘-!'c-rk Y.

Thanks for the flora, Pilot Hidley. How
did Iron-man Grag look “astounded?” Ham-
ilton did it with magnets, I guess. Anyway,
what can you expect from a fugitive from a
chain-beltt

Twirl my eguinox, but here’s Buckaroo
Grainger with jets a-roaring and cyclotrons
throbbing. Easy there, George, or I'll stick
vou into that cage full of marsh tigers, You
can't zettle an m«é‘n ument by poking a space=
waddie on the nozolal

SOCKO!
By George Grainger, Jr.

I would like to punch Stoanley FEovRah™S mnose6a.
What Kind of a arab or erank is he, anywoy?
Wall, T supposs you jusat oan't r.l:l.l:luf;l-" HOTTLE
peosple even aome of the time. IERORS avary—
thelmpgr he maid, 'E!cn.:u: and In the futura don't
VR 'I:.l-l:!th.er with printing such trash.

Eae It From me, Vel magasins is one of
the beat &#-T maga T have aver refd, and that'a
euving o lot na I hove reand 90 per cent af
them eover sinece 18332 I think the Brain
ahowuld have aome ruadimentary kind of loocos
melion, at least, ao he wouldn't be auch o
Bathar to carry arcund, and ba abla to gel
out of tlpht spots without hoving to rely ac
much on hisa companions' hel The iden thaot
he would makes Grasg suaper noue = all wet.

I have no aamplaints to makKae abaout Gras
nnd  (tho,  Eek ond Oocp, orF the othars,
Primmed cdpes would help., Also, you showld

miblish the Book more frequently. The time
elwesn jssues s much too long. As for
thess suggastions about tima=-travallng yarng
ol have boon recelvineg .. . wall, T don't
knowr,

It seemsa to me that Captain Future lives
in & pearicd wheare avarything ia auliclently
advanced net to naed any further prograss,
and theres hepve bosn B0 mMANY, mMany atorics
about the prehistoric 1“'“‘“ that they are Lire-
mome Lo ine, paracnall Of couras lllh’.l ia
only ofa man's viewpaint.

hwv mat hRrve an (den about = roclket roce
arcund the Salnr Syetermn, with playbove,
aoldiers of fortune, croolia, ete,, nll &htﬂﬂ!d in
it? 1 believe THRILLING WONDER STORIES
publizhed a atory on this order o lttle over o
veaar ago. OF was it a race around the mooo?

(Continued on page 125)
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eS e can't Tet them escape with the Comet," Curt Mewton cried.

CHAFTEE 1
Suicide Staiton

HE tall, bronzed young Earth-
man proudly touched the silver
comet-emblem on the breast of
his gray space jacket: It was the em-
blem of the Rocketeer, the highest

tgtop themltt (Chap Wi)
Follow the Futuremmen Along a Multi-Million Miles of Stcllar
Epenilwa}r as They Streak Aroumd the ijr'st-lzm
in Their Grealest Race for Justice?

rating any space pilot could attain.

Jan Walker’s four young compan-
ions—a Martian, a Venusian and two
Mercurians—all wore the emblem.
They had just passed their final exam-
inations, and they were looking as
eagerly as Walker thromgh the win-
dows of the speeding rocket-flier. BEe-
neath was the forbidding, savage Cold
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Side of Mercury, an eternally dark
landscape that never saw the Sun.
Tumbled black mountains and frozen
black plains seamed by wvast cracks
stretched in the bitter darkness under
the stars.

“Arent we almost there?”
Walker asked the lanky pilot.

*¥ou wouldn’'t be 5o anxious to get
to Buicide Station if vou knew the
trouble waiting for wyou there,” the
Saturnian grunted.

“We know a good many Rocketeers
are killed in this test pilot work,”
Walker admitted earnestly. “But
we're not afraid.”

“I'm mnot talking about the test
piloting,” declared the pilot. *That’s
tough enough, but that's just the ordi-
nary risk for a Rocketeer. I'm talk-
ing about the way ships have been
vanishing here.”

“Ships wvanishing?”™ repeated Ilo,
Walker's Venusian comrade., “What
do you mean?”

“* Just what I said. Fellows here at
Suicide Station take a new ship out
for its speed and endurance tests.
suddenly they just find themselves
floating in space, with their ship gone.
It's happened scores of times lately.”

“Scores of new ships disappear-
ing?” Jan Walker blurted puzzledly.

Jan

“Why, there's been nothing in the
tele-news about it!"”
“Maturally,” grunted the older

Rocketeer. “They don't want to alarm
the System. But it's happening, just
the same.”

Whalker and his comrades looked at
each other a little blankly. Anxious to
past the grueling tests that would
make them or break them as Rocke-
teers, they felt their eagerness chilled
by the cold shadow of mystery.

The Saturnian eased his controls
and nodded downward.

“There it is,"” he muttered.

Suicide Station, notorious as the de-
stroyer of men and ships! Located on
the darlk Cold Side of little Mercury,
this was the place where space ships
turned out by the big factories in the
Twilight Zone of Mercury were given
exhaustive tests before being pro-
nounced safe. Only the finest pilots
could perform the hazardous duty of
testing new ships. Jan Walker and

FUTURE

his comrades knew that, and looked
tensely down at the place where they
had to make good.

N the frozen black plain stretched

a big spaceport, rimmed by kryp-
ton lamps. Dozens of shining new
Rissmans, Tarks and Kalbers were
parked on ites north end, and near
them rose the metalloy barracks and
office buildings. Jan Walker felt the
bitter chill of the thin air as he and
his comrades emerged from the flier
and trooped toward the offices. A lit-
tle knot of weteran ERocketeers was
gathered there in the open.

“I'm Ka Kardak, chief Rocketeer
here,” rumbled a squat, brawny Jo-
vian. “So you're the new pilots!
What does the Bureau mean by giving
Rocketeer rating to a lot of kids like
you? Looks like anyone can get a
comet on his chest now, just by asking
for it.”

“We passed all the Government ex-
aminations to win our ratings, sir,”
Jan Walker ventured.

“¥ou passed the exams, did you?”
Ka Kardak growled. *“Well, isn't that
nice? ¥You did a few loops and space-
spins and they pinned a comet on you.

o now you think you're real Rocke-
teers. You'll ind out different. A
Rocketeer has to be all steel and nerve
and brain. Ewven then, he can blank
out easy 85 not.*

A chuckle ran through the veteran
Rocketeers - watching. Ka Kardak
pointed at Ilo, the woung Venusian
beside Walker.

*¥ou, there., See that Rissman
Twelve down on the tarmac?"

*“Y¥es, sir,” answered Iloc puzzledly.

“Take it out and blast around Mer-
cury at full acceleration. Then make
a straight speed-landing here when
you get back."

It was one of the standard tests,
Whalker knew, designed to test the
ability of a ship to make g fast emer-
gency landing, z

“Do wou mean right now, sir?”
asked Ilo,
“0Of course, right now!™ barked

Ka Kardak. “Do you expect to loaf
around- here a week before you start
working? Hop to it!”

The Venusian youth dropped his

!
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bag and hurried down the line of
parked ships toward the Rissman
Twelve. The small cruizser had the
curious elongated lines characteristic
of all Rissmans, its twelve tail rocket-
tubes projecting in a bunched cluster.
Walker watched his Venusian friend
climb into the torpedo-like craft and
shut the door. He guessed that Ka

bow-tubes of
spurted Hame.
dive.

Abruptly the whole bow of the de-
scending Rissman scemed to cawve in.
The ship gyrated dizzily, then broke
into flame as its cyclotrons exploded.
It fell in a blazing mass beyond the
spaceport.

the plunging ship
The ship slowed its

- CAPTAIN FUTURE

Kardak’'s idea was to plunge them
right into danger without giving them
a chance to get scared.

The Rissman Twelve shook to the
hum of its cyclotrons. Then its
bunched tail-tubes spouted Hame, its
keel-jets blasted. It zoomed steeply
and was gone over the western moun-
tains.

“Good fast start,” growled Ka Kar-
dak grudgingly. "“"He ought to be
back around gquick encough.™

Walker felt his heart thudding. He
waited, silent as the others in the
freezing dark, staring eastward. At
last the high-pitched scream of
rockets split the thin Mercurian air.
Owver the eastern ridges came the Riss-
man. It dived sharply toward the
spaceport. Jan Walker held his
breath, then gasped in relief as the

“Crash-cars!” Kardak

over the roar.

ATEKEER heard sirens screcch-

ing, saw two crash-cars rocket
down across the spaceport toward the
blazing wreck.

