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O^FREE TRIAL 

S 

SlngleControl 

7-Tube 

RETA1L PRICE 
Completely Aisembled 

Vandolph 
Jg ^Q22H^B5BBSEZHZB22ZEnZZ3hlË3iZ!Cli^y 

POWERFUL seven-tube radio at factory price. Test it with- 
out spending a cent. We claim the Randolph Seven will 

out-perform any radio and we want yoa to satisfy yourself 
that it will. To do this, we will send you this powerful radio to try for 30 
days. Test it for distance, clearness, ease of opération, tone and every 
other way you can. Unless it more than satisfies you, retum it to us. Every 
Randolph set must make good bcSore it is sold. 

Al» All Electric Opération 

B1GGEST DISCOUNTS to 
AGENTS and DEALERS 
WORK either full or part time and 

make big money. T remendou» ad ver- 
tising campaign Help» you »ell. Regard- 
less of whether you have ever »old before, 
be *ure to get our proposition. The Ran- 
dolph sells on First démonstration. Men 
and women both can make money this 
easy way. Get your démonstration set 
for thirty days FREE TRIAL. 

^Illllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll^ 

or 
The Randolph Seven is sold for use with batteries or connected for 
opération direct to electrlc light socket—absolutely batteryless—no chargers or bat- 
teries—just plug In socket and tune la. 100% efficient either way. Its construction and 
performance have been tested and approved by leading radio engineers and authorities and 
leading radio and scientific publications. 

Single Control—Ulumlnated Drum 
One drum dial operated by one simple vernier control tunes in all stations with easy selec- 
tivity to tremendous volume. No overlapping of stations. Illuminated drum permits opéra- 
tion in the dark. Volume control for finer volume modulation. This is a 7-tube tuned radio 
frequency receiver with power transformera and power amplification. Space wound solenoid 
coils Full and completely shielded. A real receiver of the highest quality. Tremendous 
distance, wonderful tone quality. simple to operate. 
The Randolph cabinets are in themselves beautiful pièces of furniture made of carefully selccted solid burl walnut. Bas-relief bronze es- 

cutcheon plates are mounted on the dial panel. ïn 
design and appearance it is a cabinet worlhy of the 
high-quality radio ic contains. Solid walnut beauti- 
fully shaped surrounds the soft verdi-green panel. 
Nothîng bas been sparedto make the RandolphSeven 
the leading radio receiver. We are sosure that it will 
surpass even y our best hopes that we know how safe 
we are in making the 30 Uay f rec trial offer. 

Read What Owners Say 
I have logged more than 50 stations from coast to 
coast.—Lloyd Davenport, Littlefield, Texas. 
1 have logged 52 stations from Cuba to Seattle—the 
set is a world beater.—J. Tampkinson. Détroit. Mich. 
Your set is a révélation—has all others tied to the 
post for distance and selectivity.—Waldo Powers, 
Vergennes. Vermont. 
On strength of its performance sold two more | 
sets this week. T. Scanlow. Orlando. Florida. 

BeautiiSul Ampliphonic 
Console Set 

Made of the finest carefully selected solid walnut. 
Two-tone shaded finish. Has built-in cone loud- | 
speaker that compares with any on the marketand 
accuratelyreproduceshighandlownotes. Send for 
thofoiderlodaythatshows this beautiful console in 
full colora and givescompletedetails. Compares | 
with most table sets in prlce. Forbattery | 
or all-electrlc opération ready to plug in 
and tune in. Write for complété descriptions. | 

Randolph Radio Corporation I 

TV 
-Tube 

Retall Prlce 

SINGLE 
^ONTROl^- 

Randolph 
Now you can have a new modem, smglo- control, slx-tube radio. Do not compare thi • set with old et y le 2-dial tt-tubo »eta aell- imr for aboul the «unie price. The Randolph 1928 Senior Six hue alrto been tcoted and ap- proved by the leudinR rudio enRinoem. Corner, in a beautiful «olld walnut cabinet ol hand-rubbcd liniah Single control. Illuminated Drum wilh «pace lor loggin». Absolutely dependuble and very «elective. Se"» for 30 Days Free Trial. You test It before you buy. 

Mail Coupon Now 
The Randolph Radio Corporation arepioneera In the manufacture of raoios. All of its vaat and unlimited resourcea have been u-cd in making and perfccting of the Randolph Re- ccivers. Becauae of our long and ■ucceeanil «xperience in the radio buainesa. we are per- foctly confident in «ending eut a Randolph Rudio on trial. We know what It will do. Mnil ua the coupon now for the grealeat radio offer over made. 

1 USE THIS COUPON TODAY! 

{ Randolph Radio Corporation, 
I 711 West Lake Street, 
I Chicago, Illinois. 
I Send me full particulars about the RANDOLPH Six and 
I Seven-Tube Table and Console Sets with détails of your 

30 Day FREE Trial Offer. 

Name.. 

Address  

711 W. Lake St. Dept. 126, Chicago, 111. 
City - State — 
Mark here ( ) if interested in Agent's proposition. 
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Amazingly Easy 

to getinto ELECTRICITY 

Don't spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now 
. . . and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a/week. Let 
me show you how to quahfy for jobs leading to salaries pf $50, $60 
and up, a week, in Electricity —NOT by correspondence, but by an 
amazing way to teach, that makes you a practical expert.in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! 

learn Without fessons »■> 90 
DAYS 

IACK of experience- âge, 
v or advanced éducation 

bars no one. I don't care 
if you don't know an arma- 
ture from an air brake I 
don't expect you to! I don't 
care if you're 16 years old or 
40 it makes no différence! 
Don't let lack of money stop 
you. Most of the men at 
Coyne bave no more money 
than you bave. 

Many Earn Whilc 
Learning 

Many of my studentsearn a 
|-ood part or ail of tbeir ex- 
penses and should you need 
i bisassistancewewill belpyou. 
Tben, in 12hricfweeks,intbe 
greal roaringsbopsofC.'oyne, I 
l rai n you as you ne ver 
drcamed you could bc trained 
... on tbo greatest outlay of 
de trical apparat us evcr as- 
rcmbled ... costing bundreds 
of tbousands of dollars ... . 
i rai dynamos, engbics, powcr plants, 
autos, switchboards, transmit ting 
(tn'ions . . . cverytbing from door- 
hrll i to farm powcr and ligliting . . . 
full izcd . . . in full opération overy 
day ! 

No Booms —No Lessons 
No books, no lessons ... ail 

Préparé For Jobs 
Like These 

lîoro nrc of hundrotls 
of portions opon to C'oytie- trftfned mon, Qur froc orn- 
plnvment b"reau cl vos you llfotlino cmpluyment service. 
Armclure Ctoert SS».» n V.'eek and up 
FubstationOocrator, ?65aWccK 
Anlo Electric'an a Week nnd up Invontor - - Unlimitcd 
MinitftQ&nce Endnecr a Week end up 
Service Station Owner $G0 a Week and up RadloExport.îGOa Week and up 

real actual work . . . build- 
in;; real batteries . . . wind- 
ing real armatures,operating 
real motors, dynamos and 
generators, wiring bouses, 
etc., etc. That's a glimpse 
of how we make you a mas- 
ter practical electrician in 
90 days, teacbing you far 
more than the a ver âge 
ordinary electrician ever 
knows and fitting you to 
step into jobs leading to 
big pay immediately after 
graduation. Here, in tbis 
world-famous Parent school 
—and nowhere else in the 
world—can you get such 
training! 

Jobs, Pay, Future 
Don't worry about a job, 

Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De- 
mand for Coyne men ofton 

exceed_ the supply. Our employment 
burea" larves you lifetime service. Two 
weeks after grac'uaticn, Clyde F. Hart gct 
a position as electrician with the Great 
Western Railroad at over $100 a week. 
That's not unusual. We can point to Coyne 
men making up to SG00 a montb. Coyne men 
get positions whicb lead l o salaries of $50.00, 
$60.00 and up a week. You can go into radio, 
baltery or automotive elecl rical business for 
yourself and niakc from $3000 a y car up. 

Get the Facts 
Coyne is your one great chanro to get into elec- 

tricity. Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28 
years old—Coyne train'ng is tested—proven beyond 
ail doubt—endorsed by many large electrical con- 
cerna. You can find out everythipg absolutcly froc. 
Simply mail the coupon and lot me sond you the big. 
freo Coyne book of 150 photogrnplis . . . facts . . . 
jobs . . . salaries . . . opportunitao*. Tells you how 
many earn expenses whilc training and how we assist 
our graduâtes in the field. This dora not obligatc you. 
So net at once. Just mail coupon. 

Crd this 

Now In Our 
New Home 

Tbl» If» otir now. f-repro-f. iniMlrm home wher- m la I nstalled thouaa'uia ofdol- Inra. worth of thoneweat and movt modern Elec- 
larseat -t 

ulpment of nll e now hayo tho -m-'imt of floor apace deveted lo the ex- clu» ivo teachtme of prac- tical electricity in tho world. Kvcry ci mfortand convenience haa l>e< n ar- ranircd l«> make you happy 
and contcotca duriof; your traloinir. 

R 
m Book 

! Mr. H. C. Lewis, Près. 
I COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dcpt 97-OZ 
| 500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, 111. 
■ Dcar Mr. Lewis: 

Wllhout obligations send me your big froo caéalog and al) dcuills of Frcc Employment Service. Radioaud Automotive 

COYNE 

Coursos, and how maay "earn whtlo IcarninK." stand I Wlll not be bothered by any salosman. 
1 under- 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL i 
H. C. LEWIS, Président, Dept. I 

Çoo S. Paulina St., Chicago Estabiished 1899 

Nome. 
Addrrax. 

City . State 
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Broadcaat Station WRNY 
JULES VERNE'S TOMBSTONE PORTRAYINO MIS IMMO 

Gontentslfor December 

Robur the Conqueror, or The 
Clipper of the Air 

(A Sériai in 2 Parts), £Part X) 
By Jules y crue . 

The Gountry of tçe Blind 
By H. G. Wells 

R26 

830 

Hicks' Inventions with a Kick 
(The Klectro-XIydrauIic Bank 

Protector) 
By Henry flugh Simmotts 

The Undersea Ejvnress 
By J. Roduwu   ... 

Grystals of Growth 
By Charles H. R cet or 

The Riot at Sanderac 
By Miles J. Brctier. M. D. 

Below the Infra Red 
By George Paul Bauer 

860 

870 

874 

878 

882 

Our Cover 
Thi» month shows a sccne from "Below the Infra Red" by 
George Paul Bauer, in whicb the sciçntist an 1 his friend, 
with headgear adjusted, are sitting before the great tnass of 
shilling apparatus, which not only changes the attunrment of 
the optic and auditory organs, but raises the vibration of the 
entire physical body to such a degrec as to enable the human 
body to pass into a higher plane. 

In Our Next Issue: 

THE PSYCHOLOGICAL SOLUTION, by A. 
Hyatt Verrill. Hcre our well-known author pré- 
sents a scicntitic mystery story in which pure rea- 
soning and déductions are used to solvc the most 
baftling murder case of the decade. 

THE REVOLT OF THE PEDESTRIANS, by 
David H. Keller, M.D. What will happen to us 
in centuries to come if we continue to ride in 
antomÔbiles? It is a question which we may well 
ask ourselves. Our new author, who is himself 
a doctor, gives us a vivid picturc with absorbing 
détail of the not unlikely results. Signs of the 
truth of parts of the story can bc seen alrcady in 
the larger citics. 

THE FOURTEENTH EARTH, by Waltcr Kate- 
Icy. Scicntists bave steadfastly maintaincd that 
there must be other inhabitcd planes besides our 
own. This author bas woven a channing taie 
around his idea where such planes might bc. 

ROBUR THE CONQUEROR. by Jules Verne 
(A sériai in 2 parts) Part II. In his attempt to 
convincc the two officers of the advocates of the 
"lighter-than-air," Robur and his crcw and prison- 
ers met with daring expériences, thrilling situa- 
tions and breath-taking escapades. Still they were 
unconvinced. until the very end, when doubt was 
no longer possible. Jules Verne exeels in this 
story. 

And other stories. 

HOW TO BUB8C3UBE FOR "AMAZINQ STORIES." Srnd your n«mo. ■ddrpM and rrmliunrr to Exporlmpiuor Puhlluhlni! Co.. 230 Flflh Avo.. 
No* York City. Chodn and monoy ordora ahould ho mudo payablo to Ex- 
porlmrntor Publlxhlnt Co.. Inc. Mention tho namr of the macnrlnp you 
arp ordrrlnc Inarmurh al op alao puhllah RAIIIO NEWS. SCIENCE & 
INVENTION. RADIO UBTEKERS' GUIDE AND CAI.L BOOK. 
SPARE-TIME MO.NET M A KING and FRENCH BUUOR. Suhiprtp- llona may hp raadp la romblnatlQa with dtp othpr publlcotlnni lun men- 

tlon.nl ni «pei-lal reducod club rate». Hond poftal for club ralo eard. 
Subarrlpilona «tnn with the current Imuo unie» othorwlae ordered. 
ON EXPIRATION of your auharrlptlon wo cncloxo a rpnowul blank In our IhhI ninnbpr to you. and notlfy you by mnll. Thon. unlPM we reçoive your 
order and rcmltlnncp for a renewal. dfillvery of tbo inagazlne il ilopped. 
CHANGE OF ADDRBSS. Notlfy ua ai far In advanre as possible, ulr- Ing your uld adilrpxs as well as tbe new one to wblcb future magazines are 
to co. It taLp» «ereral weeks to makp an addron rhance In our records. 

AMAEINO STORIES U publlibod on Um Sth of eacb prpcodlng month. 
There are 12 mimhera per year. Subtcrlplloo prlce la »S.S0 a year In 
U. H. and possesslona. Canada and forelgn countrlea 13.00 a year V. S. 
coin ai well as U. S. stamps accepled (no forelgn coin or atampal. Single 
coptes, 25 cents each. 
Ail communications and contributions to this Journal ahould be addressed 
li. Edltor AMAZINQ STORIES. 230 Flflh Are.. New York. N. Y. fn- 
acccptcd contributions cannoi be roturnod unloss full postnge bas heen In- cluded. AU. accepled conlrlbullons are pald for on publication, 

General Advertising Dept., 230 Fifth Avenue. New York City. 
ADVKRTISINO REPRESENTATIVES 

U. F MefXl'RK, :»o Caas Street. Chicago. IIl HARRY E. HYDB, 518 Drexcl Building. Phlladelnhla. Pa 
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T r MAURANE Park Suuare Bldg,. Boston. Mais «IJ W. «ih St.. lai" Angelea. Cal.i beary Illdg.. Seattle. Wash. 
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1920. by the Poil Office al New Y'ork, N T.. under ihe art of March 3, 
1879. TtUe Reglslered U. S. Patent Office. Copyright. 1927, by E. P. 
Co.. Inc.. New York. The text end llluilrellom of this Magazine are 
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^ ^  ^S= 11 Yy V'itt' \ $ M au y limes in the old days, :'f\ •' , ', v \r 'jv vjhil* l trudged home aller 
\i*J& v A&dÊIfie&r'dSBÉÊlBaÊw* .<^v « j8^ m Vx IdiVh work to save carfare, I used 

            lo gace enviously al the shin- 
; ,——, ■[ Tiirj^M^|"ii'|i''>v^|A'TTS' "rfi £, 4r~?llAv®y&a*'0nï 'na cars BHàing by me, the 

i V|Bl^'^5yhf-rbyMvm '•$( T^^,'''IA v^3g'''i'n^ prospérons men and women 
' u within. Lit Ile did I think lhat 

1 M M 'j.J inside of a year, I, too, 
jWM 8 71 j fj* should have m y own car, a 

flOBl l&^K.Akfe9- ,—,—.—Aj décent bank account, Ihe 
5 Vti ^ _ -=" good things of life lhat mabe 
= V\ it rvorlh living. 

_  3= 
""^L _T ,    " ~ " __    

I Thought Success Was For Others 

Believe It Or Not, Just Twelve Months Ago 

1 Was Next Thing To "Down-and-Out" 
m W JL 

TODAY 1 m sole owner of the fastest "Bargain couiner sheik—look how that ing, or nny one of the score of lines they 
growing Radio store in town. And l'in suit fits," one fellow had said in a low préparé»you for. And to think that until 

on good ternis with my banker, too—not voice. "Bct he hasn't got a dollar in ihose that daf I sent for their eyc-opening book, 
likc the old days pnly a year ago, when pockets." "Oh, it's just 'Useless' Ander- l'd been wailing "I never had a chance!" 
often 1 didn't havej one dollar to knock son," said another. "He's got a wish-bone 
against another in my pocket. My wife where his back-bone ought to be." "VJOW l'm making real moncy. I drive a 
and I live in the snuggest little home you good-fooking car of my own. Mary 
ever saw, right in one of the best neighbor- As I thought over the words in deep hu- and 1 don t own the house in full yct, but 
hoods. And to think lhat a year ago I used miliation, a sudden thought made me catch l've made a substantial down payment, and 
to dodge the landlady when she came to my breath. Why had Mary been so dissat- l'm not straining myself any to meet the 
collect the rent forî the little bedroom I isfietl w'tl> my ariswer that "I hadn't had a installnlents. 
called "home"! i chance?" Did Mary secretly think that too? v , , 

I. ail seems likc a dream now, as 1 look to ^oTa's Twls^Bu' thinTït over^ 
back over the past twelve short months, and be? Wasn.t I|lat „;h , ncver ^ a you KoJted? Are you making enough 
think how discouraged I was then, at the «vhanrV fo trot Tt wn« tmo r.nlv monej it work that you like? Would you 
"end of a blind alley." I thought I never J°n(f |t td mken this cruel' blow t0 stay where you are now 
had had a good chance m my hfe, and I (o m se|f.cs(eem to mak me see for the next ten years, making the same 
thought I never would have one. But it money? If not, you'd better bc douig some- 
was waking up that I needed, and herc's With a new determination I thumbed the thing about it instead of drifting. 
the story of how got it. pages of a magazine on the table, searching xhis new Radi0 game is a live-wire field 
IVVAS a clerk. working at the usual mis- ïpr an advertisemcnt that I d seen many 0f g0|den rewards. The work, in any of 

erable salary soch jobs pay. Somehow "mes but passed up without thinking, an t|ic 20 différent lines of Radio, is fascinat- 
l'd ncver found any way to get into a line advertisemcnt tellmg of big opportunities jng absorbing, well paid. The National 
where I could make good money. for trained men to succeed in the great new Radio Institute—oldest and largest Radio 

Other fel'ows seemed to find opportun!- Kadio fiekl. With the advertisement was a home-study school in the world—will train 
lies. But—much as I wanted the good coupon offenng a big free book full of in- vou inexpensively in your own home to 
things that go with success and a decent formation. 1 sent the coupon m, and in a knovv Radio from A to Z and to increase 
income—ail the really well-paid vacancies . ' }'3 received a handsome 64-pagc y0ur earnings in the Radio field. 
I ever heard of seemed .« be out of my line i'/w Take another tip-No mat.er what your 

dTdn'tChavef0r SOme ^ ^ knOWledge 1 a man can prépare quickly and easily at Plans arc' no matter how much or how lit- d.dnthave. -a • home to take advan.ajc of these opportunî- "e you know about Rad.(>-cl.p the coupon 
And I wanted to get marned. A fine s.t- lies. ! read the book carefully, and when I ^ T "ndJook their free book over. It .s 

nation, wasnt it? Mary would have finished it I made my décision. fi led w.th .nteresting façts, figures, and 
agreed lo try it—but it wouldn't have been ' photos, and the information it will give 
fair to lier. . you is worth a few minutes of anybody's 

Mnrv had told me "You can't rret ahead JHAT'S happened in the twelve months time. You will place yourself under no ob- 
w lîc re y ou are Wbv don't "^get Tnm since 'f31 ^ ^ ^ b°ok, is fr«- ^ is ^ 
another line of work, sonuwhere that you ^UJ i'""9 illt r me,T' o"'.-,0 ?nyone who wants to know about 
can advance?" • of those twelve months, I ve had a Radio. Just address J. E. Smith, Président, 

ut-i • c ,, , ■. , ,,, . , Radio business of my ovin! At first, of National Radio Institute, Dept. P-5, 1 nat s nne, Mary, 1 repned, but vinat course, I staned it as a little proposition on Washington D C. 
line? l've always got my eyes open for a the side, under the guidance of the National 
better job, but I never seem to hear of a Radio Institute, the outfit that gave me my !"7"r"cTf;'rf7"iT"T""""""""""""î 
really good job that I can handle." Mary Radio training. It wasn't long before I 1 Nadonil rI-UÔ In^tduteî' ! 
didn t seem to be satisfied with the answer, was getting so much to do in the Radio line I Dcpt. P-5, Washington. D. C. i 
but I didn't know what clse to tell her. that I quit my measly little clérical job, and J "car Mr. smitb: 

It via s un the viay home that night that / devoted my full time to my Radio business. ■ . I'1' ,"r"11 "î", jour st-pacr treo book. printod [ r- , ! tn l»o rolon. clrlng ail Intormatlon about Ihe op- ' Stopped ojf in the neighborhood drug Store, I portunlllcs In Kaill ■ and ho» I can Icam quickly and 1 

•where I overheard a serap of conversation Since that time l've gone right on up, al- " "«Uj .î ""Îîâ ! 
about myself. A fevi burning viords that ways under the watchful guidance of my , um no saioimon »iii tau on me '     , 
•were the cause of the lurning point in my friends at the National Radio Institute. i 
life ! They would have given me just as much [ Name    « 

With a bot flush of shame I turned and help, too, if I had wanted to follow some ■ Ad(|rc_ 
left the store, and walked rapidly home. So other line of Radio hesides building my £  4t."  « 
that was what my neighbors—the people own retail business—such as broadeasting, [ Town...   Staie  
who knew me best—really thought of me! manufacturing, experimenting, sea opérât- 
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Trainin£ ~ ^Emploi/ment 

O. C. MILLER 
Director Extension Work 

A Million Dol^ 

lar Institution 

Back of This 

GUARANTEE 
Cet this straight—the 
American School was 
chartcrcd in 1897 as 
an cducatinual instilu- 
lion, UOt for profit. So 
>011 will lind the saine 
standards of service 
here a > in the licst res- 
ideat chools and col- 
leges. Ovcr 200 of the 
Icading Kngincers, Ex- 
tctilive and Educators 
i f the U. S. prepared 
the instruction we of- 
(er. Therr standing 
vouches for ils qualily. 
This isavailable toyou 
on ternis of only a few 
dollars a montli. Write 
for our souvenir hooh, 
"Whitc M,mie." given 
I'rei'. in célébration of 
our 30th Anniversary. 

Free Job Service 
Tho AniiTican Sohool îh tho llrHi in tho hoino-HLndy ticlil to roc- 
oKiii/c tue need 01 KUuruntecinK it.H course»» wilh a money-back 
contruct. if (ho iriiininu fnils to urccinitliNii the bonQilto you ox- 
pect. 1'hns ail riakuiul douhl arc cllininntod— olthopthotralnln 
vvlll holp you lo n bottor job an_ 
a raiso In pay op It wlll cosl you nothlng. To better curry oui this 
imniirunt servi ce, \to main tain 
u National l'inployment départ- 
moni uhich kceps in louch with (lie l'iuplovLTH of OraftMinen ull 
over the V, S. AU this without extra charge toourstudents and 
enuluutes. 

You Are 

Earning 

aWeek 

Less — 

o 

Preparing 

you for a 

>etter job 

and a Raise 

in Pay 

Placing you 

in a good, 

well-paid 

Position 

I guaruniee 10 préparé you ior 
a fine Drafting position, right 
in your home, in your spare 
time ; then I guaruntee to help 
you find such a position pay- 
ing at least 50% more than 
you eiirn today, within 60 
days aiter you complété this 
traiuing, or I will refund the 
small amount you pay for tui- 
tion. We makc this agreement 
to pro- '^this instruction will 
make yo" a real Drajtsman. 
Back ol this guarantee are 
the entire resources and rép- 
utation of this million dollar 
institution. 
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Professional 

Outfit GIVEN! 
You will naturally expect the American School 
give you the best kinti of instruments and tools with 
the best kihd of training. This outfit is good enough 
to use professionally after you finish your training. 
Mail coupon for description. 

O. C. Miller, Director Extension IVork 
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Learn Drafting—how to make and rcad plans, and Uie doors of 
opportunity in ail mechanical, building, and engineering lines 
swing open for you ! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open 
today than in any other one profession or trade. There's a variety, 
a fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work is so 
interesting, so we.ll paid — no other field offers equal opportuni- 
ties for quick promotion. 

The Draftsman is 

the Boss of the Works ! 

Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of ail Industry 
will stop until new ones can be made. Every move of every work- 
man on the job is controlled by the Draftsman tnrough his plans. 

Railroads, public works, buildings of a hun- 
dred sorts, machinery, electricity, automo- 
biles—ail manufacturing and construction 
start on the Drafting table! That's the kind 
of work to get into, friend. Where you have 
the same chance as anybody else to makc a 

quick successl 

— to prove you can learn 

at home in spare time! 
You'll be surprised how qui kl y you can 
learn Drafting by our new one-step-at-a- 
time method. We start you off doing 
actual Drafting room jobs from the very 
beginning. Before you know it. you are 
batting out professional plans like a vét- 
éran. Get the first three lessons—the cou- 

pon brings them. Do the m. Test your 
ability to master Drafting at home. 
Without cost or obligation. 

> C Miller. Dirertor Excon<ion Wc"1. 
American School. Dept. D-926 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St.. Chicago. 
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STRANGE FACTS 

By HUGO GERNSBACK 

T is a part and parcel of the makeup of the 
average human to be most irritated by some- 
thing that is unknown to him. If wetracedthis 
feeling to its lair, \ve vvould perhaps bave need 
of a psychologist for the ultimate explanation. 
It will usually be founë that the more sensitive 

the person in question the grealer the irritation. This type of 
person is usually easily offended because it seems an insuit 
to his mentality that a certain fact exists anywhere in the 
universe of whreh he has no knowledge. Often, also, the 
more highly learned a person is, the greater the irritation. 
Thus, when a scientist cornes along with something totally 
unorthodox—some new fact which may not be discernible as 
fact immediatcly—his fellow scicntists are usually the ones 
who becomc most irritated and loud in their denunciations. 
Thus it was with Galileo, when« he attempted to prove that 
the earth did not stand still, but spun around on its axis— 
a monstrous piece of "nonsense" in those days. It not only 
went against the grain and ail inborn instinct, but against 
the Church as well. 

It was, and still is truc in the case of Einstein and his 
Theory of Relativity. Most of these théories have been 
provcn after many years of wrangling among scientists and 
mathematicians, yet even today most of them are confirmed 
doubters. 

This is true, also, of a certain class of Amazixg Stories 
scientifiction readers, a class. by the way. which we are 
happy to statc, seems to be in the minority. This class is 
always ready. to tear and claw at any author who cornes 
along with a new idea which, for the fime being, may be 
confrary to fact, although it may still lie within the realm 
of science. Usually when such a scientifiction story is pub- 
lished, the howl raised by this class of readers is long 
and lusty. and most vitriolic. They give no quarter. and 
are loud in their denunciations. and go to great lengths in 
venting their opinions as to why such and such statement 
could never corne true. Yet. before the ink is dry. it has 
happened that a scientifiction prédiction has become a fact. 
L^ndannted, howevor. the Doubting Thomases arc inclined to 
close their eyes and minds against evcry fact and glibly say. 
"We don't bclieve it anyhow." The old story of "There ain't 
no such animal." 

As has often heen said. fact is stranger than fiction. If, 
for instance, we had published a scientifiction taie whereby 
a musician, just by waving his hands in the air, without any 
physical contacts of any kind, could produce the most 
beautiful music imaginable. I know right well that we would 
bave been inundated with protests that such a thing is a 
physical impossibility. Tndeed. every scientist could have 
given you dozens of good reasons why such a thing would 

be entirely absurd, impossible, and just pure fiction. Never- 
theless, in the current jssup of Science ami Invention, there 

tufemver 
ises rad 

kind of music. 

is describcd the apparato&invented by L. Theremin, a young 
Russian who uses radio "principles for his enthralling new 

In front of him stands a box containing certain radio in- 
struments. From the top of the box issues a rod. while at 
the left hand of the box is a brass ring. Just by waving his 
hânds in the vicinity" of the rod and ring. Mr. Theremin 
produces the purest as well as the most beautiful kind of 
music that has ever been produced. The efïect of the body 
capacity of the human being is responsible for the music and 
anyone can learn to play the instrument in short order, 
providing he knows music. T-onstrument gives forth flute- 
like or violin sounds of the ost exquisite beauty. 

A similar instrument, by the way, was used about two 
years ago, in my so-called Pianorad, an instrument using 
24 radio vacuum tubes, which 1 operate by means of an 
ordinary piano keyboard, while the music issues from the 
loud speaker the same as does the music of Theremin. Both 
instruments are based upon the same principle, except where 
I use an actual keyboard, Theremin uses his hands, which 
rtow act as an clcctric condenser. Otherwise the principle 
of the two apparatuses is the same. 

Then again, if one of our scientifiction authors had glibly 
told us the havoc and destruction that could be wrought by 
sound waves that could not be heard by the human car, we 
would probably have promptly heard from amateur scicntists 
and others. Yet, at a démonstration before the National 
Academy of Sciences, by Professor R. W. Wood of Johns- 
Hopkins University, this scientist produced the most astound- 
ing results with super sound waves, totally inaudible to the 
human ear. These sound waves, for instance, when acting 
upon cracked ice, shook the ice to pièces in short order 
and snow resulted. A fish in a glass bowl. when subjecled 
to these silent sound waves, is killed within several minutes. 
An ordinary candie, suspended in water, and influenced 
through the super sound waves, is shaken into powder and 
the water becomes a white milky fluid. 

Stranger yet. if two métal plates, separated by a quartz 
dise, and connectcd to the super sound wave instruments, are 
placed in a beaker, the latter filled with oil, there is created 
a sort of motind, while the oil will form a little mountain and 
stay that way, as long as the super sound waves are turned 
on. Not only that. but the top of the liquid oil mound will 
readily support a weight of 5 ounces at its crest. Ail these 
are facts, much stranger than fiction, and most of them have 
never even been used or imagined by the average scientific- 
tion writer. If he had imagined them. and written his imagin- 
ings, he would probably have been quickly derided or worse. 

Mr. Hugo Gernshack speaks every Tuesday at 9.30 F. M. from PFRNY on varions scientific and radio subjects. 
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The AlbatrosE continued her desccnt. slowing her ascension screws and moderating her speed so as not to leave the 'rain behind. She 
flew jbom it likc an enormous bectle or a gigantic bird of prey. She headed to right and left. and swept on m front, and hung behind . . . 
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CHAPTER I 

MYSTERIOUS SOUNDS 

m 
^|ANG! Bang!" 
jl^l The pistol shots were almost simul- 

taneous. A cow peacefully grazing fifty 
yards away received one of the bullets 
in her back. She had nothing to do with 

the quarrel ail the same. 
Neither of the adversaries was hit. 
Who were these two gentlemen ? We do not know, 

although this would be an excellent opportunity to 
hand down their names to posterity. Ail we can say 
is that the elder was an Englishman and the younger 
an American, and both of them were old enough to 
know better. 