“It's no use, he's gone,” someone
muttered.

There was a sick silence as veterans
and new Rocketeers stared at the
flaming funeral pyre in the distance.
Ka Kardak's deep wvoice broke the
silence.

“Defective girders behind the bow-
tube thrust-struts. She couldn't take
deceleration and folded up.”

“Ilo killed—just to test that ship!"
whispered a Mercurian cadet.

“Sure he was!” snarled Ka Kardalk.
“Better for him to be killed than have

yelled Ka
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a whole shipful of people die later,
isn't it? That's what we Rocketeers are
for, to make space ships safe for other
people, Talke that Kalber Twenty off
and give it the same test. Pump up
speed around the planet and come in
tor a speed-landing.” ;

The Mercurian’s swarthy face
went gray. He swallowed, took a few
steps %urward, then stopped. His face
was ghastly with fear.

“I—I can’'t do it right now!” he
gasped. *“Seeing Ilo crash like that—
I'll have to have a little time to get
hold of myself—™

Ka Kardak grabbed the young Mer-
curian’s shoulder and with a big green
hand tore the sgilver comet-emblem
from the space jacket.

“¥ou're out,” he stated.
back to Solar City."

The Mercurian stared. “You mean
I'm washed up as a Rocketeer? But
if you would just give me a little
time—"

“*Time is what we don't have in this
game,” rumbled Ka Kardak. “You can
still be a space pilot, but you haven't
got Rocketeer stuff.”

He whirled on Jan Walker. “You,
Earthman! Take that Kalber Twenty
up and bring it back in a speced-land-
i“g.n

Walker felt his bones turn to water.
The blazing funeral pyre of Ilo’s ship
was still bright against the black sky.
But he forced himself to move toward
the parked craft. It was better to die
right here than lose the coveted
Rocketeer emblem! He felt stiff and
clumsy as he entered the stubby
Kalber and shut its door. Numbly he
put on a space-suit, as all test pilots
must.

He climbed into the pilot chair,
shut the switch that started the
cyclotrons throbbing. Atomic power
blasted back from the tail-tubes as he
pulled out the throttles. The space-
port lights of Suicide Station dropped
rapidly back from sight. Walker
opened the throttles wider. The Kal-
ber, new and untried, bucked and
lurched crankily, but it plunged on
with increased wvelocity.

Whalker saw the Cold Side Hashing
past below. Frozen black plaing, fis-
sures and jagged hills unrolled at

“Report

frightful speed. He was racing west-
ward around Mercury at a speed
mounting every minute, The EKalber
cometed out of the eternal darkness
of the Cold Side into the dusk of the
Twilight Zone, the narrow band of
habitable territory between the Hot
and Cold Sides. He glimpsed in the
south the lights of Solar City, the
capital, and the towers of the big Riss-
man and Tark space ship factories.
Then he was zooming owver the Hot
Side,

The dazzling glare of a monstrously
huge sun beat down on the eternally
scorched rocky desert. Far to the
south, he could glimpse the gray
sheen of the incredible Sea of Lead.
Around the Hot Side he Hashed, then
tore across the Twilight Zone and
again was over the Cold Side, rushing
back at terrific speed toward the
spaceport. Jan WWalker felt the
hackles bristle on his nape as the
krypton lamps of Suicide Station
came into view.

“Here goes!” he whispered thickly
inside his helmet.

PEED-LANDING a ship—diving
and using the bow-tubes for a
last minute brake instead of dropping
on the keel-jets—was always danger-
ous. In a new, untested ship it was
murderous. Walker was almost over
the spaceport. His hands gripped the
throttles tightly. He estimated dis-
tances, then sent the Kalber diving
gtraight down. The tarmac of the
spaceport rushed up toward him. He
could not even hear the terrific shrielk
of split air outside, for the ship was
traveling faster than the speed of
sound.
“Ah-h-h-h!" he welled inside his
suit, to tighten his ribs and diaphragm
and prevent them from being crushed

_ by inertia.

He cut the tail-tubes and opened
the bow-jets. The impact of decel-
eration flung him forward in his
harness, with a tortured scream from
the recoil springs. He felt the blood
roar in his ears and his vision blurred.
But the KXKalber checked its dive
abruptly. It poised, its tail dropping.
Walker's shaking hand slammed con
the kecel-jets and the ship dropped on
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an even keel to the tarmac just below.

He cut the cyclotrons, got out of
his suit and stumbled from the ship.
His ears were still roaring as he faced
Ea Kardal.

“Test completed, sir,"” he reported
thickly.

“Well, do you expect a medal for
making a simple test-landing?” roared
the Jowian, but there was a friendly
gleam in his eyes.

Walker's comrades all made high-
-speed landing tests on new ships.
MNot till they had finished did Ka
Kardak give them a rest.

“That's enough for today,” he
rumbled. “Incidentally we observe

artificial day and night here, since the.

Sun never touches us. Walker, yvou
and ¥Yalu will take that Kalber out
for its speed-tests tomorrow.”

They trocped into the big barracks.
Shalken as he was by the death of Ilo,
Walker felt excited pride when he
sat down to supper with these veteran
FRocketcers. But he was more inter-
ested in their stories than in his food.
They told of desperate test flights,
of dire emergencies in the void, of
space-racing and its thrillse and perils.

“1 say that a Rissman will win the

Round-the-5ystem Race again this

vear,” declared Losor, a gray Nep-
tunian Rocketeer. ,

“I"'m not so sure,” drawled old ¥alu,
the Martian pilot who had been as-
signed to work with Walker the next
day. “They say the new Tark stock
model’s faster than anything except
Captain Future's Comet.”

“Ho, wait till the race satarts!”
scoffed the Neptunian. “I hope I have
the Rissman and you the Tark. You'll
eat my flame all the way."

Twice Jan Walker heard ships
landing with roaring tubes on the
spaceport outside. They were return-
ing from long-distance specd and en-
durance test flights. Their Rocketeer
pilots came stalking in to take their
seats at the tables, calling loud grect-
mgs to the others. But two chairs at
the table remained unflled. Walker
saw big Ka Kardak looking worriedly
at them.

*Where are Uzbo and Smith?" mut-
tered the Jovian. “They should have
been back with that Cruh-Cholo ship
long ago.”

“Same thing must have happened
to Uzbo and Smith as to lots of the
rest of wus,” drawled old Yalu, the
Martian. “Another ship vanished.”

“That makes nine ships in the last



20 CAPTAIN FUTURLE

three days,” grumbled Losor.

Jan Walker felt the sinister mys-
tery of the missing ships hanging like
a black pall over all these hard-bitten
Rocketeers. The younger pilots swal-
lowed hard and pushed their plates
away.

CHAPTER 11
Mystery in Space

WALEKER tossed
uneasily in his bar-
racks bunk that
“night"”, - dreaming
of impossible
speed-landings, of
Ilo®s tragic death,
and of space ships
that vanished
strangely. He
awoke with a start.
The bell that sig-
naled “morning” was ringing. He
emerged after breakfast to fiind other
* Rocketeers already trooping out to-
ward the ships. The daily grind of
testing was about to begin. i

Suicide Station was maintained by
the big space ship manufacturers for
this purpose. All the big factories
were located here on Mercury, and the
manufacturers combined to pay the ex-
pense of this lonely station where
their new ships could be tested.

Walker found Yalu warming up the
Kalber Twenty. The old Martian

- Rocketeer already had his space-suit
on, .

“Did those two missing pilots get

back with their ship?” Walker asked.

Yalu shook hiz head, his wrinkled .

face gloomy.
“Kardak had a televizor call from
. them after you turned in. Their ship
was stolen, like all the rest. They don’t
know how it was done. They woke up
floating in space, after suddenly going
unconscious. A Venus-Mercury
freighter picked them up. It's getting
on my nerves. The Planet Police has
one of their ace men here investigat-
ing. He can’t find out who's doing it,
or how.”

Whalker got into his space-suit while
Yalu screwed shut the Kalber's door.
At the Martian’s signal, he took the
pilot chair.

“All right, Earthling, take her off,”
the old REocketeer ordered. “We'll tun
out past the orbit of Venus, cut out of
the ship-lane into clear space, and then
let her out for the speed trials.™

The Kalber's cyclotrons throbbed
cheerfully as they blasted off from
Suicide Station. They soon left Mer-
cury a dwindling brown ball behind
them, and zoomed outward toward the
orbit of Venus. Earth was a bright
green star with the Moon a smaller
silver companion star. Beyond lay the
great deeps of the outer System. They
throbbed on through space until they
were past the orbit of Venus. Then
Walker wveered out of the standard
ship-lane,

“All right, Earthman, let her out for
all she’s worth,” drawled the old Mar-
tian Eocketeer.

Walker's hands gripped the throt-
tles, but he never opened them. There
was a sudden wild blurring of every-
thing around him, a sensation as
though he were being Aung at awful
specd through a howling wvorte=x,

His senses slowly cleared. He still
wore his space-suit, but he was not in
the Kalber. He was Hoating in empty
space, and there was no ship in sight.
Stupefied, he stared around and
glimpsed another man floating nearby.
WE]EEI‘ snatched the portable impeller
from his belt and drove himself toward
old Yalu. The Martian's face was as
bewildered as his own.

“Oiur sht one!"” cholked the wet-
eran, clinging to Walker's arm. “They
got it, whoever they are, like they got
the others.”

“But how?"” cried Walker., "“"We saw
nobody! There was just a crazy blur-
ring of everything and then—this!"’

“It's some blasted mystery weapon
they use,” the old Martian groaned.
“It's like ghosts had taken the ship
fromus! We're not far from the ship-
lane, so0 we may be picked up. But how
are we going to report another new
ship stolen? And how the orange imps
of Phoebe are they doing it? ho is
doing it? Why?"

For many hours the two men drifted
together in space. Jan Walker's
thoughts were bitter. In his first day
as a Rocketeer, he had lost the valu-
able ship he was supposed to test.
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He felt zo dizscouraged that he almost
dreaded being picked up and returned
to Mercury.

Suddenly old ¥alu gripped his arm
and pointed sunward.

“There's a ship! WWe'll use our im-
pellers to flash a signal.”

Frantically they blasted bright flame
from their impellers, to catch the at-

tention of the black speck they could -

see against the Sun. The speck grew
larger. The ship had turned and was
coming straight toward them. It was
a new Garson Sixteen.

When it paused beside them, and
they were pulled inside, they found
that the craft was piloted by Losor, the
tall Neptunian Rocketeer.

“Figured you'd be somewhere in
this sector,” he declared. “Ka Kardak
sent me out to look for you when you
didn't return. Where's your ship?”

Jan Walker shrugged gloomily. “It
was hijacked from us.”
~ “"Same way as all the other hijack-
ings, Losor,” said Yalu, “Everything
suddenly blurred, Then we found our-
selves floating in space.”

“This mystery is getting too much
for me!” Losor swore. “Three ships
gone in two days! No wonder Ka
Kardak is burning."

Ka Kardak in fact seemed boiling
with suppressed emotion when he
came striding out to meet them as
they landed at Suicide Station.

“Of all the space-struck idiots!™ he
roared. “Letting your ship be taken
like that—you two must have fallen
asleep!™

“No, we didn’'t,” defended Yalu
earnestly. “Some queer force hit us.”

“Bah, I ought to wash you both up
for this! Three of the space ship
magnates are here right now, riding
me about these vanished ships. And
old Gurney, the Planet Patrol ace, is
here with them. Come along, you two
imbeciles!"'

With sinking heart, Jan Walker
followed the Jovian and Yalu into the
station offices. A middle-aged Uran-
ian, fat, yellow-skinned and beady-
ew.d, came forward to meet them. It
was Ak Kalber, head of the big Kalber
Space S8hip Company.

*“That new Twenty of wyours is
gone,” rumbled Ka Kardak. **Taken

off these two men of mine, the same
as all the others.”

*This is too much!" hissed Ak Kal-
ber. “Nineteen of my ships have been
logt this way, new ships worth hun-
dreds of thousands of dollars each.
Something’s got to be done about this,
and done quickly!™

Lan Tark, the tall, solemn-eyed red
Martian tycoon of the famous Tark
factories, nodded emphatic agreement.

“Kalber's right. We need action.
We can’t stand this heavy loss of
brand-new ships.”

The third space ship magnate was
Gray Garson, an Earthman with deep
lines of worry in his homely, rugged
face.

“I've lost only six new ships, but
that's a tremendous loss for a small
company like mine,” he said ruefully.

Ak Kalber turned toward the fourth
man in the office, a grizzled old Earth-
tman in the dark uniform of the Planet
Police. He was chewing rial leaf, his
faded blue eyes watching everything.

“Marshal Gurney, something must
be done to stop these thefts before
we're bankrupted!” the Uranian de-
clared.

AN WALKER felt his pulse jump

as he looked at the bleak-eved old

Police marshal. This was the famous

Ezra Gurney, veteran of the Patrol, a

companion in arms of the legendary
Captain Future himself!

“¥ou still got no idea who's stealin’
these ships, and why, and how it's
bein" done?™ asked Ezra Gurney
thoughtfully.

“I have an idea, yves!" declared Ak
Kalber. He looked vindictively at Jan
Walker and Yalu. *1 believe these
FRocketeers are deliberately turning
over our new ships to someone, and
then coming back with this fantastic
gtory 1™

Jan Walker and ¥Yalu bristled at the
accusation. Before they could defend
themselves, Ka Kardak stepped in.

“Mo one can call my Rocketeers
crooked! They're a bunch of soft-
heads. They have to have me riding
them every minute to keep them work-
ing, but t{l:y'rn not crooks. I'll beat
the head off anyone who says they
are!"
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“Easy, there,” drawled Ezra Gurney
to the enraged Jovian. “Gettin’ mad's
not goin' to help things any. These
space ship manufacturers have a right
to be worked up, they've lost s0 many
valuable new ships. And we Planet
Police haven't been able to track down
a single one of those hijacked ships,
worse luck. If these thefts keep up,
they'll disorganize the whole space
ship manufacturing industry. And so
far we haven't been able to get even
an idea where all the stolen ships are
taken, or why and how they're bein’
stolan.”

The old marshal seemed to reach a
decision.

“I'm goin’ back to Earth and see the
aystem President about this. I'm
goin' to ask him to call in Cap’'n Fu-
ture!”

“Captain Future?"” Kalber exlaimed.
He seemed almost taken aback. “Do
you think he would investigate this
mystery?”

“He would if the President calls
him, and I think I can convince the
President,” stated Ezra. "We can’t
let the whole space ship industry be
disorganized this way without doin’
somethin®' about i1t."

Gray Garson nodded emphatic
agreement, a new light of hope on his
rugged face.

“If Captain Future could break up
these mysterious thefts, he'd save
some of us from bankruptcy!™

“Even we bigger manufacturers
can’t stand such losses long,” Lan
Tark, the solemn Martian magnate de-
clared. *Rissman and Zamor and the
others will all be encouraged to learn
that Captain Future may take a hand
in thig.”

Ezra Gurney strode toward
door.

“I'm goin’ back to Solar City and
then blast for Earth. Remember, not
a word of this to anyone except the

other manutacturers!™
: E g B

‘! THEN Ezra Gurney left Mer-
cury an hour later, he would
have been less confident of secrecy
had he been able to see into a certain
gmall room with walls of smooth

stone, a low cement ceiling and no

the

windows. A dim clangor came from
outside, but it was impossible to guess
its nature, or the location of this
secret room. Under a cluster of bright
uranite bulbs gleamed the square bulk
of a powerful televisor. In front of it
stood a weird machine that grotesque-
ly resembled a man.

The machine man stood upon
girder-lege and had jointed girder-
arms. Behind his metal ribs were com-
pact generators and motors and cogged
gears, crowded closely together. His
head was a big cubical metal box. In
one side of it were two wvisi-plates
that served as eyes. From the mouth-
like orifice came a deep, humming
voice as the machine man spake into
the televigor,

*“This iz One speaking. Calling
Forty-four at Venus Base!"

The mechanical creature who called
himself “One” stood motionless,
awaiting a reply. The televisor screen
glowed with light. Then it showed
another metal machine man, similar
to One, except that his cubical head
or brain-case was not so large.

“Forty-four speaking. What is it,
Oner™
“¥Your report, Forty-four?™ de-

manded One.

“Two space ships captured today,”
said the other machine man. “A new
Halber Twenty and a Zamor Eight.
We have them safe here at Venus
Base.”

“What
pilots?"

“We tossed them out into space and
left them floating, as usual,” replied
Forty-four. *“They have no idea of
how we did it, of course.”

“Bring those two ships on to Main
Base here at once. Use more than or-
dinary caution not to be spotted as
you approach Mercury. The Rocket-
cerse are greatly aroused, and the
Planet Police have redoubled their
efforts to catch us.”

“I understand,” replied Forty-four
simply. “I will bring them."