So far as recording in what locality the inoffensive 
ruminant had just tasted her last tuft of herbage, 
nothing could be easier. It was on the left bank of 
Niagara, not far from the 
suspension bridge which 
joins the American to the 
Canadian bank three miles 
from the falls. 

The Englishman stepped 
up to the American. 

T contcnd, nevertheless, 
that it was 'Rule Brit- 
annia !' " 

"And I say it was 
'Yankee Doodle !' " re- 
plied the young American. 

The dispute was about 
to begin again when one 
of the seconds—doubtless 
in the interests of the milk 
trade—interposed. 

"Suppose we say it was 
•Rule Doodle' and 'Yankee 
Britannia,' and adjourn to 
breakfast ?" 

This compromise be- 
tween the national airs of 
Great Britain and ihe 
United States was adopted 
to the général satisfaction. 
The Americans and Eng- 
lîshmen walked up the 
bank of the Niagara on 
their way to Goat Island, 
the neutral ground be- 
tween the falls. Let us 
leave them in the presence 
of the boiled eggs and tra- 
ditional ham, and floods 
enough of tea to make 
the cataract jealous, and 
trouble ourselves no more 
about them. It is ex- 
tremely unlikely that we 
shall again meet with them 
in this story. 1 

Which was right. the Englishman or the Ameri- 
can ? It is not easy to say. Anyhow the duel shows 
how great was the excitement,'not only in the new 
but also in the old world, with regard to an inex- 
plicable phenomenon which for a month or more had 
driven everybody to distraction. 

« JDOBUR THE CONQUEROR" was issued in 1886. 
-/*- coïncident with the earliest practical intercsl which 

began to stir the world in regard to the "conquest of the 
air." With his usual boldly scienlific imagination Verne, 
having shtdied the question thoroughly from ail sides, 
looked into the future, fo'nncd a judgmîrr.t, and pictured 
the conquering air machine in the style he believed most 
likely to achieve success. 

In his poctical clitnax Verne déclarés that Robur is "the 
spirit of the future"; and it is true that even lo-day we 
can build no machine to match the "Albalross." We hâve, 
however, far outdistanced the historical account of avia- 
tion which Verne gives us in the course of his story, and 
which nccessarily ccases with the early "eighties." The 
c.v périment s of Prof essor Langley in Washington in 1896 
slartcd the world on loward a truc knozvlcdge of the laws 
of flight. Sincc Ihen Count Zeppelin and a dosen others 
in the "lighter than air" machines, and the Wright 
Urothers and a hundred others in those "heavier than air," 
hâve achicved rcsults which scarcc any but Verne himself 
had even dreamed of. when he wrote "Robur the 
Conqtteror." 

It is interesting to note that for many years after the 
publication of Verne's ideas, the conte si brlween the two 
'•schools, the lighter-than-air, and the heavier-than-afr, lias 
been raging. The Zeppelinisls in the meanwhile had their 
say, while the air plane adhérents had theirs. Yct it should 
be nolcd that it is most likely thaï a machine of the Verne 
type will in the end prevail. The lighter-than-air machines 
of the Zeppelin type will probably never be used com- 
mercially to any great c.rtcnt, duc to their exceedingly 
high cost. for one thing, and, second, duc to the difficully 
in naz'igating these huge monslers of the air. As for 
Vcrue's still more radically "heavy" ship, sustained alofl 
by the direct lift of her screws. nothing in the leasl 
iractical lias as yct been achicved in that line. 

Nearly twenty years after wriling "Robur," Jules Verne 
turned again to the same thème; and in 1905, the very 
ycar of his dcalh, his faithful publishers, the Helscls, 
issued "The M aster of the World," This is a sequel to 
"Robur the Conqueror," and zvill be published by us im- 
médiat c! y ^ after "Robur." The sequel cl early évidences 
that the inventive power of the aged masler and his skill 
in concciving and portraying a dramatic climax remained 
unimpaired even to the end. 

For the back g round of this story. Verne relurns chiefly 
to the région of I.ake Eric and Niagara, the tremendous 
cataract which had so impressed him on his znsit to il 
ncarly forty years beforc, and which he had described in 
"The Floating City." 

Never had the sky been so much looked at since 
the appearance of man on the terrestrial globe. The 
night before an aerial trumpet had blared its brazen 
notes through space immediately over that part of 
Canada between Lake Ontario and Lake Erie. Some 
people had heard those notes as "Yankee Doodle," 
others had heard them as "Rule Britannia," and 
hence the quarrel between the Anglo-Saxons, which 
ended with the breakfast on Goat Island. Perhaps 
it was neither one nor the other of these patriotic 
tunes, but what was undoubted by ail was that these 
extraordinary sounds had seemed to descend from 
the sky to the earth. 

What could it have been ? Was it some exubérant 
aeronaut rejoicing on that sonorous instrument of 
which some "musicians" make such obstreperous use ? 

No! There was no balloon and there were no 
aeronauts. Some strange phenomenon had occurred 
in the higher zones of the atmosphère, a phenomenon 
of which neither the nature nor the cause could be 

explained. To-day it ap- 
peared over America; 
forty-eight hours after- 
wards it was over Europe ; 
a week later it was in Asia 
over the Celestial Empire. 

Hence in every country 
of the world — empire, 
kingdom, or republic — 
there was anxiety which it 
was important to allay. If 
you hear in your house 
strange and inexplicable 
noises, do you not at once 
endeavor to discover the 

v._ase ? And if your search 
,ô in vain, do you not leave 
your house and take up 
your quarters in another? 
But in this case the house 
was the terrestrial globe ! 
There are no means of 
leaving that house for the 
moon, or Mars, or Venus, 
or Jupiter, or any other 
planet of the solar system. 
And so of necessity we 
have to find out what it is 
that takes place, not in the 
infinité void, but within 
the atmospherical zones. 
In fact, if there is no air 
there is no noise, and as 
there was a noise — that 
famous trumpet, to wit— 
the phenomenon must oc- 
cur in the air, the density 
of which invariably dimin- 
ishes, and which does not 
extend for more than 
some miles round our 

  spheroid. 
Naturally the n e w s - 

papers took up the question in their thousands, and 
treated it in every form, throwing on it both light and 
darkness, recording many things about it true or 
false, alarming and tranquilizing their readers—as 
the sale required—and almost driving ordinary peo- 
ple mad. At one blow party politics dropped un- 
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heeded—and the affairs of the world went on none 
the worse for it. 

But what could this thing be? There was not an 
oliservatory that was not applied to. If an observa- 
tory could not give a satisfactory answer, what was 
the use of observatories? If astronomers, who 
doubled and tripled the stars a hundred thousand 
million miles away, could not explain a phenomenon 
occurring only a few miles off, what was the use of 
astronomers ? 

The observatory at Paris was very guarded in 
what it said. In the mathematical section tbey had 
not thought the statement worth noticing; in the 
méridional section tbey knew nothing about it; in 
the physical observatory they had not corne across it ; 
in the geodetic section tbey had had no observation ; 
in the meteorological section there had been no rec- 
ord ; in the calculating room they had had nothing 
to deal with. At any rate the confession was a frank 
one, and the same frankness characterized the replies 
from the observatory of Montsouris and the magnetic 
station in the park of St. Maur. The same respect 
for the truth distinguished the Bureau des Longi- 
tudes. 

The provinces were slightly more affirmative. 
Perhaps in the night of the fifth and morning of the 
sixth of May there had appeared a flash of light of 
electrical origin which lasted about twenty seconds. 
At the Pic du Midi this light appeared between nine 
and ten in the evening. At the Meteorological Ob- 
servatory on the Puy de Dome the light had been 
observed between one and two o'clock in the morn- 
ing; at Mont Ventoux in Provence it had been seen 
between two and three o'clock; at Nice it had been 
noticed between three and four o'clock ; while at the 
Semnoz Alps between Annecy, Le Bourget, and Le 
Léman, it had been dere^ted just as the zénith was 
paling with the dawn. ^ 

Now it evidently would not do to disregard these 
observations altogether. There could be no doubt 
that a light had been observed at différent places, in 
succession, at intervais, during some hours. Hence, 
whether it had been produced from many centers in 
the ter restriai atmosphère, or from one center, it was 
plain that the light must bave traveled at a speed of 
over one hundred and twenty miles an hour. 

In the United Kingdom there was much per- 
plexity. The observatories were not in agreement. 
Greenwich would not consent to the proposition of 
Oxford. They were agreed on one point, however, 
and that was; "It was nothing at ail!" 

But, said one, "It was an optical illusion !" While 
the other contended that, "It was an acoustical illu- 
sion !" And so they disputed. Something, how- 
ever, was, it will be seen, common to both. "It was 
an illusion." 

Between the observatory of Berlin and the observ- 
atory of Vienna the discussion threatened to end in 
international complications ; but Russia, in the per- 
son of the director of the observatory at Pulkowa, 
showed that both were right. It ail depended on 
the point of view from which they attacked the 
phenomenon, which, though impossible in theory, 
was possible in practice. 

In Switzerland, at the observatory of Sautis in the 
canton of Appenzell, at the Righi, at the Gàbriss, in 
the passes of the St. Gothard, at the St. Bernard, at 
the Julier, at the Simplon, at Zurich, at Somblick in 

the Tyrolean Alps, there was a very strong disin- 
clination to say any thing about what nobody could 
prove—and that was nothing but reasonable. 

But in Italy, at the meteorological stations on 
Vesuvius, on Etna, in the Casa Inglesi, at Monte 
Cavo, the observers made no hésitation in admitting 
the materiality of the phenomenon, particularly as 
they had seen it by day in the form of a small cloud 
of vapor, and by night in that of a shooting star. 
But of what it was they knew nothing. 

SCIENTISTS began at last to tire of the mystery, 
while they continued to disagree about it, and 

even to frighten the lowly and the ignorant, who, 
thanks to one of the wisest laws of nature, have 
formed, form, and will form the immense majority 
of the world's inhabitants. Astronomers and meteo- 
rologists would soon have dropped the subject alto- 
gether had not, on the night of the 26th and 27th, the 
observatory of Kautokeino at Finmark, in Norway, 
and during the night of the 28th and 29th that of 
Isf jord at Spitzbcrgen—Norwegian one and Swedish 
the other—found themselves agreed in recording that 
in the centcr of an aurora borealis there had ap- 
peared a sort of huge bird, an aerial monster, whose 
structure they were unable to déterminé, but who, 
there was no doubt, was showering off from his 
body certain corpuscles which exploded like bombs. 

In Europe not a doubt was thrown on this obser- 
vation of the stations in Finmark and Spitzbergen. 
But what appeared the most phénoménal about it was 
that the Swedes and Norwegians could find them- 
selves in agreement on any subject whatever. 

There was a laugh at the asserted discovery in ail 
the observatories of South America, in Brazil, Peru, 
and La Plata, and in those of Australia at Sydney, 
Adelaide, and Melbourne ; and Australian laughter 
is very catching. 

To sum up, only one chief of a meteorological 
station ventured on a decided answer to this ques- 
tion. notwithstanding the sarcasms that his solution 
provoked. This was a Chinaman, the director of the 
observatory at Zi-Ka-Wey which rises in the center 
of a vast plateau less than thirty miles from the sea, 
having an immense horizon and wonderfully pure 
atmosphère. "It is possible," said he, "that the 
object was an aviform apparatus—a flying machine !" 

What nonsense ! 
But if the controversy was keen in the old world, 

we can imagine what it was like in that portion of 
the new of which the United States occupy so vast 
an area. 

A Yankee, we know, does not waste time on the 
road. He takes the street that leads him straight 
to his end. And the observatories of the American 
Fédération did not hesitate to do their best. If 
they did not hurl their objectives at each others' 
heads, it was because they would have had to put 
them back just when they most wanted to use them. 
In this much-disputed question the observatories of 
Washington in the District of Columbia, and Cam- 
bridge in Massachusetts, found themselves opposed 
by those of Dartmouth Collège in New Hampshire, 
and Ann Arbor in Michigan. The subject of their 
dispute was not the nature of the body observed, but 
the précisé moment of its observation. Ail of them 
claimed to have seen it the same night, the same hour, 
the same minute, the same second, although the 
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Irajectory of the mysterious voyager took it but a 
moderate height above the horizon. Now from 
Massachusetts to Michigan, from New Hampshire 
to Columbia, the distance is too great for this double 
observation, made at the same moment, to be con- 
sidered possible. 

Dudley at Albany, in the state of New York, and 
West Point, the military academy, showed that their 
colleagues were wrong by an elaborate calculation of 
the right ascension and dcclination of the aforesaid 
body. 

But later on it was discovered that the observers 
had been deceived in the body, and that what they 
had seen was an aerolite. This aerolite could not 
be the object in question, for how could an aerolite 
blow a trumpet ? 

It was in vain that they tried to get rid of this 
trumpet as an acoustical illusion. The ears were no 
more deceived than the eyes. Something had as- 
suredly been seen, and something had assuredly been 
heard. In the night of the 12th and 13th of May— 
a very dark night—the observers at Yale Collège, 
in the Sheffiekl Science School. had been able to take 
down a few bars of a musical phrase in D major, 
common time, which gave note for note, rhythm 
for rhythm, the chorus of the Chant du Départ. 

"Good," said the Yankee wags. "There is a 
French band well up in the air." 

"But to joke is not to answer." Thus said the 
observatory at Boston, founded by the Atlantic Iron 
Works Society, whose opinions in matters of astron- 
omy and meteorology began to have much weight in 
the world of science. 

Then there intervened the observatory at Cincin- 
nati, founded in 1870, on Mount Lookout, thanks 
to the generosity of Mr. Kilgour, and known for its 
micrometrical measurements of double stars. Its 
director declared with the utmost good faith that 
there had certainly been something, that a traveling 
body had shown itself at very short periods at différ- 
ent points in the atmosphère, but what were the na- 
ture of this body, its dimensions, its speed, and its 
trajectory, it was impossible to say. 

If was then that a journal whose publicity is im- 
mense—the Nctv York Herald—received the anony- 
mous contribution hereunder. 

"There will be in the recollection of most people 
the rivalry which existed a few years ago between 
the two hoirs of the Begum of Ragginahra, the 
French doctor Sarrasin, in the city of Frankville. 
and the German engineer Schultze, in the city of 
Steeltown, both in the south of Oregon in the 
United States. 

"It will not have been forgotten that, with the 
object of destroying Frankville, Herr Schultze 
launched a formidable engine, intended to beat down 
the town and annihilate it at a single blow. 

"Still less will it be forgotten that this engine, 
whose initial velocity .as it left the mouth of the 
monster cannnn had been erronepusly calculated, had 
flown off at a speed exceeding by sixteen times that 
of ordînary projectiles—or about four bundred and 
fifty miles an bour—that it did not fall to the ground. 
and that it passed into an aerolitic stage, so as to 
circle for ever round our globe. 

"Why should not this be the body in question ?" 
Very ingénions, Mr. Correspondent of the NeW 

York Herald! but how about the trumpet? There 
was no trumpet in Herr Schultze's projectile ? 

So ail the explanations explained nothing, and ail 
the observers had observed in vain. There remained 
only the suggestion offered by the director of Zi-Ka- 
Wey. But the opinion of a Chinaman ! 

The discussion continuée!, and there was no sign 
of agreement. Then came a short period of rest. 
Some days elapsed without any object, aerolite or 
otherwise, being descried, and without any trumpet 
notes being heard in the atmosphère. The body then 
had fallen on some part of the globe where it had 
been difficult to trace it ; into the sea, perhaps. Had 
it sunk in ihe depths of the Atlantic, the Pacific, or 
the Indian Océan? What was to be said in this 
matter ? 

But then, between the 2nd and 9th of june, there 
came a new sériés of facts which could not possibly 
be explained by the unaided existence of a cosmic 
phenomenon. 

In a week the Hamburgers at the top of St. 
Michael's Tower, the Turks on the highest minaret 
of St. Sophia, the Rouennais at the end of the métal 
spire of their cathedral, the Strasburgers at the sum- 
mit of their minster, the Amcricans on the head of 
the Liberty statue at the entrance of the Hudson and 
on the Bunker Hill monument at Boston, the Chinese 
at the spike of the temple of the Four Hundred 
Genii at Canton, the Hindoos on the sixteenth ter- 
race of the pyramid of the temple at Tanjore, the 
San Pietrini at the cross of St. Peter's at Rome, the 
English at the cross of St. Paul's in London, the 
Egyptians at the apex of the Great Pyramid of 
Ghizeh, the Parisians at the lightning conductor of 
the iron tower of the Exposition of 1889, a thousand 
feet high, ail of them beheld a flag floating from 
some one of these inaccessible points. 

And the flag was black, J.ntted with stars, and it 
bore a golden sun in its ce'^er. 

CHAPTER II 

Agreement Impossible 

A ND the first who say the contrary " 
l-jk "Indeed! But we will say the contrary 

J. m. so long as there is a place to say it in !" 
"And in spite of your threats " 
"Mind what you are saying. Bat Fynn !" 
"Mind what you are saying, Uncle Prudent!" 
"I maintain that the screw ought to be behind !" 
"And so do we ! And so do we!" replied half a 

hundred voices mingled into one. 
"No! It ought to be in front!" shouted Phil 

Evans. 
"In front!" roared fifty other voices, with a vigor 

in no whit less remarkable. 
"We shall never agree !" 
"Never! Never!" 
"Then what is the use of a dispute?" 
"It is not a dispute ! It is a discussion !" 
One would not have thought so, to listen to the 

taunts, objurgations and vociférations which filled 
the lecture room for a good quarter of an hour. 

The room was one of the largest in the Weldon 
Tnstitute, the well-known club in Walnut Street. 
Philadelphia. Pennsylvania, U. S. A. The evening 
before there had been an élection of a lamplighter, 
occasioning many public manifestations, noisy meet- 
ings, and even interchanges of blows, resulting in an 
effervescence which had not yet subsided, and which 
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would account for some of the excitement just ex- 
hibited by the members of the Weldon Institute. 
For this was merely a meeting of balloonists, dis- 
cussing the burning question of the direction of bal- 
loons. 

In this great saloon there were struggling, pushing, 
gesticulating, shouting, arguing, disputing, a hun- 
dred balloonists, ail with their hats on, under the 
authority of a président, assisted by a secretary and 
treasurer. They were not engineers by profession, 
but simply amateurs of ail that appertained to aero- 
statics, and they were amateurs in a fury, and es- 
pecially foes of those who would oppose balloons, 
"apparatuses heavier than the air," flying machines, 
aerial ships, or what not. That these people might 
one day discover the method of guiding balloons is 
possible. There could be no doubt that their prési- 
dent had considérable difficulty in guiding them. 

This président, well known in Philadelphia, was 
the famous Uncle Prudent, Prudent being his family 
name. There is nothing surprising in America in 
the qualificative uncle, since you can there be uncle 
without having either nephew or niece. There they 
speak of uncle as in other places they speak of father, 
though the father may have had no chÛdren. 

Uncle Prudent was a personage of considération, 
and in spite of his name was well known for his 
audacity. He was very rich, and that is no draw- 
back even in the United States ; and how could it be 
otherwise when he owned the greater part of the 
shares in Niagara Falls? A society of engineers 
had just been founded at Buffalo for working the 
cataract. It seemed to be an excellent spéculation. 
The seven thousand five hundred cubic meters that 
pass over Niagara in a second would produce seven 
millions of horse-powcw This enormous power, 
distributed amongst ail tL_ workshops within a radius 
of three hundred miles, would return an annual in- 
come of three hundred million dollars, of which the 
greater part would find its way into the pocket of 
Uncle Prudent. He was a bachelor, he lived quietly, 
and for his only servant had his valet Frycollin, who 
was hardly worthy of being the servant to so auda- 
cious a master. 

Uncle Prudent was rich, and therefore he had 
friends, as was natural ; but he also had enemies, al- 
though he was président of the club—among others 
ail those who envied his position. Amongst his bit- 
terest foes we may mention the secretary of the 
Weldon Institute. 

This was Phil Evans, who was also very rich, be- 
ing the rhanager of the Wheelton Watch Company, 
an important manufactory, which makes every day 
five hundred movements equal in every respect to the 
Swiss workmanship. Phil Evans would have passed 
for one of the happiest men in the world, and even in 
the United States, if it had not been for Uncle Pru- 
dent. Like him he was in his forty-sixth year ; like 
him, of invariable health ; like him of undoubted 
boldness. They were two men made to understand 
each other thoroughly, but they did not, for both 
were of extreme violence of character. Uncle Pru- 
dent was furiously hot; Phil Evans was abnormally 
cool. 

And why had not Phil Evans been elected prési- 
dent of the club? The votes were exactly divided 
between Uncle Prudent and him. Twenty times 
there had been a scrutiny, and twenty times the ma- 

jority had not declared for either one or the other. 
The position was embarrassing, and it might have 
lasted for the lifetime of the candidates. 

One of the members of the club then proposed a 
way out of the difficulty. This was Jem Chip, the 
treasurer of the Weldon Institute. Chip was a con- 
firmed vegetarian, a proscriber of ail animal nourish- 
ment, of ail fermented liquors, half a Mussulman, 
half a Brahman. On this occasion Jem Chip was 
supported by another member of the club, William 
T. Forbes, the manager of a large factory where 
they made glucose by treating rags with sulphuric 
acid. A man of good standing was this William T. 
Forbes, the father of two charming girls—Miss 
Dorothy, called Doll, and Miss Martha, called Mat, 
who gave the tone to the best society in Philadelphia. 

It followed, then, on the proposition of Jem Chip, 
supported by William T. Forbes and others, that it 
was decided to elect the président "on the center 
point." 

This mode of élection can be applied in ail cases 
when il is desired to elect the most worthy ; and a 
number of Americans of high intelligence are already 
thinking of employing il in the nomination of the 
Président of the Republic of the United States. 

On two boards of perfect whiteness a black line is 
traced. The length of each of these Unes is mathe- 
matically the same, for they have been determined 
with as much accuracy as the base of the first tri- 
angle in a trigonometrical survey. That donc, the 
two boards were erected on the same day in the cen- 
ter of the conférence room, and the two candidates, 
each armed with a fine needle, marched towards the 
board that had fallen to his lot. The man who 
planted his needle nearest the center of his line would 
be proclaimed Président of the Weldon Institute. 

The opération must be done at once—no guide 
marks or trial shots allowed ; nothing but sureness 
of eye. The man must have a compass in his eye, 
as the saying goes ; that was ail. 

Uncle Prudent stuck in his needle at the same 
moment as Phil Evans did his. Then there began the 
measurement to discover which of the two competi- 
tors had almost nearly approached the center. 

Wonderful ! Such had been the précision of the 
shots that the measures gave no appréciable différ- 
ence. If they were not exactly in the mathematical 
center of the line, the distance between the needles 
was so small as to be invisible to the naked eye. 

The meeting was much embarrassed. 
Fortunately one of the members, Truck Milnor, 

insisted that the measurements should be remade by 
means of a rule graduated by the micrometrical ma- 
chine of M. Perreaux, which can divide a millimeter 
into fifteen hundred parts. This rule, dividing the 
fifteen-hundredths of a millimeter with a diamond 
splinter, was brought to bear on the lines, and on 
reading the divisions through a microscope the fol- 
lowing were the results: Uncle Prudent had ap- 
proached the center within less than six fifteen-hun- 
dredths of a millimeter. Phil Evans was within nine 
fi f teen-hundredths. 

And that is why Phil Evans was only secretary 
of the Weldon Institute, whereas Uncle Prudent was 
président. A différence of three fi f teen-hundredths 
of a millimeter! And on account of it Phil Evans 
vowed against Uncle Prudent one of those hatreds 
which are none the less fierce for being latent. 
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CHAPTER III 

A Visiter is Announced 

THE many experiments made during this last 
quarter of the nineteenth century have given 
considérable impetus to the question of dirigi- 

ble balloons. The cars furnished vvith propellers 
attached in 1852 to the aérostats of the elongated 
form introduced by Henry Giffard, the machines of 
Dupuy de Lomé in 1872, of the Tissandier brothers 
in 1883, and of Captains Krebs and Renard in 1884, 
yielded many important results. But if these ma- 
chines, moving in a médium heavier than themselves, 
maneuvering under the propulsion of a screw, work- 
ing at an angle tu the direction of the wind, and even 
against the wind, to return to their point of de- 
parture, had been really "dirigible," they had only 
succeeded under very favorable conditions. In large 
covered halls their success was perfect. In a calm 
atmosphère they did very well. In a light wind of 
five or six yards a second they still moved. But noth- 
ing practical had been obtained. Against a miller's 
wind—nine yards a second—the machines had re- 
mained almost stationary. Against a fresh breeze— 
eleven yards a second—they would have advanced 
backwards. In a storm—twenty-seven to thirty-three 
yards a second—they would have been blown about 
like a feather. In a hurricane—sixty yards a second 
—they would have run the risk of being dashed to 
pièces. And in one of those cyclones which exceed 
a hundred yards a second not a fragment of them 
would have been left. It remained. then, even after 
the striking experiments of Captains Krebs and 
Renard, that though dirigible aérostats had gained a 
little speed, they coùld not be kept going in a moder- 
ate breeze. Hence the impossibility of making prac- 
tical use of this mode of aerial locomotion. 

With regard to the means employed to give the 
aérostat its motion a great deal of progress had been 
made. For the steam engines of Henry Giffard, and 
the muscular force of Dupuy de Lomé, electric mo- 
tors had graduai ly been substituted. The batteries 
of bichromate of potassium of the Tissandier broth- 
ers had given a speed of four yards a second. The 
dynamo-electric machines of Captains Krebs and 
Renard had developed a force of twelve horsepower 
and yielded a speed of six and a half yards per sec- 
ond. 

With regard to this motor, engineers and elec- 
tricians had been approaching more and more to that 
desideratum which is known as a steam horse in a 
watch case. Gràdually the results of the battery of 
which Captains Krebs and Renard had kept the 
secret had been surpassed, and aeronauts had become 
ablc to avail themselves of motors whose lightness 
increased at the saine time as their power. 

In this there was much to encourage those who be- 
lieved in the utilization of dirigible balloons. But yet 
how many good people there are who refuse to ad- 
mit the possibility of such a thing! If the aérostat 
finds support in the air it l)elongs to the médium in 
which it moves; under such conditions, how can its 
mass, which offers so much résistance to the currents 
of the atmosphère, make its way against the wind? 

In this struggle of the inventors after a light and 
power fui motor, the Americans had most nearly at- 
tained what they sought. A dynamo-electric appara- 
tus, in which a new battery was employed, the com- 

position of which was still a mystery, had been 
bought from its inventer, a Boston chemist up to 
then unknown. Calculations made with the greatest 
care, diagrams drawn with the utmost exactitude, 
showed that by means of this apparalus driving a 
screw of given dimensions a displacement could be 
obtained of from twenty to twenty-two yards a 
second. 

Now this was magnificent ! 
"And it is not dear," said Uncle Prudent, as he 

handed to the inventor in return for his formai re- 
ceipt the last instalment of the hundred thousand 
paper dollars he had paid for his invention. 

Immediately the Weldon Institute set to work. 
When there cornes along a projcct of practical utility 
the money leaps nimbly enough from American 
pockets. The funds flowed in even without its being 
necessary to form a syndicale. Three hundred thou- 
sand dollars came into the club's account at the first 
appeal. The work began under the superintendence 
of the most celcbrated aeronaut of the United States, 
Harry W. Tinder, immortalized by three of his 
ascents ont of a thousand, one in which he rose to a 
height of twelve thousand yards, higher than Gay 
Lussac, Coxwell, Sivet, Crocé-Spinelli, Tissandier, 
Glaisher; another in which he had crossed America 
from New York to San Francisco, exceeding by 
many hundred leagues the journeys of Nadar, Go- 
dard, and others, to say nothing of that of John Wise, 
who accomplished eleven hundred and fifty miles 
from St. Louis to Jefferson county ; the third, which 
ended in a frightful fall from fifteen hundred feet at 
the cost of a slight sprain in the right thumb, while 
the less fortunate Pilâtre de Rozier fell only seven 
hundred feet, and yet killed himself on the spot! 

At the time this story b~gins the Weldon Institute 
had got their work well in hand. In the Turner yard 
at Philadelphia there repdsed an enormous aérostat, 
whose strength had been tried by highly compressed 
air. It well merited the name of the monster balloon. 

How large was Nadar's Géant? Six thousand 
cubic meters. How large was John Wise's balloon? 
Twenty thousand cubic meteis. How large was the 
Giffard balloon at the 1878 Exhibition? Twenty-five 
thousand cubic meters. Compare these three aéro- 
stats with the aerial machine of the Weldon Institute, 
whose volume amounted to forty thousand cubic 
meters, and you will understand why Uncle Prudent 
and his colleagues were so justifiably proud of it. 

This balloon not being destined for the exploration 
of the higher strata of the atmosphère, was not called 
the Excelsior, a name which is rather too much held 
in honor among the citizens of America. Nu! It was 
called simply, the Go-ahead, and ail it had to do was 
to justify its name by going ahead obediently to the 
wishes of its commander. 

The dynamo-electric machine, made according to 
the patent purchased by the Weldon Institute, was 
nearly ready. In less than six weeks the Go-ahead 
would start for its first cruise through space. 

But, as we have seen, ail the mechanical difficulties 
had not been overcome. Many evenings had been 
devoted to discussing, not the form of its screw nor 
its dimensions, but whether it ought to be put behind, 
as the Tissandier brothers had done, or before as 
Captains Krebs and Renard had done. It is un- 
necessary to add that the partisans of the two Sys- 
tems had almost corne to blows. The group of "Be- 
forists" were equaled in number by the group of 
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"Behindists." Uncle Prudent, who ought to have 
given the casting vote—Uncle Prudent, brought up 
doubtless in the school of Professer Buridan—could 
not bring himself to décidé. 

Hence the impossibility of getting the screw into 
place. The dispute might last for some time, unless 
the government interfered. But in the United States 
the government meddles with private affairs as little 
as it possibly can. And it is right. 

Things were in this state at this meeting on the 
13th of June, which threatened to end in a riot—in- 
sults exchanged, fistieuffs succeeding the insults, cane 
thrashings succeeding the fisticufïs, revolver shots 
succeeding the cane thrashings—when at thirty-seven 
minutes past eight there occurred a diversion. 

The porter of the Weldon Institute coolly and 
calmly, like a policeman amid the storm of the meet- 
ing, approached the presidential desk. On it he 
placed a card. He awaited the orders that Uncle 
Prudent found it convenient to give. 

Uncle Prudent turned on the steam whistle, which 
did duty for the presidential bell, for even the Krem- 
lin clock would have struck in vain ! But the tumult 
slackened not. 

Then the président removed his hat. Thanks to 
this extreme measure a semi-silence was obtained. 

"A communication !" said Uncle Prudent, after 
taking a huge pinch from the snuff-box which never 
left him. 

"Speak up !" answered eighty-nine voices, acci- 
dentally in agreement on this one point. 

"A stranger, my dear colleagues, asks to be ad- 
mitted to the meeting." 