One snapped off the televisor. Then
his cubical metal head swiveled to-
ward the door of the room. His voice
hummed loudly.

“Bix, Fifteen!" he called.

The door opened. A clangorous

about their Rocketeer
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banging and hammering from the mys-
terious place outside invaded the room
as two machine men stalked stiffly in
and closed the door. Bix and Fifteen

were like One in every detail, except
that their cubical brain-cases also were
not so large,.

“Wour orders?” asked Six.

“It haz come to my knowledge,”

hummed One, “that the Planet Police,
having failed to check our activities,
are about to call in a certain Earthman
named Captain Future to help them.”

“I do not know of Captain Future,”
declared Six.

“¥ou would not, of course,” admit-
ted One. “But I know of him. He is
only a human, yet he can be dangerous,
for he iz 3 master of science and an
unswerving champion of the System

Government and its laws. And his
three assistants, the so-called Future-
men, make him even mere dangerous.
Captain Future's home is on Earth's
Moon. When the Systemn President
needs this man, he calls him by a cer-
tain beacon signal upon Earth's North
Pole. Undoubtedly he will soon call
Captain Future by this means, to gain

hiz assistance in stopping our activ-
ities.™

EITHERE Six nor Fifteen made

any comment, as human beings
would have done. They stood silently
awaiting orders.

“It is essential,” continued One's
cold mechanical voice, “that Captain
Future and his assistants be prevented
from interfering with our plans. It is
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your duty to prevent that. You will
head for the Moon at once in our fast-
est ship, with a crew of six. Get there
before the beacon si calls the Fu-
turemen to Earth. You will take Cap-
tain Future and his assistants by sur-
prise and overpower them by means
of our usual WEeapOor.

“Surprise is vital. Once this man is
on his guard, even our powerful
weapon might fail against him. Se-
cure them and their ship, the Comet,
but do not kill Captain Future or his
men. Their ship, the Comet, contains
many vwvaluable scientific secrets of
space ship design which only he and
the Futuremen understand. Bring
them to Venus Base first, and I-will
notify you when it is safe to come here
to Main Base. Then we shall force
Future or hiz comrades to explain all
the features of their ship to us. After
that we can kill them.”

Six and Fifteen, without question
or remark, turned and stalked out of
the room. Presently, through the sub-
dued elangor outside, came the roar of
a powerful space ship’s rocket-tubes
blasting for take-off. The awesome
mechanical igure of the master of the
machine men remained immobile, his
enormous artificial eyes inscrutable.

CHAPTEE III

The Man of Tomorrow - \i
CURTIS NEW-

TON, the young
planeteer famous
through the whole
Solar System as
Captain Future,
straightened from
the work that had
intently engrossed
him for hours. He
stood surveving
the object of his
labor. It was a peculiar square case of
trafisparent metal, resting on his lab-
oratory table,

“All finished, at last!"” Captain Fu-
ture exclaimed with relief. "Want to
try it out now, Simon?"

A rasping metallic voice answered
him, It appeared to come from the
odd square case before him.

)

L space.

“Give me a minute to familiarize
myself with the controls, Curtis.”

“0Oh, all right,” Curt Newton con-
ceded impatiently. “You're so all-fired
deliberate about everything. I want
to see how it works!"”

Waiting anxiously, Captain Future
made a striking fgure. The young
Earthman was six feet four in height,
and his lithe ranginess in his drab
zipper-suit made him seem even taller.
As he stood running one hand through
his mop of torch-red hair, his space-
tanned, handsome face and clear gray
eyes mirrored his eagerness to test the
results of his worlk.

Curt looked more like a fighting man
than a scientist. But the big ring on
his left -hand—a ring whose nine
bright “planet” jewels constantly re-
volved around a radiant “Sun’ jewel
—identified him on nine worlds as the
System’s greatest scientific wizard.
The matchless laboratory on the Moon
was silent witness to his abilities.

In the uninhabited airless satellite,
under the floor of Tycho crater, was
the maze of underground rooms of
Captain Future's home. The ceiling of
thig biggest room was a large glassite
window which gave a view of outside
In the black wvault bulked the
green, huge sphere of Earth, and the
dazzling Sun whose rays poured in to
glitter off the laboratory's crowded
scientific egquipment and unfamiliar
machines.

*“Very well, Curtis, I'm ready to test
the projector now,” came the rasping
voice from the square, transparent
case on the table. “But I still wish I
hadn’t let you talk me into this.”

“Think how convenient it will be
for you to be able to move about,
Simon,” Captain Future argued. “ERe-
member how helpful it was in that
case of the Seven Space Stones, when
you could use that phony Thinking
Machine body to get about in? And
look how much easier your scientific
researches will be, when you can
handle instruments.”

“It is true that mobility would fa-
cilitate my studies,” admitted the
metallic voice. “That is the unl]r rea-
Son 1 agreed to your prupnsﬂl

Simon anht whose rasping voice
was speaking, had been one of the
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greatest scientists in the System. Ap-
preoaching death had made it necessary
to remove his brain and house it inside
a metal case whose compact pumps
and purifiers circulated the serum
which kept the Erain alive. In the
front of the case were Simon's lens-
eyes, mounted on flexible stalks, and
his mechanical resonator-mouth.

Captain Future had just finished in-
stalling a new mechanism inside the
Brain's case. It was a projector which
could shoot magnetic beams of several
different orders out through the walls
Ellf the case itself. The control of this
little projector was connected directly
to the nerve-centers of the Brain.

“I'll try the tractor beams for mo-
tion first,"” rasped Simon.

THIN blue beam shot down from

the sguare case, and the Brain at
once rose smoothly into the air from
the table. He poised there, motionless,
Then he jetted a blue beam from the
back of his case, and at once the push
of the magnetic ray sent him gliding
through the air toward the wall of the
laboratory. Around the Ilaboratory
the Brain flew silently and smoothly,
while Curt watched.

“Simon, it's perfect!” Captain Fu-
ture exclaimed as the Brain came to a
halt in mid-air beside him. “You can
move in air or space at will now."

“It’s’ true that this expands my
powers, without being a drag on my
thought processes, as a body would
be,” the Brain conceded. “There is a
certain pleasure in self-locomotion
which I had forgotten.”

With a sudden jet of blue beams, the
Brain fHashed again around the big
sunlit laboratory, so fast that the eye
could hardly follow.

“Fire-imps of Jupiter!” breathed a
hissing voice from a door of the room.
“Look, Grag, Simon can fly now!”

It was Otho the android who stood
in the door, gaping amazedly. Otho
was one of the Futuremen, Curt New-
ton’s unhuman trio of loyal comrades.
He was a synthetic human being who
had been made in this very laboratory,
long wears ago. He was manlike
enough superficially, but not his rub-
bery white synthetic flesh, the slitted,
slanting green eyes in his hairless

white face, the devil-may-care reck-
lessness and humor in his thin fea-
tures. Unhuman, too, were Otho's
speed and agility and skill in disguise.

“I must have been drinking Jowvian
fern-wine, or else I'm dreaming!”
Otho gasped, staring. “Tell me, Grag,
do you see it, too?”

Grag the robot, third of the legend-
ary Futuremen, was peering in egual
astonishment over the android’s head.
Grag towered seven feet high, a mas-
sive metal giant whose glowing photo-
electric eyes, round metal head and
mighty metal body gave him an alien
majesty.

“What does it mean, Master?" Grag
asked Captain Future in his booming ™
voice. “I thought Simon didn’t want
a body.™

“I don’t have any body!” the Brain
rasped angri]}r, poising beside them.
“1 wouldn’t have one. A body is just
a 'drag on the mind. But with these
beams I can mowve at will and do things
for myself.”

In illustration, the Erain jetted two
thin blue rays which fastened upon a
tool on the table with magnetic grip.
Using the beams as arms and hands,
the Brain deftly manipulated the tool.

“Swell, Simon!"" Captain Future ap-
proved. “Now you won't need Otho
or Grag to help wvou in your experi-
ments."”

“And now I can be of more aid to

ou, Curtis, in times of danger," add-
ed the Brain, his lens-eyes fixed on
the big young planeteer.

“As though anyone could be a
greater help to me than you’ve beenl!™
Curt cried warmly. “You, who took
care of me almost from the time I was
born, who reared me and educated me
here on the Moon—"

“Say, Chief, Grag and I had a hand
in that, too!” Otho exclaimed indig-
nantly. “We educated you as much
as Simon did.”

Curt chuckled. *I'll say you did.
I'll never forget the system you two
used when I was disobedient. ¥You
would catch me, Otho, and then Grag
would spank me.”