"Never!" replied every voice. 
"He desires to prove to us, it would appear," con- 

tinued Uncle Prudent, "'hat to believe in guiding 
balloons is In believe in'me absurdest of Utopias!" 

"Let him in ! Let himTn !" 
"W hat is the name of this singular personage?" 

asked secrctary Phil Evans. 
"Robur," replied Uncle Prudent. 
"Robur ! Robur ! Robur !" yelled the assembly. 

And the welcome accorded so quickly to the curions 
name was chiefly due to the Weldon Institute hoping 
to vent its exaspération on the head of him who bore 
it! 

CHAPTER IV 

In Which a New Character Appears 

'*^^|ITIZENS of the United States! My name 
1 . 's Kobur. I am worthy of the name ! I am 

forty years old, although I look but thirty, 
and I have a constitution of iron, a healthy vigor that 
nothing can shake, a muscular strength that few can 
equal, and a digestion that would be thought first 
class even in an ostrich !" 

They were listening ! Yes! The riot was quelled 
at once by the totally unexpected fashion of the 
speech. Was this fellow a madman or a hoaxer? 
Whoever he was, he kept his audience in hand. 
There was not a whisper in the meeting in which 
but a few minutes ago the storm was in full fury. 

And Robur looked the man he said he was. Of 
middle height and géométrie breadth, his figure was 
a regular trapezoid with (he greatest of its parallel 
sides formed by the line of his shoulders. On this 
line attached by a robust neck there rose an enormous 
spheroidal head. The head of what animal did it 

resemble from the point of view of passional anal- 
ogy? The head of a bull ; but a bull with an intelli- 
gent face. Eyes which at the least opposition would 
glow like coals of lire ; and above them a permanent 
contraction of the superciliary muscle, an invariable 
sign of extreme energy. Short hair, slightly woolly, 
with metallic reflections ; large chest rising and fall- 
ing like a smith's bellows; arms, hands, legs, feet, 
ail worthy of the trunk. No mustaches, no whiskers, 
but a large American goatee, revealing the attach- 
ments of the jaw whose masseter muscles were 
evidently of formidable strength. It has been cal- 
culated—what has not been calculated ?—that the 
pressure of the jaw of an ordinary crocodile can 
reach four hundred atmosphères, vvhile that of a 
hound can only amount to one hundred. From this 
the following curious formula has been deduced :— 
If a kilogram o.f dog produces eight kilograms of 
masseteric force, a kilogram of crocodile could pro- 
duce twelve. Now, a kilogram of the aforesaid 
Robur would not produce less than ten, so that he 
came between the dog and the crocodile. 

From what country did this remarkable specimen 
corne ? It was difficult to say. One thing was notice- 
able, and that was that he expressed himself fluently 
in English without a trace of the drawling twang 
that distinguishes the Yankees of New England. 

He continued: "And now, honorable citizens, for 
my mental faculties. You see before you an engineer 
whose nerves are in no way inferior to his muscles. 
I have no fear of anything or anybody. I have a 
strength of will that has never had to yield. When 
I have decided on a thing, ail America, ail the world, 
may strive in vain to keep me from it. When I have 
an idea I allow no one to share it, and I do not per- 
mit any contradiction. I insist on these détails, 
honorable citizens, because it is necessary you should 
quite understand me. Perhaps you think I am talk- 
ing too much about myself ? It does not matter if 
you do ! And now consider a little before you inter- 
rupt me, as I have corne to tell you something that 
you may not be particularly pleased to hear." 

A sound as of the surf on the beach began to rise 
along the first row of seats—a sign that the sea 
would not be long in getting stormy again. 

"Speak, stranger !" said Uncle Prudent, who had 
some difficulty in restraining himself. 

And Robur spoke as follows, without troubling 
himself any more about his audience. 

"Yes! I know it well ! After a century of experi- 
ments that have led to nothing, and trials giving no 
resuit, there still exist ill-balanced minds who believe 
in dirigible balloons. They imagine that a motor of 
some sort, electric or otherwise, might be applied 
to their pretentious skin bags which are at the mercy 
of every current in the atmosphère. They persuade 
themselves that they can be masters of an aérostat 
as they can be masters of a ship on the surface of 
the sea. Because a few inventors in calm or nearly 
calm weather have succeeded in working on an angle 
with the wind, or even going to windward in a gentle 
breeze, they think that the steering of aerial appa- 
ratus lighter than the air is a practicable matter. 
Well, now, look here: You hundred, who believe in 
the realization of your dreams, are throwing your 
thousands of dollars not into water but into space ! 
You are fighting the impossible!" 

Strange it was that at this affirmation the mem- 
bers of the Weldon Institute did not move. 1 lad 
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they beeome as deai' they were patient? Or were 
they reserving themselves to see how far this auda- 
cious contradictor would dare to go? 

Robur continued : "What ? A balloon ! When 
to obtain the raising of a couple of pounds you 
require a cubic yard of gas. A balloon pretending 
to resist the wind by aid of its mechanism, when 
the pressure of a light breeze on a vessel's sails is 
not less than that of four hundred horsepower ; when 
in the accident at the Tay Bridge you saw the storm 
produce a pressure of eight and a half hundredweight 
on a square yard. A balloon, when on such a Sys- 
tem nature lias never constructed anythirig flying, 
whether furnished with wings like birds, or mem- 
branes like certain fish, or certain mammalia " 

"Mammalia?" exclaimed one of the members. 
"Yes! Mammalia! The bat, which Aies, if 1 am 

not mistaken ! Is the gentleman unaware that this 
flier is a mammal ? Did he ever see an omelette 
made of bat's eggs?" 

The interrupter reserved himself for future inter- 
ruption, and Robur resumcd ; "But does that mean 
that man is to give up the conquest of the air, and 
the transformation of the domestic and political 
manners of the old world, by the use of this admir- 
able means of locomotion? By no means. As he 
has become mastcr of the seas with the ship, by the 
oar, the sail, the wheel, and the screw, so shall he 
become master of atmospherical space by apparatus 
heavier than the air—for it must be heavier to be 
stronger than the air !" 

And then the assembly exploded. What a broad- 
side of yells escaped from ail these mouths, aimed 
at Robur like the muzzles of so many guns ! Was 
not this hurling a déclaration of war into the very 
camp of the balloonists? Was not this a stirring up 
of strife between "the lighter" and "the heavier" 
than air? 

Robur did not even frown. With folded arms he 
waited hravely till silence was obtained. 

By a gesture Uncle Prudent ordered the firing to 
cease. 

"Yes," continued Robur, "the future is for the 
flying machine. The air affords a solid fulcrum. 
If you will give a column of air an ascensional move- 
ment of forty-five meters a second, a man can sup- 
port himself on the top of it if the soles of his boots 
have a superficies of only the eighth of a square 
meter. And if the speed be increased to ninety 
meters, he can walk on it with naked feet. Or if, 
by means of a screw, you drive a mass of air at 
this speed, you get the same resuit." 

What Robur said had been said before by ail the 
partisans of aviation, whose work slowly but surely 
is leading on to the solution of the problem. To 
Ponton d'Amécourt, La Landelle, Nadar, De Luzy, 
De Louvrié, Liais, Beleguir, Moreau, the brothers 
Richard, Babinet, Jobert, Du Temple, Salives, Pen- 
aud, De Villeneuve, Gauchot and Tatin, Michel 
Loup, Edison, Planavergne, and so many others, 
belongs the honor of having brought forward ideas 
of such simplicity. Abandoned and resumed tirries 
without nuniber, they are sure some day to triumph. 
To the enemies of aviation, who urge that the bird 
only sustains himself by warming the air he strikes, 
their answer is ready. Plave they not proved that 
an eagle weighing five kilograms would have to fill 
fifty cubic meters with his warm fluid merely to 
sustain himself in space? 

This is what Robur demonstrated with undeniable 
logic amid the uproar that arose on ail sides. And 
in conclusion these are the words he hurled in the 
faces of the balloonists : "With your balloons you 
can do nothing—you will arrive at nothing—you 
dare do nothing! The boldest of your aeronauts, 
John Wise, although he has made an aerial voyage 
of twelve hundred miles above the American conti- 
nent, has had to give up his project of crossing the 
Atlantic! And you have not advanced a step—not 
one step—towards your end." 

"Sir," said the président, who in vain endeavored 
to keep himself cool, "you forget what was said by 
our immortal Franklin at the first appearance of the 
fire balloon, Tt is but a child, but it will grow !' It 
was but a child, and it has grown." 

"No, Mr. Président, it has not grown ! It has got 
fatter—and that is not the same thing !" 

This was a direct attack on the Weldon Institute, 
which had decreed, helped, and paid for the making 
of a monster balloon. And so propositions of the 
following kind began to fly about the room : "Turn 
him out !" "Throw him off the platform !" "Prove 
that he is heavier than the air !" 

BUT these were only words, not means to an end. 
Robur remained impassible, and continued1, 

"There is no progress for your aérostats, my citizen 
balloonists; progress is for flying machines. The 
bird Aies, and he is not a balloon, he is a piece of 
mechanism !" 

"Yes, he Aies!" exclaimed the ficry Bat. T. Fynn; 
"but he Aies against ail the laws of mechaniçs." 

"Indeed !" said Robur, shrugging his shoulders, 
and resuming, "Since we have begun the study of 
the flight of large and small birds one simple idea 
has prevailed—to imitate nature, which never makes 
mistakes. Between the alDatross, which gives hardi}' 
ten beats of the wing per minute, between the pélican, 
which gives seventy " 

"Seventy-one," said the voice of a scoffer. 
"And the bee, which gives one hundred and ninety- 

two per second " 
"One hundred and ninety-three !" said the face- 

tious individual. 
"And the common house fly, which gives three 

hundred and thirty " 
"And a half !" 
"And the mosquito, which gives millions " 
"No, milliards!" 
But Robur, the interrupted, interrupted not his 

démonstration. "Between these différent rates " 
he continued. 

"There is a différence," said a voice. 
"There is a possibility of finding a practical solu- 

tion. When De Lucy showed that the stag beetle, 
an insect weighing only two grammes, could lift a 
weight of four hundred grammes, or two hundred 
times its own weight, the problem of aviation was 
solved. Besides, it has been shown that the wing 
surface decreases in proportion to the increase of 
the size and weight of the animal. Hence we can 
look forward to such contrivances " 

"Which would never fly !" said secretary Phil 
Evans. 

"Which have flown, and which will fly," said 
Robur, without being in the least disconcerted, "and 
which we can call streophores, helicopters, orthopters 
or, in imitation of the word 'nef,' which cornes 



834 AMAZING STORIES 

from 'navis,' or call them 'efs,' from 'avis,'—by 
means of which man will become the master of space. 
The hélix " 

"Ah, the hélix !" repliecl Phil Evans. "But the 
bird bas no hélix; that we know !" 

"So," said Robur; "but Penaud lias shown that 
in reality the bird makes a hélix, and its flight is 
helicopteral. And the motor o£ the future is the 
screvv " 

"From such a maladee 
Saint Hélix keep us free!" 

sung out one of the members, who had accidentally 
hit upon the air from Herold's Zampa. 

And they ail took up the chorus: 

"From such a maladee 
Saint Hélix keep us free!" 

with such intonations and variations as would have 
made the French composer groan in his grave. 

As the last notes died away in a frightful discord 
Uncle Prudent took advantage of the momentary 
calm to say, "Stranger, up to now, we let you speak 
without interruption." 

It seemed that for the président of the Weldon 
Institute shouts, yells, and catcalls were not inter- 
ruptions, but only an exchange of arguments. 

"But I may remind you, ail the same, that the 
theory of aviation is condemned beforehand, and 
rejected by the majority of American and foreign 
engineers. It is a System which was the cause of 
the death of the Flying Saracen at Constantinople, 
of the monk Volador at Lisbon, of De Leturn in 
1852, of De Groof in 1864, besides the victims I 
forget since the mytholog:'al Icarus " 

"A System," replied Robur, "no more to be con- 
demned than that wliosèr"martyrology contains the 
names of Pilâtre de Rozier at Calais, of Blanchard 
at Paris, of Donaldson and Grimwood in Lake 
Michigan, of Sivel and of Crocé-Spinelli, and others 
whom it takes good care to forget." 

This was a counter-thrust with a vengeance. 
"Besides," continued Robur. "with your balloons 

as good as you can make them you will never obtain 
any speed worth mentioning. It would take you ten 
years to go round the world—and a flying machine 
could do it in a week !" 

Here arose a new tempest of protests and déniais, 
which lasted for three long minutes. And then Phil 
Evans took up the word. 

"Mr. Ayiator," lie said, "you who talk so much 
of the benefits of aviation, have you ever aviated?" 

"1 have." 
"And made the conquest of the air?" 
"Not unlikely." 
"Hooray for Robur the Conqueror !" shouted an 

ironical voice. 
"Well, yes! Robur the Conqueror! T accept the 

name and I will bear it, for I have a right to it." 
"We beg to doubt it !" said Jem Chip. 
"Gentlemen," said Robur, and his brows knit, 

"when I have just seriously stated a serions thing I 
do not permit anyone to reply to me by a flat déniai, 
and I shall be glad to know the name of the 
interrupter." 

"My name is Chip, and T am a vegetarian." 
"Citizen Chip," said Robur, "I knew that vege- 

tarians had longer alimentary canals than other men 

—a good foot longer at the least. That is quite long 
enough; and so do not compel me to make yours 
any longer by beginning at your ears and " 

"Throw him out." 
"Into the street with him!" 
"Lynch him!" 
"Hélix him !" 
The rage of the balloonists burst forth at last. 
They rushed at the platform. Robur disappeared 

amid a sheaf of hands that were thrown about as 
if caught in a storm. In vain the steam whistle 
screamed its fanfares over the assembly. Philadel- 
phia might well think that a lire was devouring one 
of its quarters and that ail the waters of the Schuyl- 
kill could not put it out. 

Suddenly there was a recoil in the tumult. Robur 
had put his hands into his pockets, withdrawn them, 
and now held them out at the front ranks of the 
infuriated mob. 

In each hand was one of those American institu- 
tions known as revolvers which the mere pressure of 
the fingers is enough to fire—pocket mitrailleuses in 
fact. 

And taking advantage not only of the recoil of 
his assailants but also of the silence which accom- 
panied it, 

"Decidedly," said he, "it was not Amerigo that 
discovered the New World, it was Cabot! You are 
not Americans, citizen balloonists ! You are only 
Cabo—" 

Four or five pistol shots cracked out, fired into 
space. They hurt nobody. Amid the smoke the 
engineer vanished ; and when it had thinned away 
there was no trace of him. Robur the conqueror 
had flown, as if some apparatus of aviation had borne 
him into the air. 

CHAPTER V 

Another Disappcarance 

THIS was not the first occasion on which, at 
the end of their stormy discussions, the mem- 
bers of the Weldon Institute had filled Walnut 

Street and its neighborhood with their tumult. Sev- 
eral times had the inhabitants complained of the 
noisy way in which the proceedings ended, and more 
than once had the policemen had to interféré to clear 
the thoroughfare for the passersby, who for the 
most part were supremely indiffèrent on this question 
of aerial navigation. But never before had the 
tumult attained such proportions, never had the com- 
plaints been better founded, never had the interven- 
tion of the police been more necessary. 

But there was some excuse for the members of 
the Weldon Institute. They had been attacked in 
their own house. To these enthusiasts for "lighter 
than air" a no less enthusiast for "heavier than air" 
had said things absolutely abhorrent. And at the 
moment they were about to treat him as he deserved. 
he had disappeared. 

So they cried aloud for vengeance. To leave such 
insults unpunished was impossible to ail with Ameri- 
can blood in their veins. Had not the sons of 
Amerigo been called the sons of Cabot? Was not 
that an insuit as unpardonable as it happened to he 
just—historically ? 

The members of the club in several groups rushed 
down Walnut Street, then into the adjoining streets, 
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and then ail over the neighborhood. They woke 
up the householders ; they compelled them to search 
their houses, prepared to indemnify them later on 
for the outrage on their privacy. Vain were ail 
their trouble and searching. Robur was nowhere 
to be found; there was no trace of him. He might 
have gone ofï in the Go-ahead, the balloon of the 
Institute, for ail they could tell. After an hour's 
hunt the members had to give in and separate, not 
before they had agreed to extend their search over 
the whole territory of the twin Americas that form 
the new continent. 

By eleven o'clock quiet had been restored in the 
neighborhood of Walnut Street. Philadelphia was 
able to sink again into that sound sleep which is the 
privilège of non-manufacturing towns. The différent 
members of the club parted to seek their respective 
houses. To mention the most distinguished amongst 
them, William T. Forbes sought his large sugar 
establishment, where Miss Doll and Miss Mat had 
prepared for him his evening tea, sweetened with 
his own glucose. Truck Milnor took the road to 
his factory in the distant suburb, where the engines 
worked day and night. Treasurer Jem Chip, publicly 
accused of possessing an alimentary canal twelve 
inches longer than that of other men, returned to 
the vegetable soup that was waiting for him. 

Two of the most important balloonists—two only 
—did not seem to think of returning so soon to their 
domicile. They availed themselves of the oppor- 
tunity to discuss the question with more than usual 
acrimony. These were the irreconcilables, Uncle 
Prudent and Phil Evans, the président anci secre- 
tary of the Weldon Institute. 

At the door of the club the valet Frycollin waited 
for Uncle Prudent, his master, and at last he went 
after him, though he cayed but little for the subject 
which had set the two colleagues at loggerheads. 

It is only by an euphemism that the verb "discuss" 
can be used to express the way in which the duet 
between the président and secretary was being per- 
formed. As a matter of fact they were in full 
wrangle with an energy born of their old rivalry. 

"No, sir, no," said Phil Evans. "If I had had the 
honor of being président of the Weldon Institute, 
there never, no, never, would have been such a 
scandai." 

"And what would you have done, if y ou, had had 
the honor?" demanded Uncle Prudent. 

"I would have stopped the insulter before he had 
opened his mouth." 

"It seems to me it would have been impossible to 
stop him until he had opened his mouth," replied 
Uncle Prudent. 

"Not in America, sir ; not in America." 

AND exchanging such observations, increasing 
in bitterness as they went, they walked on 

through the streets farther and farther from their 
homes, until they reached a part of the city whence 
they had to go a long way round to get back. 

Frycollin followed, by no means at ease to see his 
master plunging into such deserted spots. He did 
not like deserted spots, particularly after midnight. 
In fact the darkness was profound and the moon was 
only a thin crescent just beginning its monthly life. 
Frycollin kept a lookout to the left and right of him 
to see if he was followed. And he fancied he could 
see five or six hulking fellows dogging his footsteps. 

Instinctively he drew nearer to his master, but not 
for the world would he have dared to break in on 
the conversation of which the fragments reached him. 

In short it so chanced that the président and sec- 
retary of the Weldon Institute found themselves on 
the road to Fairmount Park. In the full heat of 
their dispute they crossed the Schuylkill River by 
the famous iron bridge. They met only a few belated 
wayfarers, and pressed on across a wide open tract 
where the immense prairie was broken every now 
and then by the patches of thick woodland which 
make the park différent from any other in the world. 

There Frycollin's terror became acute, particularly 
as he saw the five or six shadows gliding after him 
across the Schuylkill bridge. The pupils of his eyes 
broadened out to the circumference of his iris, and 
his limbs seemed to diminish as if endowed with the 
contractility peculiar to the mollusca and certain of 
the articulata; for Frycollin, the valet, was an egre- 
gious coward. 

He was a pure South Carolina negro, with the 
head of a fool and the carcass of an imbecile. Being 
only one and twenty, he had never been a slave, not 
even by birth, but that made no différence to him. 
Grinning and greedy and idle, and a magnificent 
poltroon, he had been the servant of Uncle Prudent 
for about three years. Over and over again had his 
master threatened to kick him out, but had kept him 
on for fear of doing worse. With a master ever 
ready to venture on the most audacious enterprises, 
Frycollin's cowardice had brought him many arduous 
trials. But he had some compensation. Very little 
had been said about his gluttony, and still less about 
his laziness. 

Ah, Valet Frycollin, if you could only have read 
the future! Why, oh vjiy, Frycollin, did you not 
remain at Boston with the Sneffels, and not have 
given them up when they ïalked of going to Switzer- 
land ? Was not that a much more suitable place for 
you than this of Uncle Prudent's, where danger was 
daily welcomed? 

But here he was, and his master had become used 
to his faults. He had one advantage, and that was 
a considération. Although he was a negro by birth 
he did not speak like a negro, and nothing is so irri- 
tating as that hateful jargon in which ail the pro- 
nouns are objective and ail the verbs infinitive. Let 
it be understood, also that Frycollin was a thorough 
coward. 

And now it was midnight, and the pale crescent 
of the moon began to sink in the west behind the 
trees in the park. The rays streaming fitfully 
through the branches made the shadows darker than 
ever. Frycollin looked around him anxiously. 
"Brrr!" he said, "there are those fellows there ail 
the time. Positively they are getting nearer ! Master 
Uncle !" he shouted. 

It was thus he called the président of the Weldon 
Institute, and thus did the président desire to be 
called. 

At the moment the dispute of the rivais had 
reached its maximum, and as they hurled their epi- 
thets at each other they walked faster and faster, 
and drew farther and farther away from the Schuyl- 
kill bridge. They had reached the center of a wide 
clump of trees, whose summits were just tipped by 
the parting rays of the moon. Beyond the trees was 
a very large clearing—an ov?l field, a complété 
amphitheater. Not a hillock was there to hinder the 
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gallop of the horses, not a bush to stop the view of 
the spectators. 

And if Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans had not 
been so deep in their dispute, and had used their 
eyes as they were accustomed to, they would have 
found the clearing was not in its usual state. Was 
it a flour mill that had anchored on it during the 
night ? It looked like it, with its wings and sails— 
motionless and mysterious in the gathering gloom. 

But neither the président nor the secretary of the 
Weldon Institute noticed the strange modification in 
the landscape of Fairmount Park ; and neither did 
Frycollin. It seemed to him that the thieves were 
approaching, and preparing for their attack ; and he 
was seized with convulsive fear, paralyzed in his 
limbs, with every hair he could boast of on the bristle. 
His terror was extreme. Flis knees bent under him, 
but he had just strength enough to exclaim for the 
last time, "Master Uncle ! Master Uncle !" 

"What is the matter with you?" askcd Uncle Pru- 
dent. Perhaps the disputants would not have been 
sorry to have relieved their fury at the expense of the 
unfortunate valet. But they had no time; and neither 
even had he time to answer. 

A whistle was heard. A flash of electric light shot 
across the clearing. 

A signal, doubtless? The moment had corne for 
the deed of violence ! In less time than it takes to 
tell, six men came leaping across from under the 
trees, two upon Uncle Prudent, two upon Phil Evans, 
two upon Frycollin—there was no need for the two 
last, for the negro was incapable of defending him- 
self. The président and secretary of the Weldon In- 
stitute, although taken by surprise, would have re- 
sisted. 

They had neither time nor strength to do so. In 
a second they were rendéfed speechless by a gag, 
blind by a bandage, thrcrfvn down, pinioned and 
carried bodily off across the clearing. What could 
they think except that they had fallen into the hands 
of people who intended to rob them ? The people did 
nothing of the sort, however. They did not even 
touch Uncle Prudent's pockets, although, according 
to his custom, they were full of paper dollars. 

Within a minute of the attack, without a word 
being passed, Uncle Prudent, Phil Evans, and Fry- 
collin felt themselves laid gently down, not on the 
grass, but on a sort of plank that creaked beneath 
them. They were laid down side by side. 

A door was shut; and the grating of a boit in a 
staple told them that they were prisoners. 

Then there came a continuons buzzing, a quivering, 
a frrrr with the rrr unending. 

And that was the only sound that broke the quiet 
of the night. 

Great was the excitement next morning in Phila- 
delphia ! Very early was it known what had passed 
at the meeting of the Institute. Everyone knew of 
the appearance of the mysterious engineer named 
Robur — Robur the Conqueror — and the tumult 
among the balloonists, and his inexplicable disap- 
pearance. 

But it was quite another thing when ail the town 
heard that the président and secretary of the club 
had also disappeared during the night. 

Long and keen was the search in the city and 
neighborhood ! Useless ! The newspapers of Phila- 

delphia, the newspapers of Pennsylvania, the news- 
papers of the United States reported the facts and 
explained them in a hundred ways, not one of which 
was the right one. Heavy rewards were oft'ered, and 
placards were pasted up, but ail to no purpose. The 
earth seemed to have opened and bodily swallowed 
the président and secretary of the Weldon Institute. 

CFIAPTER VI 

The Président and Secretary Suspend Hostilities 

A BANDAGE over the eyes, a gag in the mouth, 
a cord round the wrists, a cord round the 
ankles, unable to see, to speak, or to move, 

Uncle Prudent, Phil Evans, and Frycollin were any- 
thing but pleased with their position. Knowing not 
who had seized them, nor into what they had been 
thrown like parcels in a goods wagon, nor where 
they were, nor what was reserved for them—it was 
enough to exasperate even the most patient of the 
ovine race, and we know that the members of the 
Weldon Institute were not precisely sheep as far as 
patience went. With his violence of character we can 
easily imagine how Uncle Prudent felt. One thing 
was évident, that Phil Evans and he would find it 
difficult to attend the club next evening. 

As to Frycollin, with his eyes shut and his mouth 
closed, it was impossible for him to think of any- 
thing. He was more dead than alive. 

For an hour the position of the prisoners remained 
unchanged. No one came to visit them, or to give 
them that liberty of movement and speech of which 
they lay in such need. They were reduced to stifled 
sighs, to grunts emitted over and under their gags, 
to everything that betrayed anger kept dumb and 
fury imprisoned, or rather bound down. Then after 
many fruitless efforts they remained for some time 
as though lifeless. Then as the sense of sight was 
denied them they tried by their sense of hearing to 
obtain some indication of the nature of this disquiet- 
ing state of things. But in vain did they seek for 
any other sound than an interminable and inexplic- 
able f-r-r-r which seemed to envelope them in a 
quivering atmosphère. 

At last something happened. Phil Evans, regain- 
ing his coolness, managed to slacken the cord which 
bound his wrists. Little by little the knot slipped, 
his Angers slipped over each other, and his hands 
regained their usual freedom. 

A vigorous rubbing restored the circulation. A 
moment after he had slipped off the bandage which 
bound his eyes, taken the gag out of his mouth, and 
eut the cords round his ankles with his knife. An 
American who has not a bowie-knife in his pocket is 
no longer an American. 

But if Phil Evans had regained the power of 
moving and speaking, that was ail. His eyes were 
useless to him—at présent at any rate. The prison 
was quite dark, though about six feet above him a 
feeble gleam of light came in through a kind of loop- 
hole. 

As may be imagined, Phil Evans did not hesitate 
to at once set free his rival. A few cuts with the 
bowie settled the knots which bound him foot and 
hand. 

Immediately Uncle Prudent rose to his knees and 
snatched away his bandage and his gag. 

"Thanks," said he. in a stifled voice. 
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"No !" said the other, "no thanks." 
"Phil Evans?" 
"Uncle Prudent?" 
"Here we are no longer the président and secretary 

of the Weldon Institute. We are adversaries no 
more." 

"You are right," answered Evans. "We are now 
only two men agreed to avenge ourselves on a third 
whose attempt deserves severe reprisais. And this 
third is " 

"Robur !" 
"It is Robur!" 
On this point both were absolutely in accord. On 

this subject there was no fear of dispute. 
"And your servant?" said Phil Evans, pointing to 

Frycollin, who was puffing like a grampus. "We 
must set him free." 

"Not yet," said Uncle Prudent. "He would over- 
whelm us with bis jeremiads, and we have something 
else to do than abuse each other. 

"What is that, Uncle Prudent?" 
"To save ourselves if possible." 
"And even if it is impossible." 
"You are right; even if it is impossible." 
There could be no doubt that this kidnapping was 

due to Robur, for an ordinary thief would have 
relieved them of their watches, jewelry, and purses, 
and thrown their bodies in the Schuylkill with a good 
gash in their throats instead of throwing them to the 
bottom of  Of what? That was a serious ques- 
tion, which would have to be answered before at- 
tempting an escape with any chance of success. 

"Phil Evans," began Uncle Prudent, "if, when we 
came away from our meeting, instead of indulging 
in amenities to which we need not recur, we had kept 
our eyes more open, this would not have happenêd. 
Had we remained in the strects of Philadelphia there 
would have been noue of this. Evidently Robur 
forcsaw what would happen at the club, and had 
placed some of his bandits on guard at the door. 
When we left Walnut Street thèse fellows must have 
watched us and foliowed us, and when we impru- 
dently ventured into Eairmount Park they. went in 
for their little game." 

"Agreed," said Evans. "We were wrong not to go 
straight home." 

"It is always wrong not to be right," said Prudent. 
Here a long-drawn sigh escaped from the darkest 

corner of the prison. "What is that?" asked Evans. 
"Nothing! Frycollin is dreaming." 
"Between the moment we were seized a few steps 

out into the clearing and the moment we were thrown 
in here only two minutes elapsed. It is thus évident 
that these people did not take us out of Fairmount 
Park." 

"And if they had donc so we should have felt we 
were being moved." 

"Undoubtedly ; and consequently we must be in 
some vehicle, perhaps some of those long prairie 
wagons, or some show-caravan " 

"Evidently ! For if we were in a boat moored on 
the Schyulkill we should have noticed the movement 
due to the current " 

"That is so ; and as we are still in the clearing, I 
think that now is the time to get away, and we can 
return later to settle with this Robur " 

"And make him pay for this attempt on the liberty 
of two citizens of the United States." 

"And he shall pay pretty dearly !" 

"But who is this man? Where does he corne from? 
Is he English, or German, or French " 

"Pie is a scoundrel, that is enough !" said Uncle 
Prudent. "Now to work." And then the two men, 
with their hands stretched out and their fingcrs wide 
apart, began to feel round the walls to find a joint 
or crack. 

Nothing. Nothing; not even at the door. It was 
closely shut and it was impossible to shoot back the 
lock. Ail that could be donc was to make a hole, and 
escape through the hole. It remained to be seen if 
the knives could eut into the walls. 

"But whence cornes this never-ending rustling?" 
asked Evans, who was much impressed at the con- 
tinuous f-r-r-r. 

"The wind, doubtless," said Uncle Prudent. 
"The wind ! But I thought the night was quite 

calm." 
"So it was. But if it isn't the wind, what can it 

be?" 
Phil Evans got out the best blade of his knife and 

set to work on the wall near the door. Perhaps he 
might make a hole which would enable him to open 
it from the outside should it be only bolted or should 
the key have been left in the lock. 

He worked away for some minutes. The only 
resuit was to nip up his knife, to snip off its point, 
and transform what was left of the blade into a 
saw. 

"Doesn't it eut?" asked Uncle Prudent. 
"No." 
"Is the wall made of sheet iron?" 
"No ; it gives no metallic Sound when you hit it." 
"Is it of ironwood ?" 
"No ; it isn't iron and it isn't wood." 
"What is it then?" 
"Impossible to say. Tut, anyhow, steel doesn't 

touch it." 
Uncle Prudent, in a sudden outburst of fury, 

began to rave and sfamp on the sonorous planks, 
while his hands sought to strangle an imaginary 
Robur. 

<<T3E calm. Prudent, be calm ! You have a try." 
-13 Uncle Prudent had a try, but the knife could 

do nothing against a wall which its best blades could 
not even scratch. The wall seemed to be made of 
crystal. 

So it became évident that ail flight was imprac- 
ticable except through the door, and for a time they 
must resign themselves to their fafe—not a very 
pleasant thing for the Yankee tempérament, and very 
much to the disgust of these eminently practical men. 
But this conclusion was not arrived at without many 
objurgations and loud-sounding phrases hurled at 
this Robur—who, from what had been seen of him 
at the Weldon Institute, was not the sort of man to 
trouble himself much about them. 

Suddenly Frycollin began to give unequivocal signs 
of being unwell. He began to writhe in a most 
lamentable fashion, either with cramp in his stomach 
or in his limbs ; and Uncle Prudent, thinking it his 
duty to put an end to these gymnastics, eut the cords 
that bound him. 

He had cause to be sorry for it. Immediately there 
was poured forth an interminable litany, in which the 
terrors of fear were mingled with the tortures of 
hunger. Frycollin was no worse in his brain than 
in his stomach, and it would have been difficult to 
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décidé to which organ the chief cause of the trouble 
should be assigned. 

"Frycollin !" said Uncle Prudent. 
"Master Uncle ! Master Uncle !" answered the 

negro between two of bis lugubrious howls. 
"It is possible that we are doomcd to die of hunger 

in this prison, but we bave made up our minds not to 
succumb until we bave availed ourselves of every 
means of alimentation to prolong our lives." 

"To eat me?" exclaimed Frycollin. 
"As 5s always donc with a negro under sucb cir- 

cumstances ! So you had better not make yourself 
too obvions " 

"Or you'll bave your bones picked !" said Evans. 
And as Frycollin saw he might be used to prolong 

two existences more precious than bis own, be con- 
tented himsclf thenceforth with groaning in quiet. 

The time went on, and ail attempts to force the 
door or get through the wall proved fruitless. What 
the wall was made of was impossible to say. It was 
not métal ; it was not wood ; it was not stone. And 

■Il the cell seemed to be made of the same stuff. 
W hcB they stampeû on the floor it gave a peculiar 
Sound that Tîocle Prudent found difficult to describe ; 
the floor seciiied to sound hollow, as if it were 
not resting directly bn the ground of the clearing. 
And the inexplicable f-r-r-r-r ?eemed to sweep along 
below it. Ail of which was rather î'arming. 

"Uncle Prudent," said Phil Evans. 
"Well?" 
"Do voi* think iur prisor has been moved at ail ?" 
"Not that 1 icnow ot.'' 
"Because when we were first caught I distînctly 

remember the fresh fragrance of the grass and the 
résinons odor of the park frees. While now, wher 1 
take in a good sniff of tfie'air, it seems as though ail 
that had gone." 

"So it has." 
"Why ?" 
"We cannot say why unless we admit that the 

prison has moved; and I say again that if the prison 
had moved. either as a vehicle on the road or a boat 
on the stream, we should have felt it." 

Here Frycollin gave vent to a long groan, which 
might have been taken for bis last had he not fol- 
lowed it up with several more. 

"I expect Robur will soon have us brought before 
him," said Phil Evans. 

"I hope so," said Uncle Prudent. "And I shall tell 
him " 

"What ?" 
"That he began by being rude and ended in being 

unbearable." 
Here Phil Evans noticed that day was beginning 

to break. A gleam, still faint, filtered through the 
narrow window opposite the door. It ought thus to 
be about four o'clock in the morning, for it is at 
that hour in the month of June in this latitude that 
the horizon of Philadelphia is tinged by the first rays 
of the dawn. 

But when Uncle Prudent sounded bis repeater— 
which was a masterpiece from his colleague's fac- 
tory—the tiny gong only gave a quarter to three, and 
the watch had not stopped. 

"That is strange !" said Phil Evans. "At a quarter 
to three it ought still to be night." 

"Perhaps my watch has got slow," answered Uncle 
Prudent. 

"A watch of the Wheelton Watch Company!" ex- 
claimed Phil Evans. 

Whatever might be the rcason, there was no doubt 
^hat the day was breaking. Gradually the window 
became white in the deep darkness of the cell. How- 
ever, if the dawn appeared sooner than the fortieth 
parallel permitted, it did not advance with the 
rapidity peculiar to lower latitudes. This was another 
observation of Uncle Prudent's—a new inexplicable 
phenomenon. 

"Couldn't we get up to the window and see where 
we are?" 

"We might," said Uncle Prudent. "Frycollin, get 
up !" 

The negro arose. 
"Put your back against the wall," continued Pru- 

dent, "and you, Evans, get on his shoulders while I 
buttress him up." 

"Right !" said Evans. 
An instant afterwards his knees were on Fry- 

collin's shoulders, and his eyes were level with the 
window. The window was not of lenticular glass like 
those on shipboard, but was a simple fiât pane. It 
was small, and Phil Evans found his range of view 
was much limited. 

"Break the glass," said Prudent, "and perhaps you 
will be able to see better." 

Phil Evans gave it a sharp knock with the handle 
ot hi? bowie-knife. It gave back a silvery sound, 
but ii Jid not break. 

Another and more violent blow. The same resuit. 
"It if unbreakable glass!" said Evans. 
It appeared as though the pane was made of glass 

coughened on the Siemens System as after several 
blows it remained Intact. 

The light had now mcreased, and Phil Evans jculd 
see for some distance within the radius allowed by 
the frame. 

"What do you see?" asked Uncle Prudent 
"Nothing." 
"What? Not any trees?" 
"No." 
"Not even the top branches?" 
"No." 
"Then we arc not in the clearing?" 
"Neither in the clearing nor in the park." 
"Don't you see any roofs of houses or monu- 

ments ? said Prudent, whose disappointment and 
anger were increasing rapidly. 

"No." 
"What ! Not a flagstaff, nor a church tower, nor a 

chimney ?" 
"Nothing but space." 
As he uttered the words the door opened. A man 

appeared on the threshold. It was Robur. 
"Honorable balloonists !" he said, in a serious 

voice, "you are now frce to go and corne as you 
like." 

"Free!" exclaimed Uncle Prudent. 
"Yes—within the limits of the Albatross !" 
Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans rushed out of their 

prison. And what did they see? 
Four thousand feet below them the face of a 

country they sought in vain to recognize. 
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CHAPTER VII 

On Board the Albatross 

THEN will man cease to crawl in the depths 
%/%/ to live in the azuré and quiet of the sky?" 

v 7 io this question of Camille P'iamma- 
rion's the answer is easy. it will be when the prog- 
ress of mechanics has enabled us to solve the problem 
of aviation. And in a few years—as we can foresee 
—a more practical utilisation of electricity will do 
much towards that solution. 

In 1783, before the Montgolfier brothers had built 
their fire-balloon, and Charles, the physician, had 
devised his first aérostat, a fcw adventurous spirits 
had dreamt of the conquest of space by mechanical 
means. The first inventors did not think of apparatus 
lighter than air; for that the science of their time 
did not allow them to imagine. It was to cqntrivances 
heavier than air, to flying machines in imitation of 
the birds, that they trusted to realize aerial locomo- 
tion. 

This was exactly what had been done by that 
madman Icarus, the son of Dœdalus, whose wings, 
fixed together with wax, had melted as they ap- 
proached the sun. 

But without going back to mythological times, 
without dwelling on Archytas of Tarentum, we find 
in the works of Dante of Perugia, of Leonardo da 
Vinci and Guidotti, the idea of machines made to 
move through the air. Two centuries and a half 
afterwards inventors began to multiply. In 1742 
the Marquis de Bacqueville designed a system of 
wings, tried it over the Seine, and fell and broke his 
arm. In 1768 Paucton conceived the idea of an 
apparatus with two screws, suspensive and propul- 
sive. In 1781 Meerwein, the architect of the Prince 
of Baden, built an orthopteric machine, and pro- 
tested against the tendency of the aérostats which 
had just been invented. In 1784 Launoy and Bien- 
venu had maneuvcred a helicopter worked by springs. 
In 1808 there were the attempts at fiight by the 
Austrian Jacques Degen. In 1810 came the pamphlet 
by Deniau of Nantes, in which the principles of 
"heavier than air" are laid down. From 1811 to 1840 
came the inventions and researches of Derblinger, 
Vigual, Sarti. Dubochet, and Cagniard de Latour. 
In 1842 we bave the Englishman Henson, with his 
System of inclined planes and screws worked by 
steam. In 1845 came Cossus and his ascensional 
screws. In 1847 came Camille Vert and his helicop- 
ter made of birds' wings. In 1852 came Letur with 
his system of guidable parachutes, whose trial cost 
him his life; and in the same year came Michael 
Loup with his plan of gliding through the air on 
four rcvolving wings. In 1853 came Béléguic and 
his aéroplane with the traction screws, Vaussin- 
Chardannes with his guidable kite, and George 
Cauley with his flying-machines driven by gas. From 
1854 to 1863 appcared Joseph Pline with several 
patents for aerial Systems. Bréant, Carlingford, Le 
Bris, Du Temple. Bright. whose ascensional screws 
were left-handed : Smythics, Panafieu, Crosnier, etc. 
At length. in 1863. thanks to the efforts of Nadar, a 
society of "heavier than air" was founded in Paris. 
Theré the inventors could experiment with the ma- 
chines, of which many were patented. Ponton d'Amé- 
court and his steam helicopter, La Landelle and his 

system of combining screws with inclined planes and 
parachutes, Louvrié and his aeroscape, Esterno and 
his mechanical bird, Groof and his apparatus with 
wings worked by levers. The impetus was given, 
inventors invented, calculators calculated ail that 
could render aerial locomotion practicable. Bourcart, 
Le Bris, Kaufmann, Smyth, Stringfellow, Prigent, 
Danjard, Pomés and De la Pauze, Moy, Pénaud, 
Jobert, Haureau de Villeneuve, Achenbach, Gara- 
pon, Duchesne, Danduran, Parisel, Dieuaide, Melki- 
seff, Forlanini, Bearey, Tatin, Dandrieux, Edison, 
some with wings or screws, others with inclined 
planes, imagined, created, constructed, perfected their 
flying machines, ready to do their work, once there 
came to be applied to them by some inventor a motor 
of adéquate power and excessive lightness. 

This list may be a little long, but that will be for- 
given, for it is necessary to give the varions steps in 
the ladder of aerial locomotion, on the top of which 
appeared Robur the Conqueror. Without these at- 
tempts. these experiments of his predecessors. how 
could the inquirer bave conceived so perfect an 
apparatus? .And though lie had but contempt for 
those who obstinately worked away in the direction 
of balloons, he held in high esteem ail those partisans 
of "heavier than air," F.nglish, American. Italian, 
Austrian, French—and particularly French—whose 
work had been perfected by him, and led him to 
design and then to build this flying machine known as 
the Albatross, which he was guiding through the 
currents of the atmosphère. 

"The pigeon Aies !" had exclaimed one of the 
most persistent adepts at aviation. 

"They will crowd the air as they crowd the earth !" 
said one of his most excited partisans. 

"From the locomotive to the aeromotive !" shouted 
the noisiest of ail, who had~turned on the trumpet of 
publicity to awaken the Olu and New Worlds. 

Nothing, in fact, is better established, by experi- 
ment and calculation, than that the air is highly ré- 
sistant. A circumference of only a yard in diameter 
in the shape of a parachute can not only impede 
descent in air, but can render it isochronous. That 
is a fact. 

It is equally well known that when the speed is 
great the work of the weight varies in almost inverse 
ratio to the square of the speed, and there fore be- 
comes almost insignificant. 

It is also known that as the weight of a flying 
animal inerçases. the less is the proportional increase 
in the surface beaten by the wings in order to sus- 
tain it, although the motion of the wings becomes 
slower. 

A flying machine must therefore be constructed 
to take advantage of these natural laws, to imitate 
the bird, "that admirable type of aerial locomotion," 
according to Dr. Marcy, of the Institute of France. 

In short, the contrivances likely to solve the 
problem are of three kinds : 

1. Helicopters or spiralifers, which are simply 
screws with vertical axes. 

2. Orthopters, machines which endeavour to re- 
produce the natural flight of birds. 

3. Aéroplanes, which are merely inclined planes 
like kites, but towed or driven by screws. 

Each of these Systems has had and still has its 
partisans obstinately resolved not to give way in the 
slightest particular. 
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HOWEVER, Rohur, for many rcasons, had re- 
jccted the two first. 

The orthopter, or mechanical bird, offers certain 
advantages, no doubt. That the work and experi- 
ments of M. Renard in 1884 have sufficiently proved. 
But, as has been said, it is not necessary to copy 
Nature servilely. Locomotives are not copied from 
the hare, nor are ships copied from the fish. To the 
first we have put wheels which are not legs; to the 
second we have put screws which are not fins. And 
they do not do so badly. Besides what is this me- 
chanical movement in the flight of birds, whose action 
is so complex? Has not Doctor Marcy suspected 
that the feathers open during the return of the wings 
so as to let the air through them? And is not that 
rather a difficult opération for an artificial machine? 

On the other hand, aéroplanes have given many 
good results. Screws opposing a slanting plane to 
the bed of air will produce an ascensional movement, 
and the models experimented on have shown that 
the disposable weight, that is to say the weight it is 
possible to deal with as distinct from that of the 
apparatus, increases with the square of the speed. 
Hercin the aéroplane has the advantage over the 
aérostat even when the aérostat is furnished with the 
means of locomotion. 

Nevertheless Robur had thought that the simpler 
his contrivance the better. And the screws—the Saint 
Helices that had been thrown in his teeth at the 
Weldon Institute—had sufficed for ail the needs of 
his flying machine. One sériés could hold it sus- 
pended in the air, the other could drive it along under 
conditions that were marvelously adapted for speed 
and safety. 

If the orthopter—striking like the wings of a 
bird—raised itself by beating the air, the helicopter 
raised itself by striking"the air obliquely with the 
fins of the screw as it mounted on an inclined plane. 
These fins, or arms, are in reality wings, but wings 
disposed as a hélix instead of as a paddle wheel. The 
hélix advances in the direction of its axis. Is the 
axis vertical ? Then it moves vertically. Is the axis 
horizontal? Then it moves horizontally. 

The whole of Robur's flying apparatus depended 
on these two movements, as will be seen from the 
following detailcd description, which can be divided 
under three heads—the platform, the engines of sus- 
pension and propulsion, and the machinery. 

Platform—This was a framework a hundred feet 
long and twelve wide, a ship's deck in fact, with a 
projecting prow. Bcneath was a hull solidly built, 
enclosing the engines, stores, and provisions of ail 
sorts, including the water tanks. Round the deck a 
few light uprights supported a wire trellis that did 
duty for bulwarks. On the deck were three houses, 
whose compartments were used as cabins for the 
crew, or as machine-rooms. In the center house was 
the machine which drove the lifting helices, in 
that forward was the machine that drove the bow 
screw, in that aft was the machine that drove the 
stern screw. In the bow were the cook's galley and 
the crew's quarters ; in the stern were several cabins, 
including that of the engineer, the saloon, and above 
them ail a glass house in which stood the helmsman, 
who steered the vessel by means of a powerful 
rudder. Ail these cabins were lighted by port- 
holes filled with toughened glass, which has ten 
times the résistance of ordinary glass. Beneath this 
hull was a System of flexible springs to ease off 

the concussion when it became advisable to land. 
Engines of suspension and propulsion.—Above the 

deck rose thirty-seven vertical axes, fifteen along 
each side, and seven, more elevated in the centre. 
The Albatross might be called a clipper with thirty- 
seven masts. But these masts instead of sails bore 
each two horizontal screws, not very large in spread 
or diameter, but driven at prodigious speed. Each 
of these axes had its movement independent of the 
rest, and each alternate One spun round in a différent 
direction from the others,-so as to avoid any tendency 
to gyration. Hence the screws as they rose on the 
vertical column of air retained their equilibrium by 
their horizontal résistance. Consequently the appara- 
tus was furnished with seventy-four lifting screws 
whose three wings were connected by a metallic circle 
which economized their motive force. In front and 
behind, mounted on horizontal axes, were two pro- 
pelling screws, each with four arms. These screws 
were of much larger diameter than the lifting ones, 
but could be worked at quite their speed. In fact, 
the vessel combined the System of Cossus, La Lan- 
delle, and Ponton d'Amécourt, as perfected by 
Robur. But it was in the choice and application of 
his motive force that he could daim to be an inventer. 

Machinery.—Robur had not availed himself of the 
vapor of water or other liquids, nor compressed air 
and other elastic gases, nor explosive mixtures cap- 
able of producing mechanical motion. He employed 
electricity, that agent which one day will be the soul 
of the industrial world. But he required no electro- 
generator to produce it. AU he trusted to were bat- 
teries and accumulators. What were the éléments of 
these batteries, and what were the acids he used, 
Robur only knew. And the construction of the accu- 
mulators was kept equally secret. Of what were their 
positive and négative plates? None could say. The 
engineer took good care—and not unreasonably—to 
keep his secret unpatented. One thing was unmistak- 
able, and that was that the batteries were of extraor- 
dinary strength ; and the accumulators left those of 
Faure-Sellon-Volckmar very far behind in yielding 
currents whose ampères ran into figures up to then 
unknown. Thus there was obtained a power to drive 
the screws and communicate a suspending and pro- 
pelling force in excess of ail his requirements under 
any circumstances. 

But—it is as well to repeat it—this belonged en- 
tirely to Robur. He kept it a close secret. And, if 
the président and secretary of the Weldon Institute 
did not happen to discover it, it would probably be 
lost to humanity. 

It need not be shown that the apparatus possessed 
sufficient stability. Its center of gravity proved that 
at once. There was no danger of its making alarm- 
ing angles with the horizontal, still less of its cap- 
sizing. 

And now for the métal used by Robur in the con- 
struction of his aeronef—a name which can be exact- 
ly applicd to the Albatross. What was this material, 
so hard that the bowie-knife of Phil Evans could not 
scratch it, and Uncle Prudent could not explain its 
nature ? Simply paper ! 

For some years this fabrication had been making 
considérable progress. Unsized paper, with the sheets 
impregnated with dextrin and starch and squeezed in 
hydraulic presses, will form a material hard like steel. 
There are made of it pulleys, rails, and wagon- 
wheels, much more solid than métal wheels, and far 
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lighter. And it was this lightness and solidity which 
Robur availcd himself of in building his aerial loco- 
motive. Everything—framework, hull, houses, cabins 
—were made of straw paper turned hard as métal 
by compression, and—what was not to be despised in 
an apparatus flying at great heights—incombustible. 
The différent parts of the engines and the screws 
were made of gelatinized fiber, which combined in 
sufffcient degree flexibility with résistance. This ma- 
terial could be used in every form. It was insoluble 
in most gases and liquids, acids or essences, to say 
nothing of its insulating properties, and it proved 
most valuable in the electric machinery of the Alba- 
tross. 

Robur, his mate Tom Turner, an engineer and 
two assistants, two steersmen and a cook—eight men 
ail told— formed the crew of the aeronef, and proved 
ample for ail the maneuvers required in aerial navi- 
gation. There were arms of the chase and of war ; 
fishing appliances; electric lights; instruments of ob- 
servation, compassés, and sextants for checking the 
course, thermometers for studying the température, 
différent barometers, some for estimating the heights 
attained, others for indicating the variations of at- 
mospheric pressure ; a storm-glass for forecasting 
tempests; a small library; a portable printing press; 
a field-piece mounted on a pivot, breech-loading and 
throwing a three-inch shell ; a supply of powder, 
bullets, dynamite cartridges ; a cooking-stove warmed 
by currents from the accumulators ; a stock of pre- 
served méats and vegetables sufficient to last for 
months. Such were the outfit and stores of the 
aeronef—in addition to the famous trumpet. 

There was besides a light india-rubber boat, in- 
submersible, which could carry eight men on the 
surface of a river, a lake, or a calm sea. 

But were there any parachutes in case of accident? 
No. Robur did not believe in accidents of that kind. 
The axes of the screws were independent. The stop- 
page of a few would not affect the motion of the 
others ; and if only half were working, the Albatross 
could keep afloat in her natural élément. 

"And with her," said Robur to his guests—guests 
in spite of themselves—"1 am master of the seventh 
part of the world, larger than Africa, Oceania, Asia, 
the Americas and Europe, this aerial Icarian sea, 
which millions of Icarians will one day people." 

CHAPTER VIII 

The Balloonists Refuse to be Convinced 

THE président of the Weldon Tnstitute was 
stupefied : his companion was astonished. But 
neither of them would allow any of their very 

natural amazement to be visible. 
The valet Frycollin did not conceal his terror at 

finding himself borne through space on such a ma- 
chine, and he took no pains whatever to hide it. 

The ascensional screws were rapidly spinning over- 
head. Fast as they were going, they would have to 
triple their speed if the Albatross was to ascend to 
higher zones. The two propellors were running very 
easily and driving the ship at about eleven knots an 
hour. 

As they leaned over the rail the passengers of the 
Albatross could perceive a long sinuous liquid ribbon 
which meandered like a mere brook through a varied 
country amid the gleaming of many lagoons obliquely 
struck by the rays of the sun. The brook was a river. 

one of the most important in that district. Along its 
left bank was a chain of mountains extending out of 
sight. 

"And will you tell us where we are?" asked Uncle 
Prudent, in a voice tremulous with anger. 

"I have nothing to teach you," answered Robur. 
"And will you tell us where we are going ?" asked 

Phil Evans. 
"Through space." 
"And how long will that last?" 
"Until it ends." 
"Are we going round the world?" asked Phil 

Evans ironically. 
"Further than that," said Robur. 
"And if this voyage does not suit us?" asked Uncle 

Prudent. 
"It will have to suit you." 
That is a foretaste of the nature of the relations 

that were to obtain between the master of the Alba- 
tross and his guests, not to say his prisoners. Mani- 
festly he wished to give them time to cool down, to 
admire the marvelous apparatus which was bearing 
them through the air, and doubtless to compliment 
the inventer. And so he went off to the other end 
of the deck, leaving them to examine the arrange- 
ment of the machinery and the management of the 
ship or to give their whole attention to the land- 
scape which was unrolling beneath them. 

"Uncle Prudent," said Evans, "unless I am mis- 
taken we are flying over Eastern Canada. That river 
in the northwest is the St. Lawrence. That town we 
are leaving behind is Quebec." 

It was indeed the old city of Champlain, whose 
zinc roofs were shining like reflectors in the sun. 
The Albatross must thus have reached the forty- 
sixth degree of north latitude, and thus was ex- 
plained the prématuré advance of the day with the 
abnormal prolongation of the dawn. 

"Yes," said Phil Evans, "there is the town in its 
amphitheater, the hill with its citadel, the Gibraltar 
of North America. There are the cathedrals. There 
is the Custom House with its dome surmounted by 
the British flag !" 

Phil Evans had not finished before the Canadian 
city began to slip into the distance. 

The clipper entered a zone of light clouds, which 
gradually shut off a view of the ground. 

Robur, seeing that the président and secretary of 
the Weldon Institute had directed their attention to 
the external arrangements of the Albatross, walked 
up to them and said : 

"Well, gentlemen, do you believe in the possibility 
of aerial locomotion by machines heavier than air?" 

It would have been difficult not to succumb to the 
évidence. But Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans did 
not reply. 

"You are silent," continued the engineer. "Doubt- 
less hunger makes you dumb! But if I undertook to 
carry you through the air, I did not think of feed- 
ing you on such a poorly nutritive fluid. Your first 
breakfast is waiting for you." 

As Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans were feeling 
the pangs of hunger somewhat keenly they did not 
care to stand upon ceremony. A meal would commit 
them to nothing ; and when Robur put them back on 
the ground they could résumé full liberty of action. 

And so they followed into a small dining-room in 
the aftermost house. There they found a well-laid 
table at which they could take their meals during the 
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voyage. There vvere différent préservés ; and, among 
other things, was a sort of hread made of equal parts 
of flour and meat reduced to powder and worked 
together with a little lard, which boiled in water 
made excellent soup; and there were fried rashers of 
bacon ; and for drink there was tea. 

Neither had Frycollin been forgotten. He was 
taken forward. and there found some strong soup 
made of this hread. In truth he had to be very 
hungry to eat at ail, for his jaws shook with fear, 
and almost refused to work. "If it was to break!— 
if it was to break!" said the unfortunate negro. 
Hence continuai faintings. Only think ! A fall of 
over four thousand feet, which would smash him to 
a jelly ! 

An hour afterwards Uncle Prudent and Phil 
Evans appeared on the deck. Rohur was no longer 
there. At the stern the man at the wheel in his glass 
cage, his eyes fixed on the compass, followed im- 
perturbably without hésitation the route given by the 
engineer. 

As for the rest of the crew, break fast probably 
kept them from their posts. An assistant engineer, 
examining the machinery, went from one house to 
the other. 

If the speed of the ship was great the two col- 
leagues could only estimate it imperfectly, for the 
Albatross had passed through the cloud zone which 
the sun showed some four thousand feet below. 

"I can hardly believe it," said Phil Evans. 
"Don't believe it !" said Uncle Prudent. And 

going to the bow they looked out towards the western 
horizon. 

"Another town," said Phil Evans. 
"Do you recognize it ?" 
"Yes ! It seems to me te be Montréal." 
"Montréal ? But we c~ily left Quebec two hours 

ago !" 
"That proves that we must be going at a speed of 

seventy-five miles an hour." 
Such was the speed of the aeronef ; and if the 

passengers were not inconvenienced by it, it was 
because they were going with the wind. In a calm 
such speed would have been difficult and the rate 
would have sunk to that of an express. In a head- 
wind the speed would have been impossible. 

Phil Evans was not mistaken. Below the Albatross 
appeared Montréal, easily recognizable by the Vic- 
toria Bridge, a tubular bridge thrown over the St. 
Lawrence like the railway viaduct over the Venice 
lagoon. Soon they could distinguish the town's wide 
streets, its huge shops, its palatial banks, its cathe- 
dral, recently built on the model of St. Peter's at 
Rome, and then Mount Royal, which commands the 
city and fonns a magnificent park. 

Luckily Phil Evans had visited the chief towns of 
Canada, and could recognize them without asking 
Robur. After Montréal they passed Ottawa, whose 
falls, seen from aboyé, looked like a vast cauldron in 
ebullition, throwing off masses of steam with grand 
effect. 

"There is the Parliament House." 
And he pointed out a sort of Nuremburg toy 

planted on a hill top. This story with its polychrome 
architecture resembled the House of Parliament in 
London much as the Montréal cathedra! resembles 
St. Peter's at Rome. But that was of no consé- 
quence; there could be no doubt it was Ottawa. 

Soon the city faded off towards the horizon, and 
formed but a luminous spot on the ground 

IT was almost two hours before Robur appeared. 
His mate, Tom Turner, accompanied him. He 

said only three words. These were transmitted to 
the two assistant engineers in the fore and aft engine- 
houses. At a sign the helmsman changed the direc- 
tion of the Albatross a couple of points to the south- 
west ; at the same time Uncle Prudent and Phil 
Evans felt that a greater speed had been given to the 
propellers. 

In fact, the speed had been doubled, and now sur- 
passed anything that had ever been attained by ter- 
restrial engines. Torpédo boats do their twenty-two 
knots an hour; railway trains do their sixty miles an 
hour; the ice boats on the frozen Hudson do their 
sixty-five miles an hour ; a machine built by the Pat- 
terson company, with a cogged wheel, has donc its 
eighty miles; and another locomotive between Tren- 
ton and Jersey City has donc its eighty-four. 

But the Albatross, at full speed, could do her hun- 
dred and twenty miles an hour, or 176 feet per 
second. This speed is that of the storm which tears 
up trees by the roots. It is the mean speed of the 
carrier pigeon, and is only surpassed by the flight of 
the swallow (220 feet per second), and that of the 
swift (274 feet per second). 

In a word, as Robur had said, the Albatross, by 
using the whole force of her screws, could make the 
tour of the globe in two hundred hours, or less than 
eight days. 

Is it necessary to say so ? The phenomenon whose 
appearance had so much puzzled the people of both 
worlds was the aeronef of the engineer. The trum- 
pet which blared its startling fanfares through the air 
was that of the mate, Tom Turner. The flag planted 
on the chief monuments of Europe, Asia, America, 
was the flag of Robur the Conqueror and his Alba- 
tross. 

And if up to then the engineer had taken many 
précautions against being recognized, if by prefer- 
ence he traveled at night, clearing the way with his 
electric lights, and during the day vanishing into the 
zones above the clouds, he seemed now to have no 
wish to keep his secret hidden. And if he had corne 
to Philadelphia and presented himself at the meeting 
of the Weldon Institute, was it not that they might 
share in his prodigious discovery, and that he might 
convince ipso facto the most incredulous? We know 
how he had been received, and we see what reprisais 
he had taken on the président and secretary of the 
club. 

Again did Robur approach his prisoners, who 
affected to be in no way surprised at what they saw, 
of what had succeeded in spite of them. Evidently 
beneath the cranium of these two Anglo-Saxon heads 
there was a thick crust of obstinacy, which would 
not be easy to remove. 

On his part, Robur did not seem to notice anything 
particuiàr, and coolly contînued the conversation 
which he had begun two hours before. 

"Gentlemen," said he, "you ask yourselves doubt- 
less if this apparatus, so marvelously adapted for 
aerial locomotion is susceptible to receiving greater 
speed. It is not worth while to conquer space if we 
c«mnot derotrr it. I warrted the air to be a solid sup- 
port to me. and it is. I saw that to struggle against 
the wind I must be stronger than the wind, and T am. 



/ 

ROBUR THE CONQUEROR 

I had no need of sails to drive me. nor oars nor 
wheels to push me, nor rails to give me a faster road. 
Air is what I ^vanted, that was ail. Air sur rounds 
me as water surrounds the submarine boat, and in it 
my propellers act likc the screws of a steamer. That 
is how I solved the problem of aviation. That is what 
a balloon will never do, nor will any machine that is 
lighter than air." 

Silence, absolute, on the part of the colleagues, 
which did not for a moment disconcert the engineer. 
He contented himself with a half-smile, and con- 
tinued in his interrogative style, "Perhaps you ask if 
to this power of the Albatross to move horizontally 
there is added an equal power of vertical move- 
ment—in a word, if. when wc visit the higher zones 
of the atmosphère, we can compete with an aérostat ? 
Well, I should not advise you to enter the Go-ahead 
against her!" 

The two colleagues shrugged their shoulders. That 
was probably what the engineer was waiting for. 

Robur made a sign. The propelling screws imme- 
diately stoppcd, and after running for a mile the 
Albatross pulled up motionless. 

At a second gesture from Robur the ascensional 
helices revolved at a specd that can only be compared 
to that of a siren in acoustical experiments. Their 
f-r-r-r-r rose nearly an octave in the scale of sound. 
diminishing gradually in intensity as the air became 
more rarefied, and the machine rose vertically, like a 
lark singing his song in space. 

"Master ! Master !" shouted Frycollin. "See that 
it doesn't break !" 