OR a moment there was a little
silence, All four had been swept
back in memory to past years. The
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Brain could remember when he had
been Doctor Simon Wright, famous
scientist of an Earth university, a col-
league of the brilliant Roger Newton.
And he remembered how danger had
come to Roger Newton., Unscrupulous
men coveted Newton’s scientific se-
crets, _

He could remember how he and
Newton and the latter’s young wife
had Hed from Earth, seeking refuge
on the barren Moon.

Here they had built the under-
ground laboratory-home, and here
Roger Newton's little son Curtis had
been born. And here Newton and the
Brain had continued their great scien-
'S.'iﬁl: experiment of creating artificial,
intelligent, living beings. Grag the
robot had been their first creation.
And Otho the synthetic man was their
- second.

Eut the unscrupulous plotters who
coveted Roger Newton's scientific se-
crets had fdllowed them to the Moon.
They had killed Newton and his wife
and were themselves killed by Grag
and Otho. Little Curtis Newton, a
helpless infant, had been left in the
lonely Moon-home in the care of the
Erain, the robot and the android.

Strange guardians for a human
child though they were, they had
given Curtis Newton an education
such as no boy ever received before.
The Brain’s vast scientific knowledge,
the tremendous physical strength of
giant Grag, and the speed and agility
of Otho, all were transmitted to the
growing youth. Small wonder that
Curt Newton had reached maturity as
a man with superhuman capabilities
—a man of tomorrow!

Curt had dedicated himself to un-
relenting war against such criminals
as had destroyed his parents. He had
offered his services to the President
of the System Government. He had
called himself Captain Future because
he felt he was fighting for the future
of the System’s peoples against would-
be exploiters and oppressors. And
time after time, Captain Future and
his three lowal, unhuman Futuremen
had, by scientific mastery and sheer
daring, beaten down dark super-crim-
inals and plotters.  Otho broke the
silence. The android was always the

most restless of them, and he had
something in mind which he broached
to Curt in a cunningly casual tone,

“Say, Chief, T thought I'd take the
Comet around to those chasms on the
other side of the Moon, for another
load of beryllium ore.”

“We don't really need any more
beryllium now,"” Curt stated. “¥You
just want to get off on another jaunt
over in those chasms. Suppose you
crashed in one of them while fooling
around.”

“¥es, suppose you <rashed,” Grag
boomed loudly to Otho. “Then the
Comet would be wrecked! Of course,
if your neck were broken, that would
be all to the good, but we mustn’t risk
the ship.™

“Why, yvou walking junk-heap—"'
Otho began to explode.

Curt saw that the eternal argument
between the android and the robot was
about to begin.

“All right, Otho, get going if you
want to,” he said hastily.

“Thanks, Chief. I'll deal with this
cast-iron museum piece when I get
back.” The android started for the
door. He stopped to pick up a small,
gray, bearlike animal with beady eyes
and a sharp snout that was snifing at
a scrap of metal by the door. “Guess
I'll take Oog along with me. He likes
to get out once in awhile, too.”

“That's not your pet Oog!"” Grag
bellowed indignantly, stalking for-
ward. “It's Eek, my pet.”

*“¥our brain iz rusting,” Otho re-
torted. ““This is Qog.”

Grag angrily tore the little animal
from his grasp. :

“Do you think T can™t see? You just
thought you’d take Eek with you and
drop him in a chasm, because you
don’t like him—""

Grag stopped suddenly. The little
gray, snouted animal he had snatched
away had suddenly changed its ap-
pearance. Its shape and color shifted
bewilderingly, and abruptly it was a
complétely different amimal. It was
now a fat, doughy, white little beast,
with shapeless legs and big, solemn
eyes.

5F THY, it is Qog!" Grag blurted,
amazed. He dropped the little
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Otho came to—he was a priconer of the machine-menl {(Chap. V)

animal angrily. *1 won't stand this
any longer! I-E'e’s always imitating my
Eek and fooling me!™

“Take it casy, Grag,"” soothed Cap-
tain Future. “There comes your pre=-
cious Eek now."

Grag's pet was just such a snouted,
gray, bearlike little beast as Oog had
been imitating. Eek was a moon-pup,
a queer species native to the Moon.
He did not breathe air. He devoured
metal and metallic ores for his food,
and he could understand telepathic
commands.

Oog, Otho's pet, was a meteor-mimic
he had captured on one of the aster-
oids.

The fat, doughy white creature
possessed a power of shifting the or-
ganization of its body cells at will.
Thus it could perfectly imitate any-
thing near its own size, be it beast,
bird or rock. Its faculty was an ex-

treme  development of
coloration.

Otho was chuckling as he picked up
his Oog and started into the tunnel
leading to the hangar of the Comef.

“Back soon, Chief,” he said.

“¥ou'd better be!”™ Curt called after
him sternly. “If you try*to leave the
Moon on some expedition of your own,
I'll melt you down and make a new
android of you!"

They heard a roar of blasting
rockets 2 moment later, Through the
ceiling window they glimpsed a small
teardrop ship zoom up into the black
sky with incredible speed and roar
westward. It was the Comet, famous
space ship and fiying laboratory of the
Futuremen.

“Master, I'm getting tired of all
these tricks Otho uses to annoy me!*
boomed Grag. “I won't stand for it.”

“Grag, I am getting tired also of you

protective
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two scrapping,” Curt Newton de-
clared. *If you don't get out of here
with your complaints, I'm going to
fit your metal carcass with rockets and
launch yvou out into space full blast
toward the star Deneb. For your in-
formation, that star iz five hundred
light-years away. MNow will yvou leave
me in peacee”

Sulkily Grag stalked out of the lab-
oratory. They heard him muttering
indignantly to Eeck as his heavy,
clanking steps receded. Captain Fu-
ture had a rueful smileon his face as
he turned to the Brain.

“Bimon, what are we poing to do
about those two?” he appealed.
“They'd die for each other, but they'd
rather die than show it. Can't we do
something?"

The Brain's lens-eyes fixed thought-
fully on him.

“We might be able to devise an aura
of hypnotic force that would project
a powerful good-will suggestion into
their minds, It would take the fight
out of them."

“Simon, that's a great idea! It
could be done. We'd have them gush-
ing over each other. What a joke on
them it would be!” He Ilooked
thoughtfully up toward the ceiling,
stroking his chin as he spoke. “"To con-
struct a small projector of carrier
waves for the hypnotic encephaloid
wvibration, we'll need—"

Curt's volice trailed into silence. He
had become queerly rigid as he stood

azing up through the glassite window
—1n the ceiling.

“Simon, look at Earth!” he cried.

The Brain turned his lens-eyes up-
ward. i

“The North-Pole signal, lad!
sumnmeons from the President!"

The

ARTH bulked green and huge in
the star-studded black sky. On
the white North Polar ice-fields of the
planet, a brilliant peoint of light was
winking and throbbing. It was the
summons to Captain Future! Curt had
arranged with the System President
to have that North Pole beacon flashed
whenever there was urgent need of
him. L
“They need us for something,
Simon! I'll call Otho back at once and

we'll blast off for Earth.” He jumped
to the big televisor instrument in the
corner. A switch tuned it instantly to
the secret wave of the Futuremen.
“Otho, the chief calling! Turn around
and blast back here full speed. The
President is calling us.”

THO'S voice came from the tele-

visor, yelping with excitement.

“That means trouble ahead! I'll be
back right—""

Otho's words were interrupted by a
strange sound from the televisor. “Say,
something’s happening! I—"

“Otho, what's wrong?" Curt yelled.
There was no answer. Captain Future
swung around, his gray eyes blazing
now. “Otho’s been attacked or over-
come in some way, Simon! Come on,
we'll use the electroscopic finder to
sce where he is in the Comet.”

The electroscopic finder was a mas-
sive cylindrical instrument whose
conical lenses were mounted on the
surface of the Moon. Curt turned on
the instrument, and touched a screw
that swung the lenses. His eyes were
glued on the sensitive gages and indi-
cators. The fnder could locate the
position and trail of any nearby space
ship.

It was sensitive to the
atomic rocket blasts of a ship.

“This shows the Comet heading
away from the Moon!™ Curt cried.
“It's going in the general direction of
Yenus !

“Then Otho's been overpowered by
someone who has captured the Comet
and is making off with it, lad,” rasped
the Brain, cool as always., “And we've
no ship to follow in.”

Curt immediately jumped back to
the televisor.

“I'm going to call Planet Police
headquarters on Earth and have them
rush a ship here to us.”” But when he
turned on the televisor again, a deafen-
ing sputtering came from it, through
which no signal could be heard.
“That's not static. Someone has de-
liberately jammed the ether around
the Moon. The same ones who took
the Comet did it to prevent our call-
ing Earth. They've marooned us here
s0 we can’'t follow them or answer the
President’s summons!”

ionized
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CHAPTER IV
The Trail to Venus

FUTURE could act
in an emergency
with unparalled
speed, but he never
did things in a
blind, heedless
rush, no matter
how grave the
peril. Alwaws his

owerful mind rap-
1dly assessed the
situation, decided

upon the most logical course of ac- _

tion, before he acted. He stood now,
hiz fists clenched, his handsome face
hard and grim. A stranger would
have thought him speechless with
wrath at the theft of the Comet.

But the Brain knew from long ex-
perience that Curt was examining
every factor of the situation in his
lightning way

hen Eaptmn Future sSprang toward
a tall electrical cabinet in a corner of
the laboratory. Its face was bewilder-
1ng{{r covered with dials.
hoever took the Cemet dropped
an electro-magnetic generator Bome-
where on the Moon, to keep the ether
jammed,"” Curt rapped out. “If we can
locate it and destroy it, we can get a
message through. Call Grag.”

The Brain, using his newly acquired
magnetic beams for propulsion, went
Aying out of the Ilsboratory and
through the rock tunnels in search of
the robot.

He found Grag sulking with Eek in
a supply room.

“Trouble, Grag,"” rasped Simon.

In a few words he explained. Grag
jumped up and hastily followed the
flying Brain back to the laboratory.
Captain Future was turning from the
cabinet of sensitive electrical instru-
ments, his gray eyes narrowed.

“They're clever, Simon,” he pritted.
“They didn’t drop their ether-jammer
on the Moon where we could find and
destroy it. They attached a small
rocket-motor te it and left it circling
the Moon at a high altitude, where we
can't reach it."

“Isn’t there some way we can get at

the thing and shut it off?" Grag
boomed anxiously. “Maybe we could
build a little rocket.*

“That would take us days,” Curt re-
torted, “And in the meantime the
President's calling for us, the Comet
is being taken and wo don't Enowr
what's happened to Otho. We must
do something quickly to get a call
through to §EIII|:'I._.. but I don't know
what—"

“Lad, listen I interrupted the Brain.
“¥ou're forgetting my new powers of

flight! I could reach that ether-jam-

mer and shut it off.”

“I must be space-struck not to have
thought of that!"” Curt Newton cried.
“Wait, Simon. I’ll locate the thing as
accurately as I can and give you di-
rectional readings.”

Using the sensitive instruments in
the tall cabinet, Captain Future plot-
ted the course and position of the
ether-jamming generator that had
been left circling the Moon. He told

e Brain the readings. Then they

urried to the air-lock which led oot
to the surface of the Moon. Curt
paused inside the lock to pull on his
space-suit, first buckling on his flat
gray tool-belt and proton pistel. Grag,
who did not breathe, needed no space-
suit, nor did Simon.

The three comrades went up
through the air-lock and emerged on-
to the lunar surface. They stood on
the glaring plain at the bottom of
Tycho. The horizon all around them
was walled by the fanglike crater
peaks that were silhouetted against
the black, airless sky.

“Be careful, Simon,” warned Curt.
“Remember, you mustn’t lose control
of your beams or you'll hurtle out into
space.”

The Brain could hear despite the
vacuum, for Curt was touching him.

“Wait here,” Simon answered. “I'll
soon be back.'

E Brain jetted a powerful mag-

netic beam downward., It sent him
flying upward with amazing speed.
The floor of the crater dropped rap-
idly, and Captain Future and Grag be-
came two pygmies. Simon was now so
high that z.e could look far across the
parched surface of the Moon. OH to
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the horizons stretched the desolate
plains, studded here and there with
enormous circular craters whose jag-
ged walls rose like giant fortresses.
In the black sky overhead bulked the
green Earth &nd the blazing Sun.
The Brain remembered the direc-
tional readings Curt had given him.
He had already reached the correct
height, four miles above the Moon.
After hanging in space while he
mentally computed the other direc-

tionals against the time element, the

Brain began to rocket northwestward.
He had a cold, utter confidence in the
correctness of his calculations, A man
might have doubted, but not the Brain.
He lived for science and was a master
of every branch of it, second only to
Curt.

“There it is,” Simon told himself a
few minutes later. “Now to shut the
thing off.”

A small black rocket was approach-
ing him, flying around the Moon by
an occasional blast of its tubes. It was
only a few feet long, the type of rocket
used for sending Emalf objects in
epace. The Brain guessed that the
ether-jamming generator was inside
the rocket.

“Have to board the thing, I sup-
pose,” he thought dubiously.

He drove himself abreast of the
roclket, Ayving beside it in space. Grad-
nally the Brain closed in on it, until
he was only inches away. Maintaining
hig position relative to the rocket,
Simon jetted two thin blue beams at
the side of the rocket. It took him a
moment to open the door there. In-
side the hollow cylinder he glimpsed
a squat little generator. A flick of his
beams shut it off. Another movement
stopped the automatic fire-control of
the rocket itself, and it dropped to-
ward the lunar plain.

The Brain glided back down toward
Tycho in a long, thrilling swoop that
brought him to the side of Curt and
Grag in moments.

“It"s done,” he reported. “They had
taken a televisor generator, set it to
emit a continuous untuned wavwve, and
put it inside a message-rocket. The
rocket was adjusted to keep circling
the Moon.”

“Smart thinking on their part,” Curt

admitted. “Come on. We'll get a call
through now to Earth.”

They returned hastily into the
Moon laboratory. Captain Future set
their powerful televisor transmitter to
the official wave of the Planet Police.

“Calling Planet Police hcadquarters
on Earth!” he said.

The face of a uniformed Police offi-
cer appeared in the view screen. He
looked startled. ;

“Captain Future!” he exclaimed.

He disappeared and in a moment
appeared a face that the Futuremen
knew well. It was the grizzled visage
of old Ezra Gurney.

“What the dewvil?" gasped Ezra. 1
thought you'd be blasting for Earth in
the Comet by now. Didn't you see the
Morth Pole signal?*

“The Comet's been stolen,” Curt ex-=
plained. “Get here in the fastest Planet
Patrol cruiser you've got, Ezra."

“Sure will!” cried the veteran. “But
the Comet stolen? Devils of 51:3-:&. I
can’t un&erstand it

T was hours later before the fast
cruiser arrived. During that time,

Captain Future and the Brain had
rechecked the course of the stolen
Comet by the electroscopic finder. It
was still heading for Venus. Curt,
Grag and the Brain wers waiting on
the surface of the lunar crater when
the fast Patrol cruiser roared down to
a landing. It was onc of the few times
any outside ship had ever landed upon
this barren world which all the System
knew was Captain Future's domain.

Curt hurried into the ship, the Brain
gliding beside him. Grag followed,
with his moon-pup perched on his
shoulder, Ezra Gurney was waiting,
his faded blue eyes still bewildered as
Captain Future took off his space-
suit.

“Order yvour crew to blast for Venus
full speed, Ezra,” Curt requested.

Unquestioningly the wveteran mar-
shal gave the order. The cruiser
roared up from the Moon into space
and curved around till its bow pointed
at the white, gleaming speck of Venus.

“MNow tell me how Cap'n Future's
ship is stolen right under his nose,"
Ezra demanded.

“Y¥eg, and where's Otho?" asked a
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girl’'s vibrant voice.

Curt Newton turned. Beside him
stood a dark, pretty Earthgirl in man-
nish jacket and space-slacks, her
brown eyes kindling with excitement.
It was Joan Randall, secret agent of
the Planet Police, who had worked
with Captain Future in the past.

“I might have known that you would
be in on this business,” Captain Fu-
ture declared. “You're always on deck
when there’s trouble.”

Ezra grinned widely. “Sure, she got
herself put on detached service so she
<could bother us men when we had

work to do. Do you think I cold keep -

her from coming along when I got
your call? Not a chance!"”

“It's. the only chance I ever get to
see you,” Joan said calmly to Curt.
“Youve never been polite enough to
invite me up to that Moon-home of
vours., And while it'’s not much of a
romance to go charging all over the
System with you, it's better than none
at all.™

“Romance?” Curt retorted, “You're
just excitement-crazy. If you weren't
s0 darned good at Police work, I'd
have kicked you out into space long
agFo..™

E:""].'.1I|:|-n*1: believe him, Ezra,” said Joan.

u

“It's just a front he puts up. I'll bet
he spends all his time on the Moon
thinking of me.”