A smile of disdain was Robur's only reply. In a 
few minutes the Albatross had attained the height of 
8,700 feet, and extended the range of vision by sev- 
enty miles, the barometer having fallèn 480 milli- 
meters. 

Then the Albatross descended. The diminution of 
the pressure in high altitudes leads to the diminution 
of oxygen in the air, and consequently in the blood. 
This has been the cause of several serions accidents 
which have happened to aeronauts, and Robur saw 
no reason to run any risk. 

The Albatross thus returned to the height she 
seemed to prefer, and her propellers beginning again, 
drove her off to the southweSt. 

"Now, sirs, if that is what you wanted you can 
reply." 

Then, leaning over the rail, he remained absorhed 
in contemplation. 

When he raised his head the président and secre- 
tary of the Weldon Institute stood by his side. 

"Engineer Robur," said Uncle Prudent, in vain 
endeavoring to control himself. "we have nothing to 
ask about what you seem to believe, but we wish 
to ask you a question which we think you would do 
well to answer." 

"Speak." 
"By what right did you attack us in Philadelphia 

in Fairmount Park? By what right did you shut us 
up in that prison ? By what right have you brought 
us against our will on board this flying machine?" 

"And by what right, Messieurs Balloonists, did 
you insuit and threaten me in your club in such a way 
that T am astonished I came out of it alive?" 

"To ask is not to answer," said Phil Evans, "and 
I repeat, by what right?" 

"Do you wish to know?" 
"If you please." 

843 

"Well, then, by the right of the strongest!" 
"That is cynical." 
"But it is true." 
"And for how long, citizen engineer," asked Uncle 

Prudent, who was nearly exploding, "for how long 
do you intend to exercise that right?" 

"How can you?" said Robur, ironically, "how can 
you ask me such a question when you have only to 
cast down your eyes to enjoy a spectacle unparalleled 
in the world?" 

The Albatross was then sweeping across the im- 
mense expanse of Lake Ontario. She had just 
crossed the country so poetically described by Cooper. 
Then she followed the southern shore and headed for 
the celebrated river which pours into it the waters 
of Lake Erie, breaking them to powder in its cat- 
aracts. 

In an instant a majestic sound, a roar as of the 
tempest, mounted towards them ; and, as if a humid 
fog had been projected into the air, the atmosphère 
sensibly freshened. 

Below were the liquid masses. They seemed like 
an enormous flowing sheet of crystal amid a thou- 
sand rainbows due to refraction as it decomposed the 
solar rays. The sight was sublime. 

Before the falls a bridge, stretching like a thread, 
united one bank to the other. Three miles below was 
a suspension-bridge, across which a train was crawl- 
ing from the Canadian to the American bank. 

"The falls of Niagara !" exclaimed Phil Evans. 
And as the exclamation escaped him, Uncle Prudent 
was doing ail he could to admire nothing of these 
wonders. 

A minute afterwards the Albatross had crossed the 
river which separates the United States from Canada, 
and was flying over the vast '■erritories of the West. 

CHAPTER IX 

Across the Prairie 

IN one of the cabins of the after-house Uncle 
Prudent and Phil Evans had found two excel- 
lent berths, with clean linen, change of clothes, 

and traveling-cloaks and rugs. No Atlantic liner 
could have offered them more comfort. If they did 
not sleep soundly it was that they did not wish to 
do so, or rather that their very real anxiety pre- 
vented them. In what adventure had they embarked ? 
To what sériés of experiments had they been in- 
vited? How would the business end? and above 
ail, what was Robur going to do with them? 

Frycollin, the valet, was quartered forward in a 
cabin adjoining that of the cook. The neighborhood 
did not displease him ; he liked to rub shoulders with 
the great in this world. But if he finally went to sleep 
it was to dream of fall after fall, of projections 
through space, which made his sleep a horrible night- 
mare. 

However. nothing could be quieter than this jour- 
ney through the atmosphère, whose currents had 
grown weaker with the evening. Beyond the rustling 
of the blades of the screws there was not a sound, 
except now and then the whistle from some terres- 
trial locomotive, or the calling of some animal. 
Strange instinct ! These terrestrial beings felt the 
aeronef glide over them, and uttered cries of terror 
as it j.assed. On the morrow, the 14th of June, at 
five o'clock, Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans were 
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walking on the deck of the Albatross. Nothing had 
changed since the evening ; there was a look-out 
forward, and the helmsman was in his glass cage. 

Why was there a look-out? Was there any chance 
of collision with another such machine? Certainly 
not. Rohur had not yet found imitators. The chance 
of encountcring an aérostat gliding through the air 
was too remote to be regarded. In any case it would 
be ail the worse for the aérostat—the earthen pot 
and the iron pot. The Albatross had nothing to fear 
from the collision. 

But what could happen? The aeronef might find 
herself like a ship on a lee shore if a mountain that 
could not be outflanked or passed barred the way. 
These are the reefs of the air, and they have to be 
avoided as a ship avoids the reefs of the sea. The 
engineer, it is true, had given the course, and in 
doing so had taken into account the altitude neces- 
sary to clear the summits of the high lands in the 
district. But as the aeronef was rapidly nearing a 
mountainous country, it was only prudent to keep a 
good lookout, in case some slight déviation from the 
course became necessary. 

Looking at the country beneath them, Uncle Pru- 
dent and Phil Evans noticed a large lake, whose 
lowcr southern end the Albatross had just reached. 
They concluded, there fore that during the night the 
whole length of Erie had been traversée!, and that, 
as they were going due west, they would soon be over 
l^ake Michigan. "There can be no doubt of it," said 
Phi! Evans, "and that group of roofs on the horizon 
is Chicago." 

Me was right. It was indeed the city from which 
the seventeen railways diverge, the Queen of the 
West, the vast réservoir into which flow the products 
of Indiana, Ohio, Wif^onsin, Missouri, and ail the 
states which form the western half of the Union. 

Uncle Prudent, through an excellent telescope he 
had found in his cabin, easily recognized the prin- 
cipal buildings. His colleague pointed ont to him the 
churches and public édifices, the numerous "eleva- 
tors" or mechanical granaries, and the huge Sherman 
Motel, whose Windows seemed like a hundred glitter- 
ing points on each of its faces. 

"If that is Chicago," said Uncle Prudent, "it is 
obvions that we arc going farther west than is con- 
venient for us if we are to return to our starting 
place." 

And, in fact, the Albatross was traveling in a 
straight line from the Pennsylvania capital. 

But if Uncle Prudent wished to ask Robur to take 
him eastwards he could not then do so. That morn- 
ing the engineer did not leave his cabin. Either he 
was occupied in some work, or else he was asleep, 
and the two colleagues sat down to breakfast without 
seeing him. 

The speed was the same as that during last eve- 
ning. The wind being easterly the rate was not in- 
terfered with at ail, and as the thermometer only 
falls a degree centigrade for every seventy meters of 
élévation the température was not insupportable. And 
so, in chatting and thinking and waiting for the engi- 
neer, Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans walked about 
beneath the forest of screws, whose gyratory move- 
ment gave their arms the appearance of semi-diaph- 
anous disks. 

The State of Illinois was left by its northern fron- 
tier in less than two hours and a half ; and they 
crossed the Father of Waters, the Mississippi, whose 

double-decked steamboats seemed no bigger than 
canoës. Then the Albatross flew over lowa after 
having sighted lowa city about eleven o'clock in the 
morning. 

A few chains of hills, "bluffs" as they are called, 
curved across the face of the country trending from 
the south to the northwest, whose moderate height 
necessitated no rise in the course of the aeronef. 
Soon the bluffs gave place to the large plains of 
western lowa and Nebraska—immense prairies ex- 
tending ail the way to the foot of the Rocky Moun- 
tains. Here and there were many "rios," affluents or 
minor affluents of the Missouri. On their banks were 
towns and villages, growing more scattered as the 
Albatross sped farther west. 

Nothing particular happened during this day. 
Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans were left entirely to 
themselves. They hardly noticed Frycollin sprawling 
at full length in the bow, keeping his eyes shut so 
that he could see nothing. And they were not at- 
tacked by vertigo, as might have been expected. 
There was no guiding mark, and there was nothing 
to cause the vertigo, as there would have been on 
the top of a lofty building. The abyss has no attrac- 
tive power when it is gazed at from the car of a 
balloon or deck of an aeronef. It is not an abyss 
that opens beneath the aeronaut, but an horizon that 
rises round him on ail sides like a cup. 

In a couple of hours the Albatross was over 
Omaha, on the Nebraskan f routier—Omaha city, 
the real head of the Pacific Railway, that long line 
of rails, four thousand five hundred miles in length, 
stretching from New York to San Francisco. For 
a moment they could see the yellow waters of the 
Missouri, then the town, with its houses of wood and 
brick in the center of a rich basin, like a buckle in 
the iron belt which clasps North America round the 
waist. Doubtless, also, as the passengers in the aero- 
nef could observe ail the détails, the inhabitants of 
Omaha noticed the strange machine. Their astonish- 
ment at seeing it gliding overhead could be no greater 
than that of the président and secretary of the Wel- 
don Institute at finding themselves on board. 

Anyhow, the journals of the Union would be cer- 
tain to notice the fact. It would be the explanation 
of the astonishing phenomenon which the whole 
world had been wondering over for some time. 

In an hour the Albatross had left Omaha and 
crossed the Platte River, whose vallcy is followed by 
the Pacific Railway in its route across the prairie. 
Things looked serions for Uncle Prudent and Phil 
Evans. 

"It is real, then, this absurd project of taking us to 
the Antipodes." 

"And whether we like it or not !" exclaimed the 
other. "Robur had better take care ! T am not the 
man to stand that sort of thing." 

"Nor am I!" replied Phil Evans. "But be calm, 
Uncle Prudent, be calm." 

"Be calm !" 
"And keep your temper until it is wanted." 
By five o'clock they had crossed the eastern coun- 

tries covered with pines and poplars, and the Alba- 
tross was over the appropriately named Bad Lands 
of Nebraska—a chaos of ochre-colored hills, of 
mountainous fragments fallen on the soil and broken 
in their fall. At a distance these blocks take the most 
fantastic shapes. Here and there amid this enormous 
game of knucklebones there could be traced the 
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imaginary ruins of mediseval cities with forts and 
dungeons, pepper-box turrets, and machicolated 
towers. And in truth these Bad Lands are an im- 
mense ossuary where lie bleaching in the sun myriads 
of fragments of pachyderms, chelonians, and even, 
some would have us believe, fossil men, overwhelmed 
by unknown cataclysms âges and âges ago. 

WHEN evening came the whole basin of the 
Flatte River had been crossed, and the plain 

extended to the extreme limits of the horizon, which 
rose high owing to the altitude of the Albatross. 

During the night there were no more shrill whistles 
of locomotives or deeper notes of the river steamers 
to trouble the quiet of the starry firmament. Long 
bellowings occasionally reached the aeronef from the 
herds of buffalo that roamed over the prairie in 
search of water and pasturage. And when they 
ccased, the trampling of the grass under their feet 
produced a dull roaring similar to the rushing of a 
flôod, and very différent from the continuons f-r-r-r-r 
of the screws. 

Then from time to time came the howl of a wolf, 
a fox, a wild cat, or a coyote, the Canis latrans, 
whose naine is justified by his sonorous bark. 

Occasionally came penetrating odors of mint, and 
sage, and absinthe, mingled with the more powcrful 
fragrance of the conifers which rose floating 
through the night air. 

At last came a menacing yell, which was not due 
to the coyote. It was the shout of a Redskin, which 
no Tenderfoot would confound with the cry o£ a 
wild beast. 

CHAPTER X 

Westward—But Whither? 

THE ncxt day, the 15th of June, about five 
o'clock in the morning, Phil Evans left his 
cabin. Perhaps he would today have a chance 

of speaking to Robur. Désirons of knowing why he 
had not appeared the day before, Evans addressed 
himself to the mate, Tom Turner. 

Tom Turner was an Englishman of about forty- 
five, broad in the shoulders and short in the legs, a 
man of iron, with one of those enormous character- 
istic heads that Hogarth rejoiced in. 

"Shall we see Mr. Robur today?" asked Phil 
Evans. 

"1 don't know," said Turner. 
"I necd not ask if he had gone out." 
"Perhaps he lias." 
"And when will he corne back?" 
"When he has finished his cruise," 
And Tom went into his cabin. 
With this reply they had to he contented. Matters 

did not look promising, particularly as on reference 
to the compass it appeared that the Albatross was 
still steering south-west. 

Great was the contrast between the barren tract 
of the Bad Lands passed over during the night and 
the landscape then unrolling beneath them. 

The aeronef was now more than six hundred miles 
from Omaha, and over a country which Phil Evans 
could not recognize because he had never been there 
before. A fcw forts to keep the Indians in order 
crowned the bluffs with their géométrie lines, formed 
oftener of palisades than walls. There were few 

villages and few inhabitants, the country differing 
widely from the auriferous lands of Colorado many 
leagues to the south. 

In the distance a long line of mountain crests, in 
great confusion as yet, began to appear. They were 
the Rocky Mountains. 

For the first time that morning Uncle Prudent and 
Phil Evans were sensible of a certain lowness of 
température which was not due to a change in the 
weather, for the sun shone in superb splendor. 

"It is because of the Albatross being higher in the 
air," said Phil Evans. 

In fact the barometer outside the central deck- 
house had fallen 541 millimeters, thus indicating an 
élévation of about 10,000 feet above the sea. The 
aeronef was at this altitude owing to the élévation of 
the ground. An hour before she had been at a height 
of 13,000 feet, and behind her were mountains cov- 
ered with perpétuai snow. 

There was nothing Uncle Prudent and his com- 
panion could remember which would lead them to 
discover where they were. During the night the 
Albatross had made several stretches north and south 
at tremendous speed, and that was what had put 
them out of their reckoning. 

After talking over several hypothèses more or less 
plausible they came to the conclusion that this coun- 
try encircled with mountains must be the district 
declared by an Act of Congress in March, 1872, to 
be the National Park of the United States. A strange 
région it was. It well merited the name of a park— 
a park with mountains for hills, with lakes for ponds, 
with rivers for streamlets, and with geysers of mar- 
velous power instead of fountains. 

In a few minutes the Albatross glided across the 
Yellowstone River, leaving Mount Stevenson on the 
right, and coasting the largé lake which bears the 
name of the stream. Great was the variety on the 
banks of this basin, ribbed as they were with obsidian 
and tiny crystals, reflecting the sunlight on their 
myrîad facets. Wonderful was the arrangement of 
the islands on its surface ; magnificent were the blue 
rcflections of the gigantic mirror. And around the 
lake, one of the highest in the globe, were multitudes 
of pélicans, swans, gulls and bernicle gecse and 
divers. In places the steep banks were clothed with 
green trees, pines and larches, and at the foot of the 
escarpments there shot upwards innumerable white 
fumaroles, the vapor escaping from the soil as from 
an enormous réservoir in which the water is kept in 
permanent ebullition by subterranean lire. 

TPIÈ cook might have seized the opportunity of 
securing an ample supply of trout, the only fish 

the Yellowstone Lake contains in myriads. But the 
Albatross kept on at such a height that there was no 
chance of indulging in a catch which assuredly would 
have been miraculous. 

In three quarters of an hour the lake was passed 
over, and a little farther on the last was seen of the 
geyser région, which rivais the finest in Iceland. 
Leaning over the rail, Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans 
watched the liquid columns which leaped up as 
though to ïurnish the aeronef with a new élément. 
There were the Fan, with the jets shot forth in rays, 
the Fortress, which seefned to be defended by water- 
spouts, Old Faithful, with her plume crowned with 
the rainbows, the Giant, spurting forth a vertical 
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torrent twenty feet round and more than two hun- 
dred feet high. 

Robur must evidently have been familiar with this 
incomparable spectacle, unique in the world, for he 
did not appear on deck. VVas it, then, for the sole 
pleasure of bis guests that he had brought the aéro- 
nef above the national domain? If so, he came not 
to receive their thanks. He did not even trouble 
himself during the passage of the Rocky Mountains, 
which the Albatross approached at about seven 
o'clock. 

By increasing the speed of her wings, as a bird 
rising in its flight, the Albatross would clear the 
highest ridges of the chain, and sink again over 
Oregon or Utah. But the maneuver was unnecessary. 
The passes allowed the barrier to be crossed without 
ascending for the higher ridges. There are many of 
these canyons, or steep valleys, more or less narrow, 
through which they could glide, such as Bridger 
Canyon, through which runs the Pacific Railway into 
the Mormon territory, and others to the north and 
south of it. 

It was through one of these that the Albatross 
headed, after slackening speed so as not to dash 
against the walls of the canyon. The steersman, with 
a sureness of hand rendered more effective by the 
sensitiveness of the rudder, maneuvered his craft as 
if she were a crack racer in a Royal Victoria yacht 
race. It was really extraordinary. In spite of ail the 
jealousy of the two advocates of "lighter than air," 
they could not help being surprised at the perfection 
of this engine of aerial locomotion. 

In less than two hours and a half they were 
through the Rockies, and the Albatross had resumed 
her former speed of sixty-two miles an hour. She 
was steering southwest^-so as to eut across Utah 
diagonally as she neared the ground. She had even 
dropped several hundred yards when the sound of a 
whistle attracted the attention of Uncle Prudent and 
Phil Evans. / 

It was a train on the Pacific Railway on the road 
to Sait Lake City. 

And then, in obedience to an order secretly given, 
the Albatross dropped still lower so as to chase the 
train, which was going at full speed. She was imme- 
diately sighted. A few heads showed themselves at 
the doors of the cars. Then numerous passengers 
crowded the gangways. Some did not hesitate to 
climb on the roof to get a better view of the flying 
machine. Cheers came floating up through the air, 
but no Robur appeared in answer to them. 

The Albatross continued her descent, slowing her 
elevating screws and moderating her speed so as not 
to leave the train behind. She flew about it like an 
enormous beetle or a gigantic bird of prey. She 
headed off to the right and left, and swept on in 
front, and hung behind, and proudly displayed her 
flag with the golden sun, to which the conductor of 
the train replied by waving the Stars and Stripes. 

In vain the prisoners, .in their desire to take advan- 
tage of the opportunity, endeavored to make them- 
selves known to those below. In vain the président 
of the Weldon Institute roared forth at the top of 
his voice, "1 am Uncle Prudent of Philadelphia !" 
And the secretary followed suit with, "î am Phil 
Evans, his colleague !" Their shouts were lost in the 
thousand cheers with which the passengers greeted 
the aeronef. 

Three or four of the crew of the Albatross had ap- 

peared on the deck, and one of them, like sailors 
when passing a ship less speedy than their own, held 
out a rope, an ironical way of offering to tow them. 

And then the Albatross resumed her original speed, 
and in half an hour the express was out of sight. 
About one o'clock there appeared a vast disk, which 
reflected the solar rays as if it were an immense 
mirror. 

"That ought to be the Mormon capital, Sait Lake 
City," said Uncle Prudent. And so it was, and the 
disk was the roof of the Tabernacle, where ten thou- 
sand saints can worship at their ease. This vast 
dome, like a convex mirror, threw off the rays of the 
sun in ail directions. 

It vanished like a shadow, and the Albatross sped 
on her way to the southwest with a speed that was 
not felt, as it surpassed that of the chasing wind. 
Soon she was in Nevada, over the sjlver régions, 
which the Sierra separates from the golden lands of 
California. 

"We shall certainly reach San Francisco before 
night," said Phil Evans. 

"And then ?" asked Uncle Prudent. 
It was six o'clock precisely when the Sierra 

Nevada was crossed by the same pass as that taken 
by the railway. Only a hundred and eighty miles 
then separated them from San Francisco, the Cali- 
fornian capital. 

At the speed the Albatross was going she would be 
over the city by eight o'clock. 

At this moment Robur appeared on deck. The 
colleagues walked up to him. 

"Engineer Robur," said Uncle Prudent, " we are 
now on the confines of America ! We think the time 
lias corne for this joke to end." 

"1 never joke," said Robur. 
He raised his hand. The Albatross swiftly dropped 

towards the ground, and at the same time such speed 
was given her as to drive the prisoners into their 
cabin. 

As soon as the door was shut, Uncle Prudent 
exclaimed, "1 could strangle him!" 

"We must try to escape !" said Phil Evans. 
"Yes; cost what it may!" 
A long murmur greeted their ears. It was the 

beating of the surf on the seashore. It was the 
Pacific Océan ! 

CHAPTER XI 

The Wide Pacific 

UNCLE PRUDENT and Phil Evans had quite 
made up their minds to escape. If they had 
not had to deal with the eight particularly 

vigorous men who composed the crew of the aeronef 
they might have tried to succeed by main force. But 
as they were only two—for'Frycollin could only be 
considered as a quantity of no importance—force 
was not to be thought of. Hence recourse must be 
had to strategy as soon as the Albatross again took 
the ground. Such was what Phil Evans endeavored 
to impress on his irascible colleague, though he was 
in constant fear of Prudent aggravating matters by 
some prématuré outbreak. 

In any case the présent was not the time to attempt 
anything of the sort. The aeronef was sweeping along 
over the North Pacific. On the following morning, 
that of June 16th, the coast was out of sight. And as 
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the coast curves off from Vancouver Island up to 
ihe Aleutians—belonging to that portion of America 
ceded by Russia to the United States in 1867—it was 
highly probable that the Albatross would cross it at 
the end of the curve, if her course remained un- 
changed. 

How long the night appeared to be to the two 
friends! How eager they were to get out of their 
cabins ! When they came on deck in the morning the 
dawn had for some hours been silvering the eastern 
horizon. They were nearing the June solstice, the 
longest day of the year in the northern hemisphere, 
when there is hardly any night along the sixtieth 
parai lel. 

Either from custom or intention Robur was in 
no hurry to leave his deck-house. When he came out 
this morning he contented himself with bowing to 
his two guests as he passed them in the stern of the 
aeronef. 

And now Frycollin ventured out of his cabin. His 
eyes red with sleeplessness, and dazed in their look, 
he tottered along iike a man whose foot feels it is 
not on solid ground. His first glance was at the ele- 
vating screws, which were working with gratifying 
regularity without any signs of haste. 

That done, the negro stumbled along to the rail, 
and grasped it with both hands, so as to make sure 
of his balance. Evidently he wished to view the 
country over which the Albatross was flying at the 
height of seven hundred feet or more. 

At first he kept himself well back behind the rail. 
Then he shook it to make sure it was firm; then he 
drew himself up; then he bent forward; then he 
stretched out his head. It need not be said that while 
he was executing these différent maneuvers he kept 
his eyes shut. At last he opened them. 

What a shout ! And how quickly he fled ! And 
how deeply his head sank back into his shoulders ! 
At the bottom of the abyss he had seen the immense 
océan. His hair would have risen on end—if it had 
not been wool. 

"The sea ! the sea !" he cried. And Frycollin would 
have fallen on the deck had not the cook opened his 
arms to receive him. 

This cook was a Frenchman, and probably a 
Gascon, his name being François Tapage. If he 
was not a Gascon he must in his infancy have inhaled 
the breezes of the Garonne. How did this François 
Tapage fincl himself in the service of the engineer? 
By what chain of accidents had he become one of the 
crew of the Albatross? We can hardly say ; but in 
any case he spoke English like a Yankee. "Eh, 
stand up !" said he, lifting the negro by a vigorous 
clutch at the waist. 

"Master Tapage!" said the poor fellow, giving a 
despairing look at the screws. 

"At your service, Frycollin." 
"Did this thing ever smash?" 
"No, but it will end by smashing." 
" Why ? Why ?" 
"Because everything must end." 
"And the sea is beneath us !" 
"If we are to fall, it is better to fall in the sea." 
"We shall be drowned." 
"We shall be drowned, but we shall not be smashed 

to a jelly." 
The next moment Frycollin was on ail fours, 

creeping to the back of his cabin. 
During this day the aeronef was only driven at 

moderate speed. She seemed to skim the placid 
surface of the sea, which lay glistening in the sun- 
shine about a hundred feet beneath. Uncle Prudent 
and his companion remained in their cabin, so that 
they did not meet with Robur, who walked about 
smoking alone or talking to the mate. Only half the 
screws were working, yet that was enough to keep 
the apparatus afloat in the lower zones of the atmos- 
phère. 

The crew, as a change from the ordinary routine, 
would have endeavored to catch a few fish, had there 
been any sign of them ; but ail that could be seen on 
the surface of the sea were a few of those yellow- 
bellied whales which measure about eighty feet in 
length. These are the most formidable cetaceans in 
the northern seas, and whalers are very careful in 
attacking them, for their strength is prodigious. 
However, in harpooning one of these whales, cither 
with the ordinary harpoon, the Fletcher fuse, or the 
javelin-bomb, of which there was an assortment on 
board, there would have been no danger to the men 
of the Albatross. 

But what was the good of such useless massacre? 
Doubtless to show off the powers of the aeronef 
to the members of the Weldon Institute. And so 
Robur gave orders for the capture of one of these 
monstrous cetaceans. 

At the shout of "A whale ! a whale !" Uncle Prudent 
and Phil Evans came out of their cabin. Perhaps 
there was a whaler in sight ! In that case ail they had 
to do to escape from their flying prison was to jump 
into the sea, and chance being picked up by the 
vessel. 

The crew were ail on deck. "Shall we try, sir?" 
asked Tom Turner. 

"Yes," said Robur. 
In the engine-room the engineer and his assistant 

were at their posts ready to obey the orders signaled 
to them. The Albatross dropped towards the sea, 
and remained, about fifty feet above it. 

There was no ship in sight—of that the two col- 
leagues soon assured themselves—nor was there any 
land to be seen to which they could swim, providîng 
Robur made no attempt to recapture them. 

Several jets of water from the spout holes soon 
announced the presence of the whales as they came to 
the surface to breathe. Tom Turner and one of the 
men were in the bow. Within his reach was one of 
those javelin-bombs, of California make which are 
shot from an arquebus and which are shaped like 
a metallic cylinder terminated by a cylindrical bomb 
armed with a shaft having a barbed point. Robur 
was a Httle farther aft, and with his right hand sig- 
naled to the engineers, while with his left he directed 
the steersman. He thus controlled the aeronef in 
every way, horizontally and vertically, and it is al- 
most impossible to conceive with what speed and pré- 
cision the Albatross, answered to his orders. She 
seemed a living being, of which he was the soul. 

"A whale! a whale!" shouted Tom Turner, as the 
back of a cetacean emerged from the surface about 
four cable-lengths in front of the Albatross. 

The Albatross swept towards it, and when she was 
within sixty feet of it she stopped dead. 

Tom Turner seized the arquebus. which was rest- 
ing against a cleat on the rail. He fired, and the 
projectile, attached to a long line, entered the whale's 
body. The bomb, filled with an explosive compound. 
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burst, and shot ont a small harpoon with two 
branches, which fastened into the animal's flesh. 

"Look out !" shouted Turner. 
Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans, much against their 

will, became greatly interested in the spectacle. 
The whale, seriously wounded, gave the sea such 

a slap with his tail, that the water dashed up over the 
bow of the aeronef. Then he plunged to great depth, 
while the line, which had been previously wetted in 
a tub of water to prevent its taking fire, ran out 
like lightning. When the whale rose to the surface 
he started ofï at full speed in a northerly direction. 

It may be imagined with what speed the Albatross 
was towed in pursuit. Besides, the propellers had 
been stopped. The whale was let go as he would, 
and the ship foliowed him. Turner stood ready to 
eut the line in case a fresh plunge should render this 
towing dangerous. 

For half an hour, and perhaps for a distance of 
six miles, the Albatross was thus dragged along, but 
it was obvious that the whale was tiring. Then, at 
a gesture from Robur, the assistant engineers started 
the propellers astern, so as to oppose a certain ré- 
sistance to the whale, who was gradually getting 
doser. 

Soon the aeronef was gliding about twenty-five 
feet above him. His tail was beating the waters with 
incredible violence, and as he turned over on his back 
an enormous wave was produced. 

SUDDENLY the whale turned up again, so as to 
take a header, as it were, and then dived with 

such rapidity that Turner had barely time to eut the 
line. 

The aeronef was dragged to the very surface of 
the water. A whiripool ws formed where the ani- 
mal had disappeared. A wave dashed up on to the 
deck as if the aeronef were a ship driving against 
the wind and tide. 

Luckily, with a blow of the hatchet the mate sev- 
ered the line, and the Albatross, freed from her tug, 
sprang aloft six hundred feet under the impulse of 
lier ascensional screws. Robur had maneuvered his 
ship without losing his coolness for a moment. 

A few minutes afterwards the whale returned to 
the surface—dead. From every side the birds flew 
down on to the carcass, and their cries were enough 
to deafen a congress. The Albatross, without stop- 
ping to share in the spoil, resumed her course to the 
west. 

In the morning of the 17th of June, at about six 
o'clock, land was sighted on the horizon. This was 
the peninsula of Alaska, and the long range of break- 
ers of the Aleutian Islands. 

The Albatross glided over the barrier where the 
. fur seals swarm for the benefit of the Russo-Ameri- 
can Company. An excellent business is the capture 
of these amphibians, which are from six to seven feet 
long, russet in color, and weigh from three hundred 
to four hundred pounds. There they were in inter- 
minable files, ranged in line of battle, and countable 
by thousands. 

Although they did not move at the passage of the 
Albatross, it was otherwise with the ducks, divers, 
and loons, whose husky cries filled the air as they 
disappeared beneath the waves and fled terrified from 
the aerial monster. 

The twelve hundred miles of the Behring Sea be- 
tween the first of the Aleutians and the extreme end 

of Kamtschatka were traversed during the twenty- 
four hours of this day and the following night. 
Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans found that there was 
no présent chance of putting their project of escape 
into exécution. Flight was not to be thought of 
among the deserts of Eastern Asia, nor on the coast 
of the sea of Okhotsk. Evidently the Albatross was 
bound for Japan or China, and there, although it 
was not perhaps quite safe to trust themselves to the 
mercies of the Chinese or Japanese, the two friends 
had made up their minds to run if the aeronef 
stopped. 

But would she stop? She was not like a bird 
which grows fatigued by too long a flight, or like a 
balloon which lias to descend for want of gas. She 
still had food for many weeks, and her organs were 
of marvelous strength, defying ail weakness and 
weariness. 

During the 18th of June she swept over the penin- 
sula of Kamtschatka, and during the day there was a 
glimpse of Petropaulovski and the volcano of Klout- 
schew. Then she rose again to cross the Sea of 
Okhotsk, running down by the Kurile Isles, which 
seemed to be a breakwater pierced by hundreds of 
channels. On the 19th, in the morning, the Alba- 
tross was over the strait of La Perouse between 
Saghalien and Northern Japan, and had reached the 
mouth of the great Siberian river, the Amoor. 

Then there came on a fog so dense that the aeronef 
had to rise above it. At the altitude she was there 
was no obstacle to be feared, no elevated monuments 
to hinder her passage, no mountains against which 
there was risk of being shattered in her flight. The 
country was only slightly varied. But the fog was 
very disagreeable, and made everything on board 
very damp. 

Ail that was necessary was to get above this bed 
of mist. which was nearly thirteen hundred feet thick, 
and the ascensional screws being increased in speed, 
the Albatross was soon clear of the fog and in the 
sunny régions of the sky. Under these circum- 
stances, Uncle Prudent and Phil Evans would have 
found some difficultj' in carrying out their plan of 
escape, even admitting that they could leave the 
aeronef. 

During the day, as Robur passed them, he stopped 
for a moment, and without seeming to attach any 
importance to what he said, addressed them carelessly 
as follows : "Gentlemen, a sailing-ship or a steam- 
ship caught in a fog from which it cannot escape is 
ahvays much delayed. It must not move unless it 
keeps its whistle or its horn going. It must reduce 
its speed, and any instant a collision may be expected. 
The Albatross has none of these things to fear. 
What does fog matter to her? She can leave it 
when she chooses. The whole of space is hers." 
And Robur continued his stroll without waiting for 
an answer, and the puffs of his pipe were lost in the 
sky. 

"Uncle Prudent," said Phil Evans, "it seems that 
this astonishing Albatross never has anything to 
fear." 

"That we shall see !" answered the président of 
the Weldon Institute. 

The fog lasted three days, the 19th, 20th, and 21st 
of June, with regrettable persistence. An ascent had 
to be made to clear the Japanese mountain of Fusi- 
yama. When the curtain of mist was drawn aside 
there lay below them an immense city, with palaces. 
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villas, gardens, and parks. Even without seeing it 
Robur had recognized it by the barking of the in- 
numerable dogs, cries of the birds of prey, and above 
ail, by the cadaverous odor which the bodies of its 
executed criminals gave off into space. 

The two colleagues were ont on the deck while 
the engineer vvas taking his observations in case lie 
thought it best to continue his course through the fog. 

"Gentlemen," said he, "I have no reason for con- 
cealing from you that this town is Tokio, the capital 
of Japan." 

Uncle Prudent did not reply. In the presence of 
the engineer he was almost choked, his lungs were 
short of air. 

"This view of Tokio," contlnued Robur, "is very 
curious." 

"Curions as it may be " replied Phil Evans. 
"It is not as good as Pékin?" interrupted the 

engineer. "That is what I think, and very shortly 
you shall have an opportunity of judging." 

Impossible to be more agreeable ! 
The Albatross then gliding southeast, had lier 

course changed four points, so as to head to the 
eastward. 

CHAPTER XII 

Through the Himalayas 

DURING the night the fog cleared off. There 
were symptoms of an approaching typhoon 
—a rapid fall of the barometer, a disap- 

pearance of vapor, large clouds of ellipsoid form 
clinging to a copper sky, and, on the opposite hori- 
zon, long streaks of carminé on a slate-colored field, 
with a large sector quite clear in the north. Then the 
sea was smooth and calm and at sunset assumed a 
deep scarlet hue. 

Fortunately the typhoon broke more to the south, 
and had no other resuit than to sweep away the mist 
which had been accumulating during the last three 
days. 

In an hour they had traversed the hundred and 
twenty-five miles of the Corean strait, and while the 
typhoon was raging on the coast of China, the Alba- 
tross was over the Yellow Sea. During the 22nd 
and 23rd she was over the Gulf of Pechelee, and on 
the 24th she was ascending the valley of the Peiho 
on lier way to the capital of the Celestial Empire. 

Leaning over the rail, the two colleagues, as the 
engineer had told them, could see distinctly the im- 
mense city, the wall which divides it into two parts 
—the Manchoo town and the Chinese town—the 
twelve suburbs which surround it, the large boule- 
vards which radiate from its center, the temples with 
their green and yellow roofs bathed in the rising sun, 
the grounds surrounding the houses of the man- 
darins; then in the middle of the Manchoo town the 
eighteen hundred acres of the Yellow town, with its 
pagodas, its impérial gardens, its artificial lakes, its 
mountain of coal which towers above the capital ; 
and in the center of the Yellow town, like a square 
of a Chinese puzzle enclosed in another, the Red 
town, that is the impérial palace, with ail the peaks 
of its outrageons architecture. 

Below the Albatross the air was filled with a singu- 
lar harmony. It seemed to be a concert of ^Eolian 
harps. In the air were a hundred kites of différent 
forms, made of sheets of palm-leaf, and havîng at 
their upper end a sort of bow of light wood with 
a thin slip of bamboo beneath. In the breath of the 

wind these slips, with ail their notes varied like those 
of a harmonicon, gave forth a most melancholy mur- 
muring. It seemed as though they were breathing 
musical oxygen. 

It suited Robur's whim to run close up to this 
aerial orchestra, and the Albatross slowed as she 
glided through the musical waves which the kites 
gave off through the atmosphère. 

But immediately an extraordinary effect was pro- 
duced amongst tbe innumerable population. Beat- 
ings of the tomtoms and sounds of other formidable 
instruments of the Chinese orchestra, gun reports by 
the thousand, mortars fired in hundreds, ail were 
brought into play to scare away the aeronef. Al- 
though the Chinese astronomers may have recognized 
the aerial machine as the moving body that had given 
rise to such disputes, it was to the Celestial million, 
from the humblest tankader to the best-buttoned 
mandarin, an apocalyptical monster appearing in the 
sky of Buddha. 

The crew of the Albatross troubled tbemselves 
very little about these démonstrations. But the 
strings which held the kites, and were tied to fixed 
pegs in the impérial gardens, were eut or quickly 
hauled in ; and the kites were either drawn in rapidly, 
sounding louder as they sank, or else fell like a bird 
shot through both wings, whose song ends with its 
last sigh. 

A noisy fanfare escaped from Tom Turner's trum- 
pet, and drowned the final notes of the aerial con- 
cert. It did not interrupt the terrestrial fusillade. 
At last a shell exploded a few feet below the Alba- 
tross, and then she mounted into the inaccessible 
régions of the sky. 

Nothing happened during the few following days 
of which the prisoners co- Jd take advantage. The 
aeronef kept on her course to the southwest, thereby 
showing that it was intended to take her to India. 
Twelve hours after leaving Pékin Uncle Prudent 
and Phil Evans caught a glimpse of the Gerat Wall 
in the neighborhood of Chen-Si. Then, avoiding the 
Lung mountains, they passed over the valley of the 
Hoangho and crossed the Chinese border on the 
Thibet side. 

Thibet consists of high table-lands without végé- 
tation, with here and there snowy peaks and barren 
ravines, torrents fed by glaciers, dépressions with 
glittering beds of sait, lakes surrounded by luxurious 
forests, with icy winds sweeping over ail. 

The barometer indicated an altitude of thirteen 
thousand feet above the level of the sea. At that 
height the température, although it was in the warm- 
est months of the northern hemisphere, was only a 
little above freezing. This cold, combined with the 
speed of the Albatross, made tbe voyage somewhat 
trying, and although the friends had warm traveling 
wraps, they preferred to keep to their cabin. 

It need bardly be said that to keep the aeronef 
in this rarefied atmosphère the ascension screws 
had to be driven at extreme speed. But they worked 
with perfect regularity, and the sound of their wings 
almost acted as a lullaby. 

During this day, appearing from below about the 
size of a carrier pigeon, she passed over Garlock, a 
town of western Thibet, tbe capital of the province 
of Garî Khorsum. 

On the 27tb of June, Uncle Prudent and Phil 
Evans sighted an enormous barrier, broken here and 

(Conlînued on page 902) 
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He gripped his spade still tighter, and advanced down the meadows towards the place of habitation, and dircctly he moved they convergcd 
upon him. . . . They wcre moving in upon him quickly, groping, yet moving rapidly. . . . It was hke playing bhnd man s buri, with every man blindfolded except one. 

S.TO 
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a-fi **', HREE hundred miles and more from 
Chimborazo, one hundred from snows 

mWi of Cotopaxi, in the wildest wastes of 

lllJJBîi Ecuador's Andes, there lies that mys- 
terious mountain valley, eut off from the 

world of men, the Country of the Blind. Long years 
ago that valley lay so far open to the world that men 
might corne at last through frightful gorges and over 
an icy pass into its equable meadows; and thither 
indeed men came, a family or so of Peruvian half- 
breeds fleeing from the lust and tryanny of an evil 
Spanish ruler. Then came the stupendous outbreak 
of Mindobamba, when it was night in Quito for 
seventeen days, and the water was boiling at Yagu- 
achi and ail the fish floating dying even as far as 
Guayaquil ; everywhere along the Pacific slopes there 
were land-slips and swift thawings and sudden floods, 
and one whole side of the old Arauca crest slipped 
and came down in thunder, and eut ofF the Country 
of the Blind for ever from the exploring feet of 
men. But one of these early settlers had chanced 
to be on the hither side of the gorges when the world 
had so terribly shaken itself, and he perforce had to 
forget his wife and his child and ail the friends and 
possessions he had left up there, and start life over 
again in the lower world. He started it again but 
ill, blindness overtook him, and he died of puni fil- 
ment in the mines ; but the story he told begot a legend 
that lingers along the length of the Cordilleras of the 
Andes to this day. 

He told of his reason for venturing back from 
that fastness, into which he had first been carried, 
lashed to a Ilama, beside a vast baie of gear, when he 
was a child. The valley, he said, had in it ail that 
the heart of man could desire—sweet water, pasture, 
and even climate, slopes of rich brown soil with tan- 
gles of a shrub that bore an excellent fruit, and on 
one side great hanging forests of pine that held the 
avalanches high. Far overhead, on three sides, vast 
cliffs of gray-green rock were capped by clifFs of 
ice; but the glacier stream came not to them but 
flowed away by the farther slopes, and only now and 
then huge ice masses fell on the valley side. In this 
valley it neither rained nor 
snowed, but the abundant 
springs gave a rich green 
pasture, that irrigation 
would spread over ail the 
valley space. The settlers 
did well indeed there. 
Their beasts did well and 
multiplied, and but one 
thing marred their happi- 
ness. Yet it was enough to 
mar it greatly. A strange 
disease had corne upon 
them, and had made ail 
the children born to them there—and indeed, several 
older children also—blind. It was to seek some 
charm or antidote against this plague of blindness 
that he had with fatigue and danger and difficulty 
returned down the gorge. In those days, in such 
cases, men did not think of germs and infections but 
of sins ; and it seemed to him that the reason of this 
affliction must lie in the négligence of these priestless 
immigrants to set up a shrine so soon as they entered 
the valley. He wanted a shrine—a handsome, cheap, 
effectuai shrine—to be erected in the valley ; he want- 
ed relies and such-like potent things of faith, blessed 
objects and mysterious medals and prayers. In his 

wallet he had a bar of native silver for which he 
would not account ; he insisted there was none in the 
valley with something of the insistence of an inexpert 
liar. They had ail clubbed their money and orna- 
ments together, having little need for such treasure 
up there, he said, to buy them holy help against their 
ill. I figure this dim-eyed young mountaineer, sun- 
burnt, garnit, and anxious, hat-brim clutched fever- 
ishly, a man ail unused to the ways of the lower 
world, telling this story to some keen-eyed attentive 
priest before the great convulsion ; I can picture him 
presently seeking to return with pious and infallible 
remedies against that trouble, and the infinité dismay 
with which he must have faced the tumbled vastness 
where the gorge had once corne ont. But the rest of 
his story of mischances is lost to me, save that I 
know of his evil death after several years. Poor 
stray from that remoteness ! The stream that had 
once made the gorge now bursts from the mouth of 
a rocky cave, and the legend his poor, ill-told story 
set going develooed into the legend of a race of blind 
men somewhere "over there," which one may still 
hear today. 

AND amidst the little population of that now iso- 
lated and forgotten valley the disease ran its 

course. The old became groping and purblind, the 
young saw but dimly, and the children that were born 
to them saw never at ail. But life was very easy in 
that snow-rimmed basin, lost to ail the world, with 
neither thorns nor briars, with no evil insects nor 
any beasts save the gentle breed of Hamas they had 
lugged and thrust and followed up the beds of the 
shrunken ri vers in the gorges up which they had 
corne. The seeing had become purblind so gradu- 
ally that they scarcely no'jd their loss. They guided 
the sightless youngsters hither and thither until they 
knew the whole valley marvellously, and when at last 
sight died out among them the race lived on. They 
had even time to adapt themselves to the blind con- 
trol of fire, which they made carefully in stoves of 
stone. They were a simple strain of people at the 
first, unlettered, only slightly touched with the Span- 

ish civilization, but with 
something of a tradition 
of the arts of old Peru 
and of its lost philosophy. 
Génération followed gén- 
ération. They forgot many 
things ; they devised many 
things. Their tradition of 
the greater world they 
came from became mythi- 
cal in color and uncertain. 
In ail things save sight 
they were strong and able, 
and presently the chance 

of birth and heredity sent one who had an original 
mind and who could talk and persuade among them, 
and then afterwards another. These two passed, 
leaving their effects, and the little community grew 
in numbers and in understanding, and met and set- 
tled social and économie problems that arose. Gén- 
ération followed génération. There came a time 
when a child was born who was fifteen générations 
from that ancestor who went out of the valley with 
a bar of silver to seek God's aid, and who never 
returned. Thereabouts it chanced that a man came 
into this community from the outer world. And this 
is the storv of that man. 

Tr/"/i lakc many things for granted in this world. 
rr IVc accepl many preconceived notions aboul an 

amazingly large number of things, which. like as not, 
prove to be amazingly wrong. If any story eyer proved 
this point, "The Country of the Blind" certainly is thaï 
one. The authgr exploits the zvell-known saying, "In the 
country of the blind, the one-eyed man is king." Indeed 
that statement is niost easy to believe and ail logic should 
point that way. In reading this inieresling story, y ou 
will soon find oui hozu far wrong even seemingly good 
logic can be. 



852 AMAZING STORIES 

He was a mountaineer from the country near 
Quinto, a man who had been down to the sea and had 
seen the world, a reader of books in an original way, 
an acnte and enterprising man, and he was taken ou 
by a party of Englishmen who had corne ont to 
Ecuador to clirnb mountains, to replace one of thcir 
three Svviss guides who had fallen ill. He climbed 
here and he climbed there, and then came the attempt 
on Parascotopetl, the Matterhorn of the Andes, in 
which he was lost to the outer world. The story of 
the accident lias been written a dozen times. Pointer's 
narrative is the best. Pïe tells how the little party 
worked their difficult and almost vertical way up 
to the very foot of the last and greatest précipice, 
and how they built a night shelter amidst the snow 
upon a little shelf of rock, and, with a touch of real 
dramatic power, how presently they found Nunez 
had gone from them. They shouted, and there was 
no reply ; shouted and whistled, and for the rest of 
that night they slept no more. 

As the morning broke they saw the traces of his 
fall. It seems impossible he could have uttered a 
sound. He had slipped eastward toward the un- 
known side of the mountain ; far below he had struck 
a steep slop of snow, and ploughed his way down it 
in the midst of a snow avalanche. His track went 
straight to the edge of a frightful précipice, and be- 
yond that everything was hjdden. Far. far below, 
and hazy with distance, they could see trees rising 
out of a narrow, shut-in valley—the lost Country of 
the Blind. But they did not know it was the lost 
Country of the Blind, nor distinguish it in any way 
from any other narrow streak of upland valley. Un- 
nerved by this disaster, they abandoned their at- 
tempt in the afternoon, and Pointer was called away 
to the war before he could^nake another attack. To 
this day Parascotopetl lifts an unconqucred crest, and 
Pointer's shelter crumbles unvisited amidst the snows. 

AND the man who fell survived. 
At the end of the slope he fell a thousand feet, 

and came down in the midst of a cloud of snow upon 
a snow slope even steeper than the one above. Down 
this he was whirled, stunned and insensible, but with- 
out a bone broken in his body ; and then at last came 
to gentler slopes, and at last rolled out and lay still, 
buried amidst a softening heap of the white masses 
that had accompanied and saved him. He came to 
himself with a dim fancy that he was ill in bed ; then 
realised his position with a mountaineer's intelli- 
gence, and worked himself loose and, after a rest or 
so. out until he saw the stars. He rested flat upon 
his chest for a space, wondering where he was and 
what had happened to him. He explored his limbs, 
and discovered that sevcral of his buttons were gone 
and his coat turned over his head. His knife had 
gone from his pocket and his bat was lost, though he 
had tied it under his chin. Fie recallcd that he had 
been looking for loose stones to raise his piece of the 
shelter wall. Flis ice-axe had disappeared. 

He decided he must have fallen, and looked up to 
see, exaggerated by the ghastly light of the rising 
moon, the tremendous flight he had taken. For a 
while he lay, gazing blankly at that vast pale cliff 
towering above, rising moment by moment out of a 
subsiding tide of darkness. Its phantasmal, mys- 
terious beauty held him for a space, and then he 
was seized with a paroxysm of sobbing laughter. . . . 

After a great interval of time he became aware 

that he was near the lower edge of the snow. Below, 
down what was now a moonlit and practicable slope, 
he saw the dark and broken appearance of rock- 
strewn turf. He struggled to his feet, aching in 
every joint and limb, got down painfully from the 
hcaped loose snow about him, went downward until 
he was on the turf, and there dropped rather than lay 
beside a boulder, drank deep from the flask in his 
inner pocket, and instantly fell asleep. . . . 

He was awakened by the singing of birds in the 
trees far below. 

He sat up and perceivcd he was on a little alp at 
the foot of a vast précipice, that was grooved by the 
gully down which he and his snow had corne. Over 
against him another wall of rock reared itself against 
the sky. The gorge between|these précipices ran east 
and west and was full of the morning sunlight, which 
lit to the westward the mass of fallen mountain that 
closed the descending gorge. Below him it seemed 
there was a précipice equally steep, but behind the 
snow in the gully he found a sort of chimney-cleft 
dripping with snow-water down which a desperate 
man might venture. He found it easier than it 
seemed, and came at last to another desolate alp, and 
then after a rock climb of no particular difficulty, to 
a steep slope of trees. He took his bearings and 
turned his face up the gorge, for he saw it opened out 
above upon green meadows, among which he now 
glimpsed quite distinctly a cluster of stone huts of 
unfamiliar fashion. At times his progress was like 
clambering along the face of a wall, and after a time 
the rising sun ceased to strike along the gorge, the 
voices of the singing birds died away, and the air 
grew cold and dark about him. But the distant valley 
with its houses was ail the brighter for that. He 
came presently to talus, and among the rocks he 
noted—for he was an observant man—an unfamiliar 
fern that seemed to clutch out of the crevices with 
intense green hands. He picked a frond or so and 
gnawed its stalk and found it helpful. 

About midday he came at last out of the throat of 
the gorge into the plain and the sunlight. He was 
stifF and weary ; he sat down in the shadow of a rock, 
filled up his flask with water from a spring and drank 
it down, and remained for a time resting before he 
went on to the houses. 

They were very strange to his eyes, and indeed the 
whole aspect of that valley became, as he regarded it, 
queerer and more unfamiliar. The greater part of its 
surface was lush green meadow, starred with many 
beautiful flowers, irrigated with extraordinary care, 
and bearing evidence of systematic cropping piece by 
piece. High up and ringing the valley about was a 
wall, and what appeared to be a circumferential 
water-channel, from which the little trickles of water 
that fed the meadow plants came, and on the higher 
slopes above this flocks of Hamas cropped the scanty 
herbage. Sheds, apparently shelters or feeding-places 
for the Hamas, stood against the boundary wall here 
and there. The irrigation streams ran together into a 
main channel down the centre of the valley, and this 
was enclosed on either side by a wall breast high. 
This gave a singularly urban quality to this secluded 
place, a quality that was greatly enhanced by the fact 
that a number of paths paved with black and white 
stones, and each with a curions little kerb at the side, 
ran hither and thither in an orderly manrier. The 
houses of the central village were quite unlike the 
casual and higgledy-piggledy agglomération of the 
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mountain villages he knew ; they stood in a continu- 
ons row on either side of a central street of 
astonishing cleanness; hcre and there their parti- 
coloured façade was pierced by a door, and not a 
solitary window broke their even frontage. They 
werc parti-coloured with extraordinary irregularity, 
smeared with a sort of plaster that was sometimes 
gray, sometimes drab, sometimes slate-coloured or 
dark brown ; and it was the sight of this wild plaster- 
ing first brought the word "blind" into the thoughts 
of the explorer. "The good man who did that," he 
thought, "must have been as blind as a bat." 

HE descended a steep place, and so came to the 
wall and channel that ran about the valley, near 

where the latter spouted ont its surplus contents into 
the deeps of the gorge in a thin and wavering thread 
of cascade. He could now see a number of men and 
women resting on piled heaps of grass, as if taking 
a siesta, in the remoter part of the meadow, and 
nearer the village a number of recumbent children, 
and then nearer at hand three men carrying pails on 
yokes along a little path that ran from the encircling 
wall towards the houses. These latter were clad in 
garments of llama cloth and boots and belts of 
leather, and they wore caps of cloth with back and 
ear flaps. They followed one another in single file, 
walking slowly and yawning as they walked, Hke men 
who have been up ail night. There was something 
so reassuringly prospérons and respectable in their 
bearing that after a moment's hésitation Nunez stood 
forward as conspicuously as possible upon his rock, 
and gave vent to a mighty shout that echoed round 
the valley. 

The three men stopped, and moved their heads as 
though they were looking about them. They turned 
their faces this way and that, and Nunez gesticulated 
with freedom. But they did not appear to see him 
for ail his gestures, and after a time, directing them- 
selves towards the mountains far away to the right, 
they shouted as if in answer. Nunez bawled again, 
and then once more, and as he gestured ineffectually 
the word "blind" came up to the top of his thoughts. 
"The fools must he blind," he said. 

When at last, after much shouting and wrath, 
Nunez crossed the stream by a little bridge, came 
through a gâte in the wall, and approached them, he 
was sure that they were blind. He was sure that 
this was the Country of the Blind of which the 
legends told. Conviction had sprung upon him, and a 
sense of great and rather enviable adventure. The 
three stood side by side, not looking at him, but with 
their ears directed towards him, judging him by his 
unfamiliar steps. They stood close together like men 
a little afraid, and he could see their eyelids closed 
and sunken, as though the very halls beneath had 
shrunk away. There was an expression near awe 
on their faces. 

"A man," one said, in hardly recognisable Spanish 
—"a man it is—a man or. a spirit—coming down 
from the rocks." 

But Nunez advanced with the confident steps of a 
youth who enters upon life. Ali the old stories of the 
lost valley and the Country of the Blind had corne 
back to his mind, and through his thoughts ran this 
old proverb, as if it were a refrain— 

"In the Country of the Blind the One-eyed Man 
is King." 
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i "In the Country of the Blind the One-eyed Man 
is King." 
| And very civilly he gave them greeting. He talked 
to them and used his eyes. 

| "Where does he corne from, brother Pedro?" asked 
one. 

! "Down out of the rocks." 
j "Over the mountains I corne," said Nunez, "out 
of the country beyond there—where men can see. 
From near Bogota, where there are a hundred thou- 
sands of people, and where the city passes out of 
sight." 
| "Sight?" muttered Pedro. "Sight?" 
s "Pie cornes," said the second blind man, "out of 
the rocks." 

The cloth of their coats Nunez saw was curiously 
fashioned, each with a différent sort of stitching. 

They startled him by a simultaneous movement to- 
wards him, each with a hand outstretched. He 
stepped back from the advance of these spread 
fingers. 

"Corne hither," said the third blind man, following 
his motion and clutching him neatly. 

And they held Nunez and felt him over, saying no 
word further until they had done so. 

"Carefully," he cried, with a finger in his eye, and 
found they thought that organ, with its fluttering 
lids, a queer thing in him. They went over it again. 

"A strange créature, Correa," said the one called 
Pedro. "Feel the coarseness of his hair. Like a 
Ilama's hair." 

"Rough he is as the rocks that begot him," said 
Correa, investigating Nunez's unshaven chin with a 
soft and slightly moist hand. "Perhaps he will grow 
finer." Nunez struggled a little under their examina- 
tion, but they gripped him firmly. 

"Carefully," he said again. 
"He speaks," said the third man. "Certainly he 

is a man." 
"Ugh !" said Pedro, at the roughness of his coat. 
"And you have come into the world ?" asked 

Pedro. 
"Out of the world. Over mountains and glaciers ; 

right over above there, half-way to the sun. Out of 
the great big world that goes down, twelve days' 
journey to the sea." 

They scarcely seemed to heed him. "Our fathers 
have told us men may be made by the forces of 
Nature," said Correa. "It is the warmth of things 
and moisture, and rottenness—rottenness." 

"Let us lead him to the elders," said Pedro. 
"Shout first," said Correa, "lest the children be 

afraid. This is a marvellous occasion." 
So they shouted, and Pedro went first and took 

Nunez by the hand to lead him to the houses. 
He drew his hand away. "I can see," he said. 
"See?" said Correa. 
"Yes, see," said Nunez, turning towards him, and 

stumbled against Pedro's pail. 
"His senses are still imperfect," said the third 

blind man. "He stumbles, and talks unmeaning 
words. Lead him by the hand." 

"As you will," said Nunez, and was led along, 
laughing. 

It seemed they knew nothing of sight. 
Well, ail in good time he would teach them. 
He heard people shouting, and saw a number of 

figures gathering together in the middle roadway of 
the village. 
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He found it taxed his nerve and patience more 
than he had anticipated, that first encounter with the 
population of the Country of the Blind. The place 
seemed larger as he drevv near to it, and the smeared 
plasterings queerer, and a crovvd of children and men 
and women (the women and girls, he vvas pleased to 
note, had some of them quite sweet faces, for ail 
that their eyes were shut and sunken) came about 
him, holding on to him, touching him with soft, 
sensitive hands, smelling at him, and listening at 
every word he spokè. Some of the maidens and chil- 
dren, however, kept aloof as if afraid, and indeed 
his voice seemed coarse, and rude beside their softer 
notes. They mobbed him. His three guides kept 
close to him with an effect of proprietorship, and 
said again and again, "A wild man ont of the rocks." 

"Bogota," he said. "Bogota. Over the mountain 
crests." 

"A wild man—using wild words," said Pedro. 
"Did you hear that—Bogota? His mind is hardly 
formed yet. He .has only the beginnings of speech." 

A litlle boy nipped his hand. "Bogota!" he said 
mockingly. 

"Ay ! A city to your village. I corne from the 
great world—where men have eyes and see." 

"His name's Bogota," they said. 
"He stumbled," said Correa, "stumbled twice as 

we came hither." 
"Bring him to the elders." 

AND they thrust him suddenly through a doorway 
into a room as black as pitch, save at the end 

there faintly glowed a fire. The crowd closed in be- 
hind him and shut out ail but the faintest glimmer 
of day, and before he could arrest himself he had 
fallen headlong over the fe^ of a seated man. His 
arm, outflung, struck the face of some one else as 
he went down ; he felt the soft impact of features 
and heard a cry of anger, and for a moment he 
struggled against a number of hands that clutched 
him. It was a one-sided fight. An inkling of the 
situation came to him. and he lay quiet. 

"I fell down," he said ; "1 couldn't see in this 
pitchy darkness." 

There was a pause as if the unseen persons about 
him tried to understand his words. Then the voice 
of Correa said : "He is but newly formed. He 
stumbles as he walks and mingles words that mean 
nothing, with his speech." 

Others also said things about him that he heard 
or understood imperfectly. 

"May I sit up?" he asked, in a pause. "I will 
not struggle against you again." 

They consulted and let him rise. 
The voice of an older man began to question him, 

and Nunez found himself trying to explain the great 
world out of which he had fallen, and the sky and 
mountains and sight and such-Iike marvels, to these 
elders who sat in darkness in the Country of the 
Blind. And they would bejieve and understand noth- 
ing whatever he told them. a thing quite outside his 
expectation. They would not even understand many 
of his words. For fourteen générations these people 
had been blind and eut off from ail the seeing world ; 
the names for ail the things of sight had faded and 
changed ; the story of the outer world was faded and 
changed to a child's story ; and they had ceased to 
concern themselves with anything beyond the rocky 
slopes above their circling wall. Blind men of genius 

had arisen among them and questioned the shreds 
of belief and tradition they had brought with them 
from their seeing days, and had dismissed ail these 
things as idle fancies, and replaced them with new 
and saner explanations. Much of their imagination 
had shrivelled with their eyes, and they had made for 
themselves new imaginations with their ever more 
sensitive ears and finger-tips. Slowly Nunez realised 
this; that his expectation of wonder and reverence 
at his origin and his gifts was not to be borne out ; 
and after his poor attempt to explain sight to them, 
had been set aside as the confused version of a new- 
made being, describing the marvels of his incohérent 
sensations, he subsided, a liltle dashed, ijito listen- 
ing to their instruction. And the eldest of the blind 
men explained to him life and philosophy and re- 
ligion, how that the world (meaning their valley) had 
been first an empty hollow in the rocks, and then had 
corne, first, inanimate things without the gift of 
touch, and Hamas and a few other créatures that had 
little sense, and then men, and at last angels, whom 
one could hear singing and making fluttering sounds, 
but whom no one could touch at ail, which puzzled 
Nunez greatly until he thought of the birds. 

He went on to tell Nunez how this time had been 
diyided into the warm and the cold, which are the 
blind équivalents of day and night, and how it was 
good to sleep in the warm and work during the cold, 
so that now, but for his advent, the whole town of the 
blind would have been asleep. He said Nunez must 
have been specially created to learn and serve the 
wisdom they had acquired, and that for ail his mental 
incoherency and stumbling behaviour he must have 
courage and do his best to learn, and at that ail the 
people in the doorway murmured encouragingly. He 
said the night—for the blind call their day night— 
was now far gone, and it behooved every one to go 
back to sleep. He asked Nunez if he knew how to 
sleep, and Nunez said he did, but that before sleep 
he wanted food. 

They brought him food—llama's milk in a bowl, 
and rough salted bread—and led him into a lonely 
place to eat out of their hearing, and afterwards to 
sîumber until the chill of the mountain evening 
roused them to begin their day again. But Nunez 
slumbered not at ail. 

Instead, he sat up in the place where they had left 
him, resting his limbs and turning the unanticipated 
circumstances of his arrivai over and over in his 
mind. 

Every now and then he laughed, sometimes with 
amusement, and sometimes with indignation. 

"Unformed mind !" he said. "Got no senses yet ! 
They little know they've been insulting their heaven- 
sent king and master. I see I must bring them to 
reason. Let me think—let me think." 

He was still thinking when the sun set. 
Nunez had an eye for ail beautiful things, and it 

seemed to him that the glow upon the snowfields and 
glaciers that rose about the valley on every side was 
the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. His eyes 
went from that inaccessible glory to the village and 
irrigated fields, fast sinking into the twilight, and 
suddenly a wave of émotion took him. and he thanked 
God from the bottom of his heart that the power of 
sight had been given him. 

He heard a voice calling to him from out of thé 
village. "Ya ho there, Bogota ! Corne hither!" 

At that he stood up smiling. He would show these 
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people once and for ail what sight would do for a 
man. They would seek him, but not find him. 

"You move not, Bogota," said the voice. 
He laughed noiselessly, and made two stealthy 

steps aside from the path. 
"Trample not on the grass, Bogota; that is not 

allowed." 
Nunez had scarcely heard the sound he made him- 

self. He stopped amazed. 
The owner of the voice came running up the pie- 

bald path towards him. 
He stepped back into the pathway. "Here I am," 

he said. 
"Why did you not corne when I called you?" said 

the blind man. "Must you be led like a child? Can- 
not you hear the path as you walk ?" 