“Listen, we've got things a danged
sight more important to think of right
now,” Ezra Gurney protested. “Cap’n
Future, who took the Comet?™

“I wish I knew,"” Curt said bitterly.
He told of what had happened. “We
have only that last interrupted call
from Otho about a strange force hite

- ting him, and the faect that they've

taken the stolen ship to Venus."

Hzra smacked his knee wi*h his
bony hand. -—

“By the ice-fiends of Pluto, it all
tics up together! Cap'n Future, yvour
ship’s been stolen by the same mys-
terious <rowd that's hijacked hun-
dreds of new space ships lately from
the Rocketeers who were testin® them.
That's what the President was callin’
yqu about.”

‘Hundreds of space ships stolen?”
Curt’s brows knit. “How were they
taken?™

“Same way as the Comet was
snatched from Otho, it seems,” Ezra
replied. “A queer weapon of some
kind hit the Rocketeers pilotin® them
and they woke up in space. The ships
were gone. we don't know where. And
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maybe you don't think those space
ship magnates on Mercury are goin’
crazy! I was there investigatin®’ and T
couldn’t learn anything, so0 I blasted
back to Earth and had the President

call you.™
The Brain’s voice broke the momen-
tary  silence  that ensued. Simon

Wright had poised behind Curt, lis-
tening until now.

“Then the same criminals who have
been stealing ships from the Rocket-
eers also took the Comet,” he rasped.
“They must have intended not merely
to steal our ship but to get you, Cur-
tis. They'd figure that we'd all be in
our ship, on our way to answer the
President’s call.”

“I believe yvou're right, Simon,” Curt
muttered thoughtfully. “But what's
the purpose of the organization behind
all this? And what's this mysterious
weapon they use to overcome pilots
inside their ships?”

ZRA GUENEY and Joan had for

the first time noticed that the
Erain was poising in mid-air on his
beams, between Curt and Grag.

“Why, Simon can move now!"™ Ezra
exclaimed. :

Curt explained briefly about Simon
Wright's new equipment. Then Cap-
tain Future continued:

“You were right in having the Presi-
dent call me, Ezra. These space ship
thefts are serious. The ring that's pull-
ing them apparently possesses secret
new scientific powers against which
ordinary preécautions are - useless.
We'll have to fght that outfit. But
first we're following this trail to
Venus. It's vital that we regain pos-
session of the Comet and rescue Otho,
if he's still alive. This trail 1z also
our best lead to the space ship hi-
jacking ring. They must have a secret
base on Venus."

“How're you goin’ to find it if they
have?" Ezra demanded. “They got a
big start on us and we can't well comb
all of Venus.”

“I brought along an electroscope,”
Curt replied, showing the compact in-
strument under his arm. “Simon and
I can use it to spot their space-trail
by the ionized rocket blast, if we're
lucky.”

FUTURE

“I know you <an do wonders with
them electroscopes of yours, Cap’n

. Future,” Ezra scoffed. “But plenty of

ships call at Venus all the time. How
in space can you spot the Comet's
trail among ‘em all?™

“The Comet,” Curt reminded, “iz a
unigque ship. Its cyclotrons produce
an atomic discharge unlike any other.
We'll know its ionized rocket-trail, if
we find it.”

“Hope you're right,”” Ezra said
gloomily. “I'm goin® to see if we can’t
pump up a little more speed. Space
knows we'll need it He limped off
along the corridors. They heard his
sharp voice exhorting the crew. “Rev
those cycs up, yvou loafers! We're
crawlin'."

Curt Newton prepared to set up his
portable electroscopic finder in the
bridge of the cruiser. The Brain
glided ahead. Joan lingered beside
Curt.

“"You're really glad 1 came along,
aren't you?" she asked him.

“0Of course, Joan,” Curt replied
blandly. *“You're a farst-class secret
‘agent and you may be a lot of help to
us."”

“I'm not talking about that and you
know it!™ she cried exasperatedly. “I
might as well use my feminine wiles
on Grag.”

Grag was plucking Curt's arm.

“Do you really think they would
kill Otho when they captured the
Comet?" he asked,

“I hope not,” Captain Future an-
awered soberly. *“0Otho’s pretty hard
to kill, anyway. I wouldn't worry
about him, Grag."

“Worry about him?” Grag boomed.
“The only thing I'm worried about is
that maybe he escaped!”

He clanked away indignantly. Curt
looked after him.

“Poor old Grag, he's worried sick
about Otho, and doesn't want anyone
to know it."

Hour followed hour as the fast
cruiser lashed on toward Venus. The
steady broom-boom of the cyclotrons
and the roar of the rockets never fal-
tered. The white speck of the cloudy
planet grew slowly in size. Captain
Future and Simon constantly checked
and rechecked with the electroscope.
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Only the two greatest masters of sci-
ence in the System could have de-
tected that faint, impalpable trail of
ionized atoms which they were fol-
lowing.

“There are two trails, lad,” Simon
had reported. “One iz the distinctive
rocket-trail of the Comet, the other
that of an ordinary ship.”

Curt nodded. ““The ship the thieves
came to the Moon in, of course, It's
accompanying the Comet now. That's
a break for us. They've had to hold
down the Comet to the other craft's
maximum speed.”

S Venus finally broadened out in
full planetary splendor before
them, Captain Future never left the
electrcscope. They were now crossing
the rocket-trails left by other ships in
passing, and he had to use all his pow-
ers of concentration to keep onto the
Comet’s distinctive spoor.

“They headed for the southern hem-
isphere,” Curt muttered to the others
in the bridge. "“That's where their
base must be hidden.”

“It's the least inhabited part of
Venus, so it'd be the likeliest spot
for a secret hideout,” Ezra Gurney
agreed.

Down into the cloudy atmosphere
of the planet they dropped. in the
southern hemisphere. Here the rocket-
trail ended, Though an ionized rocket-
dizscharge will remain constant a long
time in space, it will not do so in an
atmosphere, for the currents soon
sweep it away.

“From here on, we just hunt,” Curt
said grimly. “Drop down to low alti-
tude and start sweeping over the sur-
face in a widening spiral. If my cal-
culations are corréct, we're over the
Great South Marsh.”

“There can't be no secret base in
that hole!”™ Ezra blurted. *“Why, there
ain't even enough solid ground in it
for a ship to land on.™

They dropped through the last
cloud-layer into the clear lower atmos-
phere. The Great South Marsh lay be-
neath them. Giant green reeds and
tangled, =snaky wines choked the
spaces between the larger swamp-
trecs. So dense was the wvegetation
that it completely hid the semi-liguid

muck beneath. Queer reptilian birds -
flew above the foliage roof, uttering
harsh screams.

“There ain’t nothin' in this mess for
a thousand miles,” E=zra runted.
“Even the Venusians are afraid to po
into it

“That's just why it's a good hide-
out,” Curt declared, scanning the
horizons. “Keep watching for a ship
or solid land.”

For two hours the Patrol ship
cruised in widening spirals over the
vast morass. The cloudy sky above
was heglnnlng to grow dark. The rught
fog was rising from the swamp in
thickening white mists. The Brain's
keen lens-eyes, straining through the
gathering darkness, descried some-
thing.

“There, lad—to the west!™

Curt peered quickly. He glimpsed
something that looked like a big, flat,
squarc metal platform, floating on the
marsh. Half a dozen space ships were
parked upon it

“Desgcend at once before they see
us!" he ordered sharply. "We daren’t
approach in this cruiser. They'd use
the same mysterious weapon on us
that they used on the Comet and the
Rocketeers' ships."

“Then what're we goin’ to do?” Ezra
asked.

“$We'll land here and a few of us
can get through the marsh to that
baze,” Curt explained. *“We can slip
in secretly and find Otho and the
Comet. Then we'll jump these raid-
ers before they can use the secret
weapon.

The Patrol cruiser dropped in the
gathering night until its keel crushed
the vegetation and began mnklng into
the muck.

“¥ou'll have to keep the keel-jets
going to prevent sinking,” Curt said.
“All right, Ezra. You, Grag, Simon-
and I will go.”

But when they reached the door,
Joan Randall was with them.

“Deo you think I'm going to miss the
fun?"” she demanded rcsnntfull?r.

“This marsh is no picnic,” Curt

rapped. “You've seen Venusian marsh
tigers. The marsh men here are
worse."

“I've met lots of Venusian swamp
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men,” scoffed Joan.

"Swn.tnF men are different.” Curt
stated. *“They're just ordinary Venu-

sian humans who live in some of the
swamps. But marsh men are a differ-
ent species from swamp men. They're
an indigenous, amphibious race. They
are fierce and hate anyone who in-
trudes into their great marshes.”

Joan shrugged calmly. *I think I'd
like to see some of them. They sound
- sort of intriguing.”

“Intriguing?"” Curt ' repeated in
amazement. “I give up. Come on,
and don't let yourself sink in this
muck or you're through."

They plunged down into the sticky
marsh, sinking to their knees. Curt
Newton led the way, using a broad-
bladed swamper's knife to hack a path
through the dense vegetation. Joan
trudged manfully, while Ezra swore
at the blood-flies wviciously attacking
them. Grag wallowed on with diffi-
culty, but the Brain glided easily on
his beams beside Curt.

The darkness was misty, warm and
oppressive, heavy with -rank swamp
smells and flower fragrances. The
hum of huge insects, the slap of hang-
:mg vines and the suck of their feet
in the ' muck were occasionally
drowned out by the distant, appalling
screech of a marsh tiger. Curt sud-
denly halted. They heard a confused
swimming sound, a wvague rippling
swashing in the muck.

“Marsh men!" Curt whispered., "I
think they're surrounding us!"

CHAPTER V
Oog Redeems Himself

OTHO was still
chuckling as he left
Captain Future,
Grag and Simon in
the Moon-labora-
tory and made his
way to the Comer.

“Oog, we out-
talked Grag that
time,” he told the
queer little pet who
was trotting beside

him.
The Comet was kept in an under-

CAPTAIN FUTURE

ground hangar near the Moon-home.
Otho entered the compact, teardrop-
shaped wvessel with his pet, closed
the door and strode forward through
the laboratory-cabin to the control
room. He took the pilot chair and
touched the cyclotron switches and
throttles. Its keel-tubes jetting fire,
the Comet rose toward the roof of the
hangar. The roof slid aside auto-
matically. The streamlined ship rose
above the glaring surtace of the Moon
and then zoomed westward. Otho put
on his space-suit, to be ready for his
work in the lunar chasms.

“Am I glad to get out a little !
Otho breathed. "“If I'd been cooped
up much lnnger, I'd have turned into
an oyster.”

Oog heard him. The fat little me-
teor-mimic instantly shifted his body
cells and became a perfect imitation
of a giant Neptunian oyster.

“MNo, no, Qog, I didn't mean for you
to imitate an oyster,” Otho said im-
patiently. “¥You're too EII.‘I:IEII’. on the
trigger. - Snap out of it

Oog returned to normal. Mean-
while the little ship was zipping at
high speed around toward the other
side of the Moon., Otho loved to get
out alone. The android, beneath his
devil-may-care recklessness and gaie-
ty, had a sensitive, brooding mind. He
keenly felt the fact that he was an
artificial man. He liked to adventure
by himself, imagining himself =a
human being.

He was half around the Moon, trav-
eling at high altitude, when the tele-
visor beside him buzzed sharply. Curt's
voice crackled from it.

“Otho, the chief calling! Turn
arocund and blast back here full speed.
The President is calling us."

Otho stiffened with excitement. A
glance up at the green sphere of Earth
showed that a tiny light was blinking
at its North Pole,

“That means trouble ahead!"™ he
cried exultantly. “I'll be right back—"
At that moment he felt a movement
inside the Comet. He turned. There
seemed to be nobody but himself in
the ship, yet hé knew he was not
alone.

ar

Before he could say more, invisilt

-

Say, something’s happeningl-

LS
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forces seized him. Ewverything be-
came a blur as he was whirled out of
the pilot chair with inconceivable ra-
pidity. His senses blanked out.

When he came to himself, he was
lying on the floor of the Comet. His
space-suit helmet was off, and little
Oog was worriedly pawing his face.
Otho found he was tightly trussed by
flexible metal bonds.

“What in the name of ten thousand
imps!" swore the enraged android.
ilwhn_'il

His voice froze in amazement as he
squirmed around and got a full view
of the interior of the ship. The
Comet was blasting through space at
high speed. In its pilot chair now
sat an amazing figure, and there was
another beside him. They were ma-
chines that looked waguely like men,
mere open skeletons of metal girders
erowded with complex, whirring me-
chanical organs. They had girder arms

; A iy 2
Gieag saized a margh man and raized him high above his head {(Chap. Y1)

and legs, and their heads were square
metal boxes with big glass wvisi-plates
for eyes.

Anyone else might have been too
stupefied for speech at finding him-
self the helpless prisoner of two fear-
goime machine men, but not Otho. The
android was not afraid of man or heast.

“What the devil does this mean?”
he yelled.

The machine men paid him no at-
tention. One of them was tuning the
Comet’s telewvi=sor to a certain wave.
Then the creature spoke into it.

“This is Six reporting,” he said in
a2 humming voice. “Woe captured the
Comet, but only one of the Future-
men was in it. What shall we do?*"

Otho heard a deep bass voice an-
swer. He could not see the televisor
screen and did not know who was
talking,

“¥ou have blundered, Six, in not
securing the other Futuremen also,™
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it stated. ““But don’t go back for them
now. It would be too dangerous.
BEring the Comet and your prisoner to
Venus Base as planned. Wait till I
signal that the coast is clear before
coming on to Main Base.”

THO heard the machine man who
called himself “3ix™ snap off the
televisor before opening the Comet’s
throttles. The ship blasted through
space, its cyclotrons droning. Otho
glimpsed another ship—a Cruh-Cholo
Twenty-four—accompanying them in
space. He pguesgsed these queer ma-
chine men had boarded from the other
ship. The android squirmed and
curgsed and made futile efforts to
break his bonds. The Hexible metal
bands were unbrealkable. Meanwhile
the two ships were filying on at mount-
ing speed, heading for distant Venus.
“What a pickle I've got myself
into 1™ Otho muttered.  “These freaks
capturing me—Grag will laugh him-
self sick. Oh, welll”

And Otho philosophically fell
asleep. There was nothing he could
do till they reached Venus. He might
as well get some rest.

He awoke to find the Comet’s bow-
tubes blasting. The ship was deceler-
ating as it dropped through a cloudy
atmosphers. He knew they had
reached Venus. He squirmed on the
HAoor till he was able to look down
through the window at the landscape
below.

::Th{:
gasped.

Then he glimpsed a big square metal
platform in the marsh. It floated on
the muck, supported by vacoum cais-
sons. There were low metal hangars
and buildings on it, and a row of
parked ships of various makes—Kal-
bers, Zamors, Cruh-Cholos, one or twao
Tarks. The Comet and the other craft
landed bezside these ships. [

The two machine men came back
and lifted Otho in stiff girder-arms.
Oog Hed in fright into a corner, but
Otho swore a streak of his best inter-
planetary profanity as they carried
him out info the daylight. The ma-
chine men paid no attention. They
carried him toward one of the low
metal buildings.

Great South Marsh!™ he

. The raging android saw more than
a score of other machine men stalking
stiffly about the floating base, inspect-
ing and servicing the ships. Then he
was taken to a windowless little metal
room, whose only wventilation came
from a barred opening in the door.
They dumped him inside.

“Are you going to starve me to
death, you unfinished mechanisms?"

"Otho yelped as they started to leave.

“How about something to eat?”

The machine man who bore the
number “Six™ on his mectal skeleton
turned toward the other.

“One said that this prisoner was to
be kept living. He must eat. Bring
tood from one of the ships."

The other machine man who bore
the number “Twenty-two" stalked out
and returned with Jowvian cured beef,
a flat slab of Martian black bread, some
Earth fruit. Otho guessed that the
other ships had been captured, and
that this food came from one of them.
Apparently these creatures didn’t eat.

“Are you going to leave me all tied
up like this?" he demanded furiously.

Six stooped stifly and unfastened
the end of Otho’s flexible metal bonds.
Then the two machine men stalked
out. The door was locked.

“Remain outside this door on guard,
Twenty-two,” ordered Si=x.

Otho rolled over and over until he
slipped out of his loosened bonds.
Then he leaped to his fecet.

“So far, so good,” he muttered. “At
least I talked them into untying me.
Now let’'s see if there's any way out
of this cursed hole.™

N minutes of inspection showed
him there was none. The only
exit was the locked door, outside
which towered the mechanical guard.
“What a mess!” Otho grumbled.
“Locked up in this hole and the Comet
taken. The chief will skin me alive
for this. Who the _devil are these
freaks, anyway? Where'd they get all
those ships?™
He gave up wondering, sat down
and ate the food, for Otho's synthetic
tissues required nourishment. Though
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