Nunez laughed. "I can see it," he said. 
"There is no such word as see," said the blind man, 

after a pause. "Cease tins folly, and follow the sound 
of my feet." 

Nunez followed, a little annoyed. 
"My time will corne," he said. 
"You'll learn," the blind man answered. "There is 

much to learn in the world." 

"Has no one told you, Tn the Country of the Blind 
the One-eyed Man is King ?' " 

"What is blind?" asked the blind man carelessly 
over his shoulder. 

FOUR days passed, and the fifth found the King 
of the Blind still incognito, as a clumsy and use- 

less stranger among his subjects. 
It was, he found, much more difficult to proclaim 

himself than he had supposed, and in the meantime, 
while he meditated his coup d'état, he did what he 
was told and learnt the manners and customs of the 
Country of the Blind. He found working and going 
about at night a particularly irksome thing, and he 
decided that that should be the first thing he would 
change. 

They led a simple, laborious life, these people, 
with ail the éléments of virtue and happiness, as these 
things can be understood by men. They toiled, but 
not oppressively : they had food and clothing suffi- 
cient for their needs ; they had days and seasons of 
rest ; they made much of music and singing, and there 
was love among them, and little children. 

It was marvellous with what confidence and préci- 
sion they went about their ordered world. Every- 
thing, you see. had been made to fit their needs ; each 
of the radiating paths of the valley area had a con- 
stant angle to the others, and was distinguished by a 
spécial notch upon its kerbing; ail obstacles and ir- 
rcgularities of path or meadow had long since been 
cleared away ; ail their methods and procédure arose 
naturally from their spécial needs. Their senses had 
become marvellously acute ; they could hear and 
judge the slightest gesture of a man a dozen paces 
away—could hear the very beating of his heart. In- 
tonation had long replaced expression with them, and 
touches gesture, and their work with hoe and spade 
and fork was as free and confident as garden work 
can be. Their sense of smell was extraordinarily 
fine ; they could distinguish -îndividual différences as 
readily as a dog can, and they went about the tend- 
ing of the Hamas, who lived among the rocks above 
and came to the wall for food and shelter, with ease 
and confidence. It was only when at last Nunez 

sought to assert himself that he found how easy and 
confident their movements could be. 

He rebelled only after he had tried persuasion. 
He tried at first on several occasions to tell them 

of sight. "Look you here, you people," he said. 
"There are things you do not understand in me." 

Once or twice one or two of them attended to 
him ; they sat with faces downeast and ears turned 
intelligently towards him, and he did his best to tell 
them what it was to see. Among his hearers was a 
girl, with eyelids less red and sunken than the others, 
so that one could almost fancy she was hiding eyes, 
whom especially he hoped to persuade. He spoke of 
the beauties of sight, of watching the mountains, of 
the sky and the sunrise, and they heard him with 
amused incredulity that presently became condem- 
natory. They told him there were indeed no moun- 
tains at ail, but that the end of the rocks where the 
Hamas grazed was indeed the end of the world ; 
thence sprang a cavernous roof of the uni verse, from 
which the dew and the avalanches fell ; and when he 
maintained stoutly the world had neither end nor roof 
such as they supposed, they said his thoughts were 
wicked. So far as he could describe sky and clouds 
and stars to them it seemed to them a hideous void, 
a terrible blankness in the place of the smooth roof 
to things in which they believed—it was an article 
of faith with them that the cavern roof was ex- 
quisitely smooth to the touch. He saw that in some 
manner he shocked them, and gave up that aspect 
of the matter altogether, and tried to show them the 
practical value of sight. One morning he saw Pedro 
in the path called Seventeen and coming towards the 
central houses, but still too far off for hearing or 
scent, and he told them as much. "In a little while," 
he prophesied, "Pedro will be here." An old man re- 
marked that Pedro had no business on Path Seven- 
teen, and then, as if in confirmation, that individual 
as he drew near turned and went transversely into 
path Ten, and so back with nimble paces towards the 
outer wall. They mocked Nunez when Pedro did 
not arrive, and afterwards, when he asked Pedro 
questions to clear his character, Pedro denied and 
outfaced him, and was afterwards hostile to him. 

I hen he induced them to let him go a long way up 
the sloping meadows towards the wall with one com- 
placent individual, and to him he promised to de- 
scribe ail that happened among the houses. Pie noted 
certain goings and comings, but the things that really 
seemed to signify to these people happened inside of 
or behind the windowless houses—the only things 
they took note of to test him by—and of these he 
could see or tell nothing; and it was after the failurc 
,of this attempt, and the ridicule they could not re- 
press, that he resorted to force. Pie thought of seiz- 
ing a spade and suddenly smiting one or two of them 
to earth, and so in fair combat showing the advantage 
of eyes. He went so far with that resolution as to 
seize his spade, and then he discovered a new thing 
about himself. and that was that it was impossible for 
him to hit a blind man in cold blood. 

He hesitated, and found them ail aware that he 
had snatched up the spade. They stood alert, with 
their heads on one sîde, and bent ears towards him 
for what he would do next. 

"Put that spade down," said one, and he felt a sort 
of helpless horror. He came near obedience. 

Then he thrust one backwards against a house 
wall, and fled past him and Dut of the village. 
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HE went athwart one of their meadows, leaving 
a track o£ trampled grass behind his fcet, and 

presently sat down by the side of one of their ways. 
He felt something of the buoyancy that cornes to ail 
men in the beginning of a fight, but more perplexity. 
He began to realise that you cannot even fight hap- 
pily with créatures who stand upon a différent mental 
basis to yourself. Far away he saw a number of men 
carrying spades and sticks corne out of the street of 
houses, and advance in a spreading line along the 
several paths towards him. They advanced slowly, 
speaking frequently to one another, and ever and 
again the whole cordon would hait and sniff the air 
and listcn. 

The first timc they did this Nunez laughed. But 
afterwards he did not laugh. 

One struck his trail in the meadow grass, and came 
stooping and feeling his way along it. 

For five minutes he watched the slow extension 
of the cordon, and then his vague disposition to do 
something forthwith became frantic. He stood up, 
went a space or so towards the circumferential wall, 
turned, and went back a little way. There they ail 
stood in a crcscent, still and listening. 

He also stood still, gripping his spadc very tightly 
in both hands. Should he charge them? 

The puise in his ears ran into the rhythm of "In 
the Country of the Blind the One-eyed Man is 
King !" 

Should he charge them? 
He looked back at the high and unclimbable wall 

behind—unclimbable because of its smooth plaster- 
ing, but withal pierced with many little doors, and at 
the approaching line of seekers. Behind these others 
were now coming out of the street of houses. 

Should he charge them-? 
"Bogota!" called one. "Bogota! where are you?" 
He gripped his spade still tighter, and advanced 

down the meadows towards the place of habitations, 
and directly he moved they converged upon him. 
"T'II hit them if they touch me," he swore; "by 
Heaven, I will. l'il hit." He called aloud, "Look 
here, l'm going to do what I like in this valley. Do 
you hear? Fm going to do what I like and go where 
I like!" 

They were moving in upon him quickly, groping, 
yet moving rapidly. It was like playing blind man's 
buff, with every one blindfolded except one. "Get 
hold of him !" cried one. He found himself in the arc 
of a loose curve of pursuers. He felt suddenly he 
must be active and resolute. 

"You don't understand," he cried in a voice that 
was meant to be great and resolute, and which broke. 
"You are blind, and I can see. Leave me alone !" 

"Bogota ! Put down that spade, and corne off the 
grass !" 

The last order, grotesque in its urban familiarity, 
produced a gust of anger. 

"Pli hurt you," he said, sobbing with émotion. "By 
Heaven. Fil hurt you. Leave me alone!" 

He began to run, not knowing clearly where to 
run. He ran from the uearest blind man, because it 
was a horror to hit him. Pie stopped, and then made 
a dash to escape from their closing ranks. He made 
for where a gap was wide, and the men on either side, 
with a quick perception of the approach of his paces, 
rushed in on one another. He sprang forward, and 
then saw he must be caught, and swish! the spade 
had struck. Pie felt the soft thud of hand and arm. 

and the man was down with a yell of pain, and he 
was through. 

Through ! And then he was close to the street of 
houses again, and blind men, whirling spades and 
stakes, were running with a sort of reasoned swift- 
ness hither and thither. 

He heard steps behind him just in time, and found 
a tall man rushing forward and swiping at the Sound 
of him. He lost his nerve, hurled his spade a yard 
wide at his antagonist, and whirled about and fled, 
fairly yelling as he dodged another. 

He was panic-stricken. He ran furiously to and 
fro, dodging when there was no need to dodge, and 
in his anxiety to see on every side of him at once, 
stumbling. For a moment he was down and they 
heard his fall. Far away in the circumferential wall 
a little doorway looked like heaven, and he set off in a 
wild rush for it. He did not even look around at his 
pursuers until it was gained, and he had stumbled 
across the bridge, clambered a little way among the 
rocks, to the surprise and dismay of a young llama, 
who went leaping out of sight, and lay down sobbing 
for breath. 

And so his coup d'état came to an end. 
He stayed outside the wall of the valley of the 

Blind for two nights and days without food or 
shelter, and meditated upon the unexpected. Dur- 
ing these méditations he repeated very frequently 
and always with a profounder note of dérision the 
exploded proverb: "In the Country of the Blind the 
One-eyed Man is King." He thought chiefly of ways 
of fighting and conquering these people, and it grew 
clear that for him no practicable way was possible. 
He had no weapons, and now it would be hard to get 
one. 

TPIE canker of civilisation had got to him even in 
Bogota, and he could not find it in himself to go 

down and assassinate a blind .man. Of course, if he 
did that, he might then dictate terms on the threat of 
assassinating them ail. But—sooner or later he must 
sleep !... 

He tried also to find food among the pine trees, to 
be comfortable under pine boughs while the frost fell 
at night, and—with less confidence—to catch a llama 
by artifice in order to try to kill it—perhaps by ham- 
mering it with a stone—and so finally, perhaps, to eat 
some of it. But the Hamas had a doubt of him and 
regarded him with distrustful brown eyes, and spat 
when he drew near. Fear came on him the second 
day and fits of shivering. Finally he crawled down to 
the wall of the Country of the Blind and tried to 
make terms. He crawled along by the stream, shout- 
ing, until two blind men came out to the gâte and 
talked to him. 

"I was mad," he said. "But I was only newly 
made." 

They said that was better. 
He told them he was wiser now, and repented of 

ail he had donc. 
Then he wept without intention, for he was very 

weak and ill now, and they took that as a favourable 
sign. 

They asked him if he still thought he could "see." 
"No," he said. "That was folly. The world means 

nothing—less than nothing !" 
They asked him what was overhead. 
"About ten times ten the height of a man there is 

a roof above the world—of rock—and very, very 
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smoôth." . . . He burst again into hysterical tears. 
"Before you ask me any more, give me some food 
or I shall die." 

He expected dire punishments, but these blind 
people wcre capable of toleration. They regarded bis 
rébellion as but one more proof of bis général idiocy 
and inferiority ; and after tbey had whipped bim they 
appointed bim to do tbe simples! and heaviest work 
they bad for any one to do, and be, seeing no other 
way of living, did submissively what he was told. 

I le was ill for some days, and they nursed bim 
kindly. That refined bis submission. But they in- 
sisted un bis lying in tbe dark, and that was a great 
misery. And blind philosophers came and talked to 
bim of tbe wicked levity of bis mind, and reproved 
bim so impressively for bis doubts about tbe lid of 
rock that covered tbeir cosmic casserole that be al- 
most doubted vvhetber indeed be was not tbe victim 
of hallucination in not seeing it overhead. 

So Nunez became a citizen of tbe Country of tbe 
Blind. and tbese people ceased to be a generalised 
people and became individualities and familiar to 
bim, wbilc tbe world beyond tbe mountains became 
more and more remote and unreal. There was Yacob, 
bis master, a kindly man when not annoyed ; tbere 
was Pedro, Yacob's nephew ; and tbere was Medina- 
saroté, wbo was tbe youngest daugbter of Yacob. 
She was little esteemed in tbe world of tbe blind, 
because sbe bad a clear-cut face, and lacked that satis- 
fying, glossy smootbness that is tbe blind man's idéal 
of féminine beauty ; but Nunez thought her beautiful 
at first, and presently tbe most beautiful thing in tbe 
wbole création. Her closed eyelids were not sunken 
and red after tbe common way of tbe valley, but lay 
as though they might open again at any moment; 
and sbe had long eyelasbes, whicb were considered a 
grave disfigurement. And lier voice was strong, and 
did not satisfy tbe acute bearing of tbe valley swains. 
So that she had no lover. 

There came a time when Nunez thought that. could 
be win lier, be would be resigned to Hve in tbe valley 
for ail tbe rest of bis days. 

He watcbed her; be sought opportunities of doing 
lier little services, and presently he found that she 
observed bim. Once at a rest-day gathering they sat 
side by side in tbe dim starlight, and tbe music was 
sweet. His band came upon her s and he dared to 
clasp it. Tben very tenderly she returned bis pres- 
sure. And one day. as they were at tbeir meal in 
tbe darkness, he felt lier band very softly seeking 
bim, and as it cbanced tbe fire leapt tben and be saw 
tbe tenderness of her face. 

He sought to speak to ber. 
He went to her one day when she was sitting in 

tbe summer moonligbt spinning. Tbe light made her 
a thing of si 1 ver and mystery. He sat down at her 
feet and told her be loved her. and told her how 
beautiful sbe seemed to bim. He had a lover's voice, 
be spoke witb a tender reverence that came near to 
awe, and sbe had never before been touched by 
adoration. She made bim no definite answer, but it 
was clear his words pleased her. 

After that be talked to her whenever be could take 
an opporlunity. The valley. became tbe world for 
bim, and tbe world beyond tbe mountains where men 
lived in sunlight seemed no more than a fairy taie he 
would some day pour into her ears. Very tentatively 
and timidly be spoke to her of sight. 

Sight seemed to ber tbe most poetical of fancies. 

and she listened to his description of tbe stars and tbe 
mountains and her own sweet white-lit beauty as 
though it was a guilty indulgence. She did not be- 
lieve, sbe could only balf understand, but sbe was 
mysteriously delighted, and it seemed to bim that she 
completely understood. 

His love lost its awe and took courage. Presently 
be was for demanding her of Yacob and tbe elders 
in marriage, but she became fearful and delayed. 
And it was one of lier elder sisters wbo first told 
Yacob that Medina-saroté and Nunez were in love. 

There was from tbe first very great opposition to 
tbe marriage of Nunez and Medina-saroté; not so 
much because tbey valued ber as because they beld 
bim as a being apart, an idiot, incompétent thing be- 
low tbe permissible level of a man. lier sisters op- 
posed it bitterly as bringing discrédit on them ail ; 
and old Yacob, though he bad formed a sort of liking 
for bis clumsy, obedient serf, shook his head and said 
tbe thing could not be. The young men- were ail 
angry at tbe idea of corrupting tbe race, and one 
went so far as to revile and strike Nunez. He struck 
back. Tben for tbe first time he found an advantage 
in seeing, even by twilight, and after that fight was 
over no one was disposée! to raise a band against bim. 
But they still found his marriage impossible. 

Old Yacob bad a tenderness for bis last little 
daugbter, and was grieved to bave her weep upon 
bis shoulder. 

'"You see, my dear, he's an idiot. He bas delusions; 
be can't do anything right." 

"1 know," wept Medina-saroté. "But he's better 
than be was. He's getting better. And he's strong, 
dear father, and kind—stronger and kinder than any 
other man in tbe world. And he loves me—and 
father, I love bim." 

OLD Yacob was greatly distressed to find her in- 
consolable, and, besides—what made it more 

distressing—he liked Nunez for many things. So he 
went and sat in tbe windowless council-chamber witb 
tbe other elders and watcbed tbe trend of tbe talk, 
and said, at tbe proper time, "He's better than be 
was. Very likely, some day, we shall find bim as sane 
as ourselves." 

Tben afterwards one of tbe elders. wbo thought 
deeply, had an idea. He was tbe great doctor among 
tbese people, tbeir medicine-man. and be bad a very 
pbilosophical and inventive mind, and tbe idea of 
curing Nunez of his peculiarities appealed to bim. 
One day when Yacob was présent he returned to 
tbe topic of Nunez. 

"1 bave examined Bogota," be said, "and tbe case 
is clearer to me. T think very probably he might be 
cured." 

"That is what T bave always hoped," said old 
Y'acob. 

"His brain is afïected," said tbe blind doctor. 
Tbe elders murmured assent. 
"Now, what affects it?" 
" Ab !" said old Yacob. 
"This," said tbe doctor, answering his own ques- 

tion. "Those queer things that are called tbe eyes, 
and whicb exist to make an agreeable soft dépression 
in tbe face, are diseased, in tbe case of Bogota, in 
sucb a way as to affect his brain. They are greatly 
distended. he bas eyelasbes. and bis eyelids move, 
and consequently bis brain is in a statc of constant 
irritation and distraction." 
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"Yes ?" said old Yacob. "Yes?" 
"And I think I may say with reasonable certainty 

that, in order to cure him completely, ail that we 
need do is a simple and easy surgical opération— 
namely, to remove these irritant bodies." 

"And then he will be sane?" 
"Then he will be perfectly sane, and a quite ad- 

mirable citizen." 
"Thank Heaven for science!" said old Yacob, and 

went forth at once to tell Nunez of bis happy hopes. 
But Nunez's manner of receiving the good news 

struck him as being cold and disappointing. 
"One might think," he said, "from the tone you 

take, that you did not care for my daughter." 
It was Medina-saroté who persuaded Nunez to 

face the blind surgeons. 
"You do not want me," he said, "to lose my gift of 

sight?" 
She shook her head. 
"My world is sight." 
Her head drooped lower. 
"There are the beautiful things, the beautiful little 

things—the flowers, the lichens among the rocks, the 
lightness and softness on a piece of fur, the far sky 
with its drifting down of clouds, the sunsets and the 
stars. And there is you. For you alone it is good to 
have sight, to see your sweet, serene face, your 
kindly lips, your dear, beautiful hands folded to- 
gether. . . . It is these eyes of mine you won, these 
eyes that hold me to you, that these idiots seek. In- 
stead, I must touch you, hear you, and never see you 
again. I must corne under that roof of rock and stone 
and darkness, that horrible roof under which your 
imagination stoops. ... No ; you would not have me 
do that?" 

A disagreeable doubt had arisen in him. He 
stopped, and left the thirig a question. 

"I wish," she said, "sometimes " She paused. 
"Yes." said he, a little apprehensively. 
"I wish sometimes—you would not talk like that." 
"Like what?" 
"I know it's pretty—it's your imagination. I love 

it, but norv " 
He felt cold. "Now?" he said faintly. 
She sat quite still. 
"You mean—you think—I shoukl be better, better 

perhaps " 
He was realising things very swiftly. He felt 

anger, indeed, anger at the dull course of fate, but 
also sympathy for her lack of under standing— a 
sympathy near akin to pity. 

"Dear," he said, and he could see by her whiteness 
how intensely her spirit pressed against the things she 
could not say. He put his arms about her, he kissed 
her ear, and they sat for a time in silence. 

"If I were to consent to this?" he said at last, in a 
voice that was very gentle. 

She flung her arms about him, weeping wildly. 
"Oh. if you would," she sobbed, "if only you would !" 

FOR a week before the opération that was to raise 
him from his servitude and inferiority to the level 

of a blind citizen, Nunez knew nothing of sleep, and 
ail through the warm sunlit hours, while the others 
slumbered happily, he sat brooding or wandered aim- 
lessly, trying to bring his mind to hear on his di- 
lemma. He had given his answer, he had given his 
consent, and still be was not sure. And at last work- 
time was over, the sun rose in splendeur over the 

golden crests, and his last day of vision began for 
him. He had a few minutes with Medina-saroté 
before she went apart to sleep. 

"To-morrow," he said, "I shall see no more." 
"Dear heart !" she answered, and pressed his hands 

with ail her strength. 
"They will huit you but little," she said ; "and you 

are going through this pain—you are going through 
it, dear lover, for me. . . . Dear, if a woman's heart 
and life can do it, I will repay you. My dearest one, 
my dearest with the tender voice, I will repay." 

He was drenched in pity for himself and her. 
He held her in his arms, and pressed his lips to 

hers, and looked on her sweet face for the last time. 
"Good-bye !" he whispered at that dear sight, "good- 
bye !" 

And then in silence he turned away from her. 
She could hear his slow retreating footsteps, and 

something in the rhythm of them threw her into a 
passion of weeping. 

He had fully meant to go to a lonely place where 
the meadows were beautiful with white narcissus, 
and there remain until the hour of his sacrifice should 
corne, but as he went he lifted up his eyes and saw 
the morning, the morning like an angel in golden 
armour, marching down the steeps. . . . 

It seemed to him that before this splendour he, and 
this blind world in the valley, and his love, and ail, 
were no more than a pit of sin. 

He did not turn aside as he had meant to do, but 
went on, and passed through the wall of the circum- 
ference and out upon the rocks, and his eyes were al- 
ways upon the sunlit ice and snow. 

He saw their infinité beauty, and his imagination 
soared over them to the things beyond he was now to 
resign for ever. 

He thought of that great free world he was parted 
from, the world that was his own, and he had a 
vision of those further slopes, distance beyond dis- 
tance. with Bogota, a place of multitudinous stirring 
beauty, a glory by day, a luminous mystery by night, 
a place of palaces and fountains and statues and 
white houses, lying beautifully in the middle distance. 
He thought how for a day or so one might corne 
down through passes, drawing ever nearer and nearer 
to its busy streets, and ways. He thought of the river 
journey, day by day, from great Bogota to the still 
vaster world beyond, through towns and villages, 
forest and desert places, the rushing river day by 
day, until its banks receded and (he big steamers came 
splashing by, and one had reachcd the sea—the limit- 
less sea, with its thousand islands, its thousands of 
islands, and its ships seen dimly far away in their 
incessant journeyings round and about that greater 
world. And there, unpent by mountains, one saw 
the sky—the sky, not such a dise as one saw it here, 
but an arch of immeasurable blue, a deep of deeps 
in which the circling stars were floating. . . . 

His eyes scrutinised the great curtain of the moun- 
tains with a keener inquiry. 

For example, if one went so. up that gully and to 
that chimney there. then one might corne out high 
among those stunted pines that ran round in a sort of 
shelf and rose still higher and hîgher as it passed 
above the gorge. And then? That talus might be 
managed. Thence perhaps a climb might be found to 
take him up to the précipice that came below the 
snow ; and if that chimney failed, then another far- 
ther to the east might serve his purpose better. And 



THE COUNTRY OF THE BL1ND 859 

then? Then one would be out npon the amber-lit 
snow there, and half-way up to the crest of those 
beautiful désolations. 

He glanced back at the village, then turned right 
round and regarded it steadfastly. 

He thought o£ Medina-saroté, and she had become 
small and remote. 

He turned again towards the mountain wall, down • 
which the day had conie to him. 

Then very circumspectly he began to climb'. 

When sunset came he was no longer climbing, but 
he was far and high. He had been higher, but he was 
still very high. His clothes were torn. his limbs were 
blood-stained. he was bruised in many places, but he 
lay as if he were at his ease, and there was a stnile 
on his face. 

From where he rested the valley seemed as if it 

were in a pit and nearly a mile below. Already it was 
dim wilh haze and shadow, though the mountain 
sununits around him were things of light and lire. 
The mountain suramits around him were things of 
light and lire, and the little détails of the rocks near 
at hand were drenched with subtle beauty—a vein of 
green minerai piercing the gray. the flash of crystal 
faces here and there, a minute, minutely-beautiful 
orange lichen close beside his face. There were deep 
mysterious shadows in the gorge, blue deepening into 
purple, and purple into a luminous darkness, and 
overhead was the inimitable vastness of the sky. But 
he heeded these things no longer, but lay quite in- 
active there, smiling as if he were satisfied merely 
to have escaped from the valley of the Blind in which 
he had thought to be King. 

The glow of the sunset passed, and the night came, 
and still he lay peacefully contented under the cold 
clear stars. 

The Meta! Emperor 

By A. MERRITT 

Author of "The Moon Pool," "The Face in the Abyss," etc. 

Tf you were amazed and thrilled by "The Moon Pool," you will find that "The Métal Emperor" 

far surpasses cven the former wonderful story. 

There simply lias never before been such a story as this. Imagine if you can, thinking, reasoning 
beings, not in the flesh and body, but in métal cubes and pyramids. 

One of the most absorbing and thrilling taies that lias ever been penned. This story nuis serially 
in Science and Invention Magazine, profusely illustrated in every issue. Be sure to have your 

dealer reserve a copy of Science and Invention for you each month, as the demand bids fair 
to lie tremendous. 

Science and Invention is on ail newsstands on the lOth of each month. 

What Do You Know? 

O EADERS of Ama/ing Stories have frequently coinmcnted upon the fact that there is more actual know- 
ledge to be gained through reading its pages than from many a textbook. Moreover, most of the stories 

are written in a popular vein. making it possible for any one to grasp important facts. 
The questions which we give below are ail answered on the pages as listed at the end of the questions. 

Please see if you can answer the questions first without looking for the answcr, and see how well you check 
up on your général knowledge. 

1. What is the iniller's wind? (See page 831). 
2. What wind pressure was rccorded when the Tay 

bridge blew clown? (See page 833). 
3. At what velocity would a current of air have to 

ri.sc to support a man standing erect? (See page 
833). 

4. What weighf can the stag bcctle lift compared to 
its own weight? (Sec page 833). 
How many beats of the wing per minute do the 
albatross, the pélican, the bee. and the horse-fly 
give respectivcly? (See page 833). 
What American balloonists perished in Lake 
Michigan? (Sec page 834). 

5. 

6. 

7. What is the average fall of the thermomctcr for 
each 70 meters élévation abovc the surface of the 
earth? (See page 844). 

8. What is the name of the famous mountain callcd 
the Matterhorn of the Andes? (See page 852). 

9. What is the famous proverb about the One-eyed 
man? (See page 853). 

10. What is émotion? How is it produced? What 
glands are involved ? (See page 880). 

11. When dp sound vibrations cease to affect our 
senses? When do ether vibrations begin to affcct 
our senses? (See page 883). 

12. What are the thrce ingrédients of gunpowder? 
(See page 898). 

THE END 
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It was in vain that Croffitt exerted his utmost strength to escapc the viscoua embrace . . . and it was not long before he was smeared 
with glue from head to foot . . . The two were executing a strange two-step on the mosaic. Their ahoes got stuck on the floor by lh« 

heavy, sticky masa rh-» w"-j running o£E them, and this mado their efforts increasingly more frantic. 
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HICKS' INVENTIONS WITH A KICK 

HE maid brought in a card. I took it, 
read it. and threw it in the waste basket. 

"Tell him I am on my vacation," I 
said in a voice loud enough to bc 
heard three rooms oiï. And just at 

that moment Hicks entered. 
I tell you I sat in my chair like petrified. Since 

that épisode of the Automatic Apartment, I had not 
seen Hicks—at close range, at least. For nine months 
I had been daily kicking myself for having allowed 
him to talk me into fixing up another démonstration 
for him—and that after the first one had resulted in 
disaster. I had been dodging those people on the 
street myself ever since, and in my walks about town 
I was in a continuons sweat lest I meet one of them 
face to face. Guess my feelings, then, at that man's 
colossal nerve when he appeared uninvited just as I 
was throwing his card into the waste basket. 

As I sat there speechless, Hicks advanced and 
proffered me a small flat package done up in fancy 
paper and tied with red string. Mechanically, I took 
that package and undid the thread. Methodically, 
slowly I unwrapped it. Hicks, in the meantime, had 
sat down in my easiest chair and gravely lit a cigar- 
ette. Inside the package there was a fancy box. I 
opened it. A golden cigarette case came into view. 
In the middle of the cover, beautifully engraved, my 
eye read my name "Fred C. O'Keefe." With fas- 
tidious care, I lifted the cover. Twenty cigarettes 
of the well-known super-expensive brand "Abdullah" 
were neatly arranged in two rows. 

The click of the box, as I snapped it shut, brought 
me back to my senses. 

"Hicks," I said hoarsely, "get! Get out—this in- 
stant!" And I shoved the case toward him on the 
table. 

I had expected a brazen smile and a smart answer, 
but I was mistaken. Hicks looked sad as he replied : 

"O'Keefe, won't you let me apologize? Won't 
you gjve me a chance to make repairs? I never did 
you any harm intentionally, and I want to make good 
that which I did unwittingly. Can't you pardon a 
man ? Say so if you will and I will go, right now. 
Even so I wish you would accept my little peace 
offenng—I picked it, as you see, especially for you." 

Appeal to my generosity and I am sunk. I suppose 
it's that Celtic blood in me 
or something, but that's ■ - 
the way it is. I knew he 
had won right then. 

'TU go if you say so," 
Hicks resumed, rising. "I 
came here only to . . ." 
He seemed overcome with 
émotion. 

"Stay !" I said. "Don't 
think that I am ungen- 
erous. Give me your hand—I know you meant no 
harm." 

Hicks shook hands with me so hard that I got a 
headache. 

"But," I said, "that cigarette case—I really can- 
not take it, old man, such a costly présent—I really 
cannot." 

"You must!" eagerly returned Hicks. "Can't let 
you refuse—absolutely can't. On my account, you 
spoiled a suit. . . 

"Two suits," I said, reminiscently. 
"Two suits," said Hicks, reddening a little, "you 
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are right. Now I know you wouldn't let me pay 
for that suit—I mean, those suits—so you really 
must take the load ofF my mind by accepting this 
little présent from me." 

"Well," ... I said. 
"And besides, there is something else about that 

case. You haven't seen ail. Turn it over and have 
a look." 

The Reason Why 

ITURNED the cigarette case over. 
of it I found engraved: 

On the back 

COMMEMORATING THE INITIATION OF THE HlCKS 

Electro-Hydraulic Bank Protector 

I read and below was the cryptic emblem: 

E H 

H 
B 

TJ/f ITHOUT a question, the Electro-Hydraulic Bank 
rr Protector is the best of the Hicks1 sériés so far. 
If you enjoy rough and tumble humor, mith side-splitting 
situations, you will enjoy this story. Y es, as usual, it 
contains plenty of good science, and the schetne doc s not 
look so foolish as it may seem. Howevcr, there is a 
double-barreled ending to the taie, which will make you 
laugh loud and long. 

"What, been initiating another invention ?" I 
said. "How did it corne ofF this time ?" 

"Er . . . not been, exactly, O'Keefe," said Hicks, 
"but going to. Now just a minute,—don't say any- 
thing yet—this is différent," he went on hastily, as he 
noticed clouds forming on my brow. "This is dif- 
férent. The burnt child dreads the lire, O'Keefe, 
and I have learned my lesson. This is ail right, and 
I think you will believe jne, when I tell you that I 
have a banker backing me, and that the installation 
of the Protector in a bank is just being finished. 
And—I don't want you to invite anybody—I am 
doing the inviting myself this time." 

"Where? What bank? What banker?" I asked, 
my interest aroused, for you know bankers are seri- 
ous men—the most serions men in the world. 

"E. F. Croffitt, of the Surburban National," said 
Hicks. 

He couldn't have said more if he had talked a 
month. I knew E. F. Croffitt. In fact, he had re- 

cently refused to extend 
my note and that under 
aggravating circumstances. 
A more bloodless, cold- 
hearted, pigheaded tight- 
wad surely never trod the 
earth. If he had commit- 
ted himself so far as to 
allow anything to be in- 

  stalled in his bank, surely 
it must be ail right. Tak- 

ing chances was not in E. F. Croffitt's dictionary. AU 
the sporting blood in his System, diluted with one 
hundred parts of distilled water, would have made 
exactly one small teaspoonful. 

"If you want me to be there, Hicks, count on me. 
Where E. F. Croffitt takes a chance, I will, any 
time." 

"Thanks, old boy !" Hicks heartily responded. 
"I am glad to say that the others seemed to feel 
the same way. You know, O'Keefe, life means 
nothing to me unless I have the esteem of my friends. 
That's why I came here. And that's why I wrote 



862 AMAZING STORIES 

the others, sending each of the men a golden cigar- 
ette case like yours and each of the women a golden 
vanity case. I have heard from four, and I expect 
to hear from the rest to-day. I am sure I vvill." 

The Great Day 

AS we agreed, I made my appearance at the 
Fourth Street branch of the Suburban Na- 
tional Bank at 9 o'clock Friday morning. 

There was one drawback—it was Friday—and I 
don't like Fridays ; and on my way to tbe bank I 
noticed it was the 13th. I am not superstitions, but 
I was worried for a while about that combination. 
But finally I told myself that it was ail nonsense. 
Besides, I was soon too deeply interested in what 
there was to see to bc worrying about a silly matter 
of dates. The Suburban National had been adding 
to its floor space, and the new division was ail but 
ready to be thrown open to the public. Part of the 
space was made a long room parallel with the street, 
and this was faced by the usual row of some twelve 
or fifteen clcrks' and tcllers' Windows. To my 
cursory glance, indeed, everything looked very much 
like in any ordinary bank, though I remember being 
struck by the fact that the partition ran right up to 
the ceiling and though of ornate design, was unbroken 
except for the Windows, and had an uncommonly 
solid appearance. My attention was also arrested by 
what appeared to me as an unusual number of 
electric-light columns, also of highly ornamental 
character, grouped along in front of the partition. 
My reflections on the reason for ail this were pres- 
ently terminated when Hicks, who had espied me as 
I entered, came rushing up and led me to meet 
the company. Some twenty people were présent, of 
whom I al ready knew about half. I braced myself 
for a shock as I came face to face with Irvine. But 
he shook hands with me quite amicably. So did 
Hicks' uncle Jeremiah, who had also been présent at 
the inauguration of the Automatic Apartment. I 
nearly backed ont as I.met Smith—he is a violent 
man, you know—but even he took my proffered 
hand. It's wonderful what those cigarette cases 
had donc, I mentally reflected. This time I had 
promised myself not to bring anyone along, and so 
neither aunt Zelinda nor aunt Éulalia were there. 
Professer Dinker and his fiancée also were missing. 
I guess their expériences with the Automatic Apart- 
ment had been too much for their dignity. How- 
ever, this lack was made up for by the company the 
banker had supplied. There were two other prési- 
dents of banks. One was Mr. Quague, a little 
skinny, hungry-looking individuel, who had the ap- 
pearance of not being able to count ten, but had 
on numerous occasions been known to multiply his 
assets by that figure. The other was Mr. Kragg, 
who was fat, coarse, wide, and an incessant talker. 
Three skinny females to whom I was introduced 
proved to be his wife, who was gushing about art, 
and his daughters, who had their father's face and 
their mother's form, with the addition of bandy-legs 
—not the best possible combination. I thought. 
Among the remaining people, 1 knew Mr. Schmaltz, 
the chicf teller of the Suburban National. And then 
there was E. F. Croffitt himself, a tallish, bald- 
headed man of forty-five, who wore glasses and 
whose peculiar mincing gait contrastée! strangely 
with his big feet and ungainly figure, and whose 
pain fui attempts at an engaging smile immediately 

brought to mind the picture of an amiable and tender- 
hearted snake beaming upon its intended victim. He 
was here, there, and everywhere, conversing in an 
oily and yet rasping voice, full of pride and anticipa- 
tion. And now he addressed the company. He en- 
larged upon the crime situation in général and bank- 
holdups in particular, and at the end of his sonorous 
remarks, introduced Hicks. 

"Unaccustomed as I Am—•" 

REALLY must apologize when I address 
R you," modestly began the inventer. "1 am 

A no orator, and Mr. Croffitt lias presented bet- 
ter than I could, the underlying reasons for the in- 
vention of the Hicks Electro-Hydraulic Bank Pro- 
tector. But I wish to sketch to you the central idea 
back of the invention itself. Mr. Croffitt has referred 
to the fruitless attempts of the police to curb rob- 
beries. The police are doing ail they can under 
présent conditions. But they are undermanned and 
therefore handicapped to a great extent. And a more 
serions condition even, is the absolute failure of the 
courts to adequately punish those criminals whom, 
often at great expense and risk of life, the police do 
apprehend. When I say this, l'am only repeating 
facts with which you are ail but too familiar. 

"Now, what," inquired Hicks, "is the remedy in 
the face of a situation such as this?" He paused 
for a moment, waiting for an answer. "If the police 
are unable to catch the criminals, and the courts are 
unable to mete ont proper punishment to instill suf- 
ficient respect in the minds of those who intend to do 
evil, then it is up to the citizens to catch the criminal, 
so utterly and unfailingly defeat him, that even after 
he has served his term, he will remember the expéri- 
ence with feelings of unalloyed and unforgettable 
terror." 

Hicks had raised his voice and emphasized these 
last remarks, and now he stopped to take a breath. 
E. F. Croffitt and the other two bankers nodded 
gravely in a pleased way, and a général murmur 
of assent ran through the company. 

"The more I thought of this idea," Hicks con- 
tinued, "the more I was taken with it. How to 
de fend the bank and its treasures against the holdup 
man bccame the subject of my thoughts by day and 
my dreains by night. What complicated the problem 
was that while apprehending the wrong-doer with 
unfailing certainty and creating in the mind of every 
criminal the feeling that the bank, instead of being 
a fit prey for his nefarious activity, was a place 
to be shunned like the plague, it was necessary to 
guard the public and the bank employées from in- 
jury. For a while, I will frankly admit, it seemed 
hopeless. It would take too long to even sketch an 
outline of my labors, the many false scents I fol- 
lowed, as it were. Let it suffice that after a vast 
expenditure of concentrated mental effort, I finally 
developed the Hicks Electro-Hydraulic Bank Pro- 
tector, a System of bank protection totally differing 
from others, a weird combination. you may think 
at first blush, yet I am sure you will find it a logical 
remedy. Strange diseases call for strange medicines. 

"You may wonder, for instance, at the idea of 
hydraulics, of water under pressure, for a purpose 
such as this. At first it seems odd. But let us con- 
sider for a moment. When there is a riot, and it ail 
seems hopeless, when the police, with night sticks and 

! 
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revolvers, are unable to cope with the situation, when 
the unreasoning mob is no longer deterred by fear 
of death and in jury, then who is called in? Why, 
the Fire Department !" 

As Hicks made this pronouncement, a pleased hum 
of approbation could be heard. The idea had struck 
home. 

"When the inmates of a jail or a madhouse grow 
rebellions and raise pandemonium in their cells day 
and night, and no punitive measures seem to take 
efïect, when isolation, starvation, straightjackets are 
of no use, then what is?" Hicks continued, and an- 
swering his own question: "Why, water, streams 
of cold water, big cold streams under high pressure.. 
As soon as the water hose is brought in, the fight, 
the riot, ends. No fight has ever been known to 
last one minute after the fire hose began to play on 
the fighters. Men will fight in a hail of bullets, they 
will brave death from bombs and grenades, they 
will keep on fighting after they are bleeding from a 
dozen wounds. But turn a big, powerfui stream 
of cold water on them, and the most ferocious fighter 
quits." 

"1 use electricity to bring about that sudden re- 
lease of the water that is necessary to obtain the 
desired efïect. However, it also opérâtes the armor- 
plate shutter T have provided for each window. The 
idea of so protecting the tellers' windows is not new. 
It has been tried ont, but, for one reason or another, 
has met with only partial success. One of the most 
serious troubles is that, in his rage and disappoint- 
ment, the hold-up man is apt to run amuck and kill 
people at random. Such a System, therefore, be- 
comes positively dangerous. Yet, combined with the 
proper complementary idea it makes a splendid de- 
vice. I will show you how I found this combination. 
1 beg your pardon for a moment." 

"Number nine down, Daniels," Hicks called. 
In a flash, our view through the window in front 

of which we were assembled, into the interior of the 
banking room, was shut off. There was a hiss and 
a click, and we were face to face with grey steel. 

Scicntific Facts 

T may interest you," commented the inventer, 
"to know this shutter is made of a new 

JL chromemolybdenum steel, which, when heat- 
treated, develôps extraordinary properties. The 
minimum tensile strength is 180,000 Ibs., and it shows 
a Brinnel hardness of about 600. In a plate such as 
this, which has a thickness of an eighth of an 
inch, no buHet from any pistol will make more than a 
slight dent." 

Respectful silence greeted this announcement. 
Everybody looked serious. Somebody whispered 
"tremendous." Croflîtt and Kragg gravely wagged 
their heads. There is nothing better than scientific 
facts to make people think, I say. 

"What is more interesting, right now, however, is 
that the face of the shutter is formed with a number 
of slightly concave indentations similar to a magnify- 
ing mirror. Such a mirror is used to reflect and con- 
centrate light. The purpose of these concavities also 
is to reflect and concentrate—not light, but water." 

There was a ripple of excitement. The interest 
was rising. Apparently ignoring this, the inventor 
went on : 

"So we now corne to the hydraulic part of my 

System. Let us pause for a moment and see what we 
want to accomplish. We want to catch the criminal, 
that is true. But first and foremost, we want to 
defend ourselves against him. In these days of gang 
banditry, we must be prepared for a condition where 
one or two of a company of robbers undertake the 
hold-up, and other members stand ready to start a 
général attack if things do not go as intended. The 
tellers" windows, of course, présent the only profit- 
able point of attack. The modem bank bandit is a 
desperate and quick-witted individual. Seeing a 
comrade foiled by the shutter, other members might, 
for instance, place an explosive against some of the 
windows. It has been tried. So they must be warded 
olï—absolutely prevented from eveh getting near a 
window. 

"Now suppose we had a four-inch stream of water, 
under a pressure, say, of two hundred pounds per 
square inch. If we were to direct this stream 
against this shutter from a distance, of, say three 
feet, then what would be the efïect? 

"The effect would be tremendous. The power of a 
stream of water like this is something that cannot 
be imagined until one has seen it. Presently I shall 
give you a practical and convincing démonstration 
of what such a stream will do. In the meantime, let 
us reason out just what will take place. The water 
will be deflected by the surface of the shutter. As 
that surface is divided up into a number of concave 
surfaces having their foci placed at a variety of 
slightly différent angles, the four-inch stream, now 
divided into two dozen smaller streams, will be 
thrown back with tremendous force from the shutter, 
right in the face of the attacher,—a blinding, un- 
escapable, elemental rush of water against which 
there can be no thought.of fight,—in the face of 
which résistance becomes a mere ridiculous fantasy, 
and action of any kind, whether concerted or not, 
a preposterous joke." 

Why Smith Got Scared 

AS the inventor paused to wipe the perspiration 
from his face, it was clear that Hicks' logic 

. was hitting the mark. The whole thing had 
af first seemed odd, but now it turned out to be a 
wonderful piece of reasoning. Just then Smith 
nudged me and drew me aside. I looked at him. 
Worry was sitting on his brow. 

"I am going," he said. 
"What for?" I asked, astonished. 
"What for! Why, because I am afraid of this 

nut and his stufï. Here he's got water again—and 
look at the force. Under 200 Ibs. pressure per 
square inch. Why, ï don't feel safe near those 
pipes even. It's a long time since I went to engineer- 
ing collège, but I. . . ." 

"Why, man, you mean to say you studied to be 
an engineer?" This from me, for that study fasci- 
nâtes me beyond anything else. 

"Yes, I did, and . . 
"And now you are content to be a cheesemonger 

. . . er, er, ... I mean, you know ... I don't 
mean ... I meant to say . . . Well, now ..." 
I stuttered. I wonder will I ever get over that con- 
founded impulsive way of mine of putting things. 
I didn't think at that moment that Smith always 
seemed supersensitive about that business of his— 
got a delicatessen store, you know. 
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For forty seconds Smith said nothing, but re- 
garded me with a gaze of fierce intensity. 

"You were saying," I gently urged. "Yes, you 
were saying. . . 

Gradually Smith's face relaxed and his glance lost 
some of its steely fierceness. After a pause that 
seemed like a month, he ground ont slowly : 

"Well, as I meant to say when you interrupted me, 
this stuff doesn't look safe to me. Pressure way 
too high. Too much trigger business about those 
electrical controls. Why, that stream of water turned 
on a man woufd be enough to throw him fifty feet, 
O'Keefe! I am going." 

"May be so, but I am staying," I announced. 
"Màybe it is too high. Whatofit? We can alvvays 
get out. We are on the street level. The room is 
big. There are doors. You will be missing some- 
thing, if you go. If I were you, l'd stay. Corne on, 
stay !" 

Smith did not reply. Whether my argument or 
fear of being thought afraid changed his mind, I 
don't know, but he stayed. He was uneasy, though. 
Meanwhile this conversation had lost me a part of 
Hicks' speech. 

Wonderful Reasoning 

TALVE practically hidden in the top of this 
\/ column, and designed to throw the water at 

v an angle of forty-five degrees to the wall 
surface, the water being actually deflected, however, 
in a général horizontal direction and straight out, by 
reason of the inclination of the concavities in the 
shutter to which I referred. While the stream as it 
issues from the nozzle will therefore miss the head 
of the person standing in front, his face and the 
entire upper portion of his body will be the target 
of the rebounding water at a distance of two feet. 
But even six feet away, though spread out wider, the 
power of the spray will still be so great that it will 
be impossible for any human being to hold his 
ground. 

"You may wonder why I first direct the stream 
against the window. It might seem more practical 
and simple to direct a number of streams from the 
window against the intruder. But that would com- 
plicate. matters instead of simplifying them. Instead 
of one valve I would need at least a dozen, and 
they would have to be built in around the window. 
You can see some of the complications already. And 
thcn, while such a system would ward off the bandit, 
it would still be incomplète protection. A bomb, with 
the fuse burning, for instance, might still remain on 
the window sill. 

"With the présent arrangement, not only are ail 
complications avoided, but the torrent of water, boil- 
ing over the window, would immediately sweep away 
and render inelïectual any explosive charge. After 
ail, as you see, the indirect way here proves the best 
and the simplest way out." 

HICKS smiled a iittle as he noticed how his neat 
piece of reasoning was being appreciated by 

his audience. Remarks such as "sure is good," "won- 
derful fellow," "Isn't he just fine"—this from the 
women—more or less subdued, were to be heard on 
every side. You can bet that I shared in the général 
appréciation. Only Smith seemed aloof, and looked 
suîlen and worried. 

"A général switchboard," resumed the inventor, 
"back in the tellers' room, and which you can see 
through these Windows in the inner banking room, 
takes care of ail electrical controls. It is now ex- 
posée! to allow final adjustments to be made, but later 
it will be covcred by a box and locked to prevent 
untoward happenings. One of the controls on this 
board is for the opération of the shutter, from the 
action of which results the opening of the overhead 
valve. But what I have so far pointed out to you is 
only the first line of defense. You will remember 
that we do not merely want to scare the holdup man 
away, but that we want to apprehend him—we want 
to utterly confound him, ail along the line. And so 
we corne to the pièce de résistance of the Hicks 
Electro-Hydraulic Bank Protector, namely, the Hy- 
draulo-Centrifugal Rotating System. It is here that 
the punitive features of my invention corne in." 

With Hicks pointing out things I quickly began to 
see system in the arrangement of the columns. There 
were four groupée! in front of each teller's window 
to form a square having sides of about two feet and 
a half,—ail four meeting in graceful gothic curves 
overhead, where they were topped by a beautiful 
cluster of lights. Two of the columns were within a 
few inches from the partition, and, in fact, ran 
through the counter, the other pair being set out 
further into the room. In the left hand one of 

'these there was located the four-inch nozzle. And 
centercd between them on the floor, there was a 
raised circular step, about eighteen inches in diameter 
upon which anybody would have to stand in talking 
to the teller. I had paid no particular attention to 
this before. 

Some Technical Data 

| AHIS round step," Hicks said, "is in reality 
| a revolvable platform. I say revolvable, 

JL not revolving, because ordinarily, it is fixed. 
But as soon as the shutter has dropped, it is free 
to revolve. You have already seen that one of these 
columns is really a standpipe. I want to add that 
the remainder are the same. And as you see here, 
each one of them has, at a height of from three 
to five feet, and under the guise of ornamental ex- 
crescences, a row of three short nozzles with a two- 
inch opening, Now, if you'U look closely," continued 
Hicks, "you will notice that these nozzles are pointed 
in a direction that woûld be about tangent to the 
body of the person standing on the platform. Now 
what is the idea here? 

"Suppose we were to direct four tangent streams 
at the round platform on which the person stands," 
continued the inventor, "what would happen? Why, 
it would revolve—it would start to spin at a speed 
of which the ratio would be determined by the diam- 
eter of the platform, the area of contact, the force 
of the water stream, and the frictional coefficient 
between the water and the peripheral surface of the 
platform." 

"Good !" I cried. "Go on !" Some of the Com- 
pany turned round and looked at me, but I simply 
can't help it, I am gone on that stuff. Some day, 
when I have time. Pli take a course in engineering. 

Hicks looked around him, pleased, and continued : 
"So, when we apply the four triple two-inch streams, 
each under two hundred pound pressure per square 
inch, to the body of a person standing on a platform 
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—mounted, I will add, on roller bearings—and when 
we consider that the muzzle velocity of the stream is 
approximately 173 feet per second, and figure the 
mean diameter of the average person, the frictional 
area presented by the clothing, and the coefficient of 
friction of the clothing and water. . . 

"Good !" I broke in. "Good ! Fine !" 
"Why then I find that, after ail necessary déduc- 

tions are made, an average rotational speed of ap- 
proximately three hundred and forty révolutions 
per minute should be obtained." 

I restrained myself with difficulty from patting 
Hicks on the back. Inwardly 1 swore he should 
have one of those two bottles of Hennessy Five Star 
I had at home. As for the company, they were hum- 
ming with remarks. Président Croffitt wore a broad, 
hard smile on his face. The other two présidents 
were whispering in that impressive way that bankers 
have. 

What Happens to the Robber 

OW," resumed Hicks, "picture the situation. 
j^J The hold-up man enters. Fie steps on the 

A i platform—there is no other choice. The 
teller suddenly looks into the muzzle of a gun. 'Slip 
me five thou', or you're dead,' is the demand. The 
teller steps on the button. There is a crash—ail 
the shutters in the room are down. Perhaps the 
burglar shoots—no matter, the shutter can stand it. 
And it would be his last vicions act, for within three- 
tenths of a second after the shutter is down, the 
twelve valves open simultaneously. The water is 
under 200 Ibs. pressure. Escape is impossible—you 
cannot cross such a stream ten feet away from the 
nozzle, and here it is only two. At the end of the 
first second, the rôbber is spinning around at the 
rate of one hundred and twenty révolutions per min- 
ute. After one hundred révolutions, however, or in 
time, seventeen seconds, the water is shut off. We 
don't want to kill him, you know. Dazed, uncon- 
scious, he coliapses on the floor. Meanwhile the re- 
maining tellers' Windows have automatically been 
closed. The rotating system is here inactive, but 
tremendous sprays of water from the first line dé- 
fense are playing into the room. Some of the cus- 
tomers, of course, will get a scare, and ail of them 
will get a wetting, but that is a matter of trivial 
moment compared to the fact that the attack is foiled 
and a décisive setback givèn to future nefarious 
schemes. As for the robber, he is beyond escaping 
by his own effort. There is still one possibility—he 
might be carried ont by accomplices. But even this, 
his last ray of salvation. is annihilated by the final 
and crowning feature of the Hicks Electro-Hydraulic 
Bank Protector—the Adhcsive Reaction. 

"If you will look overhead"—we ail did and for 
the first time I noticed, in the ceiling above us, what 
looked like a semi-spherical métal ornament about 
two feet in diameter—"you will see, corresponding 
with the row of tellers' Windows, and exactly above 
each platform, a corresponding row of my patented 
Adhesive Droppers. Each of these bowl-shaped af- 
fairs is made in four sections, which are hinged at 
the top. When closed, each bowl contains—you will 
be surprised to hear it—one hundred pounds of the 
strongest adhesive known,—Le Page's Liquid Glue." 

There was no question that this was indeed a sur- 
prise. Some one laughed. Banker Croffitt smiled 
a hard, pleased smile. 

"It might look like a humorous touch," said Flicks, 
also, smiling, "but it is, in fact, from the standpoint 
of the bank, the needed final link of protection, and 
from the point of view of the gangster, the final link 
in the chain that will bind his wrists. The glue is 
contained in an envelope of celluloid so thin that it 
will just suffice to keep it togther so long as it is in 
the bowl of the dropper, but instantly bursts into 
fragments when the bail is dropped. Now complété 
the picture : The burglar, unconscious, lias collapsed 
on top of the platform. One of his colleagues un- 
dertakes to carry him out. Before he can even raise 
him, or to be exact, in two and a quarter seconds 
after the rotating streams have been shut off, the 
bowl opens and a solid bail of glue, two feet across, 
and weighing one hundred pounds, drops from a 
height of twelve feet. The efi'ect, I need hardly say, 
is final, insofar as escape is concerned. Did you 
ever, in fastening things together, get a little glue on 
your fingers and then try to do anything? If you 
did, then you have some faint idea of what a man 
can do, or what can be done with him, after one 
hundred pounds of liquid glue have been dropped al! 
over him." 

A Case of Cold Feet 

FOR a few moments there was silence, and 
then there was clapping of hands, led by 
E. F. Croffitt, himself. Everybody crowded 

around him and the inventer, congratulating one 
or both, asking questions, expressing admiration. 
Only Smith stood aside, with a scowl on his face. 

"I am going," he said. 
"Why, man, what is biting you now ?" 
His wife had overheard us, for she chimed in, 

"You are going, Billy? What for?" 
"Don't like that stuff, I told you. I have a sort 

of a feeling ... I am afraid of that high pressure 
and that fool mechanism. And that centrifugal 
stuff—remember the Automatic Dining Table. As 
for those electric controls—think of the Automatic 
Apartment and what it did to us. You corne along." 

"But I am enjoying this," Mrs. Smith objected. 
"1 am going to stay." 

"Then stay if you want to, but I am going !" 
For a moment I hesitated myself, but I quickly 

recovered. 
"Stay, Smith," I urged. "Corne on, be a man. 

You wouldn't leave Mrs. Smith here alone, anyway, 
would you? Don't spoil the fun—do me a favor. 
You aren't really afraid, are you?" 

That settled him. He stayed. But he was looking 
no more cheerful—less so, if anything. 

"Now, ladies and gentlemen," Hicks' brisk voice 
was saying, "we will have a practical démonstration. 
In the rear of the room and far away from the 
scene of action, I have had built a platform a foot 
from the floor from which you may watch pro- 
ceedings, dry footed, when the water starts to play. 
It will be confined to the opposite end of the room. 
T have had prepared a dummy"—here he patted the 
shoulder of a life-size doll, intended to represent a 
muffled hold-up man—"which we will put through 
its paces when it cornes to turning the water on. 
But first we will need some dry action. Mr. Kragg 
Iras volunteered to play the sinister burglar, and Mr. 
Schmaltz will take his place at the window and repre- 
sent what he is in real life—a teller." 
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Schmaltz, a small, round man, was immediately 
installed behind the teller's window. Mr. Kragg, 
to the général amusement, was tying a handkerchief 
across his face. 

"Ail ready, Daniels!" cried Hicks. There was 
no answer. "Must have gone out for a moment," 
said the inventer. "Try your button, Mr. Schmaltz, 
and see if the shutter is acting. It's ail safe—the 
water is shut off!" 

A Practical Démonstration of Hydraulics 

ICOULD see Schmaltz moving slightly side- 
ways as he fumbled for the button with his 
foot. There was a little jerk and the shutter 

moved, as if it were trying, but it did not corne 
down. And then with a hiss, with the suddenness 
and force of an explosion, a mighty stream of water 
issued from the overhead nozzle and struck the 
counter just in front of Schmaltz. It was ail so 
quick that I noticed Schmaltz was still smiling when 
the deflected stream, now flattened, hit him right 
under the chin. Even in that tiny fraction of a 
second the thought shot across my brain that Hicks 
had said he would give a convincing démonstration 
of the inconceivable power of such a stream of 
water,—and here it was. The next moment the re- 
bounding stream had lifted the unfortunate teller 
in the air. A doubled-up bail of humanity, he was 
turning a rearward somersault over a table right 
behind him. One, two, three, four turns, executed 
with fantastic rapidity; the broadening stream of 
water playing on the periphery of the human bail 
that was Schmaltz and accelerating his rotation. 
And then abruptly, he landed, sitting down, but with 
a sliding motion, on the switchboard. The last 
thing I remember seeing were miscellaneous pièces 
of the bottom of his pants adhering to various levers 
and other protubérances on the switchboard. What 
became of him from that moment on I do not re- 
member, for I was busy elsewhere. 

Even before any of the women had time to give 
vent to a shriek, the inventor's despairing yell re- 
sounded through the room, piercing the crash of the 
tumbling body and the roar of the water; 

"The switchboard—God help us—must get at it— 
doors locked !" And with incredible speed he made 
for the nearest window—the shutters had ail re- 
niai ned open and the whole thing was evidently out 
of gear, for nothing was happening the way it should. 
Even as I wondered at Hicks' presence of mind, I 
noticed that Smith was also about to climb through 
another window, and I distinctly recall in that 
moment regretting that I had ever thought him a 
coward, for here he was one of the only two men of 
action in the crowd—the others were paralyzed. I 
was too. 

The Hydraulic Rotating System in Action 

ALL this happened in a fraction of a second. 
As I have observed before, in emergencies 

_ the human mind works with lightning speed. 
As Hicks was lifting one knee to get into the win- 
dow, I heard a distinct loud "click," and at the same 
moment I saw ten thousand stars and found myself 
sitting twelve feet away on the floor, yet on some- 
thing remarkably soft. I distinctly recall noticing 
this détail. And then I noticed that I was getting 

STORIES 

hit at rapid intervais and that I was wet, and getting 
wetter. I had hardly had time to associate these 
various facts with the tangential streams from Hicks' 
window, when my dazed senses were stung into 
wide-awakeness by the spectacle which now pre- 
sented itself to my one good eye. Of Hicks nothing 
was to be seen, but there was a tall column of water 
which was whirling around with incredible rapidity, 
and from which at fréquent irregular intervais there 
issued offshoots in the form of mighty spurts of 
water in four directions. Simultaneously, a roar as 
of a high-power turbine, punctuated by staccato 
splashes as the branching streams hit something or 
somebody, was to be heard. The room ail over was 
one mass of horizontal geysers and everybody présent 
was floored, some of the company lying in heaps over 
each other and crawling about in their misery from 
one place to another, only to get into worse trouble. 

I only noticed these things by the way, for my hor- 
rified gaze was riveted on the upright whirling mael- 
strom, which I knew contained Hicks. And then 
suddenly, I remembered that Smith behind me had 
tried to get through a window too, and turning half 
around on where I sat—I was quite unconscious that 
I was sitting on Mrs. Kragg, and as I afterwards 
realized, was merely feeling an undercurrent of irri- 
tation at the shrieks of agony proceeding from under- 
neath—I saw another whirling waterspout a few 
feet away, with a dark core which I knew to be 
Smith. "Poor, heroic fellow," I remember saying 
to myself, and then one of the tangential streams 
branched off and hit me on the ear so hard that I 
was knocked off my perch. "And 1 was the one that 
urged him to stay !" I thought as I turned over and 
rolled off. A little shiver ran down my spine—it 
was not due to the water. I say there is nothing 
like the human mind—strangest thing in ail the 
world. 

WHAT I have related so far took place probably 
in no more than four seconds. The surprise 

attack had been so sudden and so fierce that only a 
few screams, for the most part quickly muffled by 
fierce darts of water, had been heard. But long 
before the two unfortunates ceased their involuntary 
mad-dervish whirl, shrieks, curses, malédictions, 
advice to get out, orders to do this or that, demands 
to stop it, filled the air. Somebody had crawled to 
the door and tried it. I knew it was no use—Hicks 
had said it was locked—it had been his last remark. 
Logical too—part of the scheme. I knew we were 
caught, even as I \yas ineffectually trying to dodge 
the fierce intermittent shots of water that were assail- 
ing me from two sides. It had just dawned on me 
that I might slightly better my situation by crawling 
elsewhere, when I suddenly noted that the streams 
had ceased. Instantly the thobght flashed through 
my brain that a hundred révolutions had been com- 
pleted—-part of Hicks' System was working, anyway. 
My head was turned in the inventor's direction, and 
even as I was looking, the envelope of water sud- 
denly dropped from him, and Hicks, no longer sus- 
tained by the tremendous gyratory force of the vor- 
tex, collapsed between the four columns, a wet, de- 
formed mass. 

I heard a piercing scream behind me and turned 
round. Mrs. Smith was draping her wet but opulent 
form over the prostrate body of her husband, who 
was dazedly trying to raise his head. 
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"Oh, my poor, curly-headed baby!" Mrs. Smith 
was saying, in a pitiable tone, as she put her arm 
tenderly around her husband's neck. It's funny 
how I am built, but even half-dazed though I was, I 
kncw that that appellation was not altogether correct, 
for Smith is bald, forty years old, and weighs over 
two hundred pounds. This didn't seem to matter to 
Mrs. Smith, though. 

The Power of Glue 

H, my poor, little curly-headed boy!" she 
I 1 was saying for the second time. "My 

. . ." She got no further. There was a 
rush as of something soft and heavy. A dark, 
shadowy form swept by, there was a dull, heavy 
"sap!" and Mrs. Smith seemed to crumple upon her 
husband, while her head and shoulders were blotted 
out by a greenish mass about two feet in diameter. 

It was one of the Adhesive Reactions—I knew it 
instantly. 

"Help! I . . . gob . . . gob . . . gob ..." I 
turned to see whence the new cry of alarm issued 
and saw Hicks, who had managed to sit upright, 
looking like a humorous sketch of a deep-sea diver. 
His head appeared six times its natural size, envel- 
oped as it was in a hundred-pound gob of liquid ad- 
hesive. In that moment I knew what he had meant 
vvhen he talked of the psychological effect of the 
thing—it was awful. And yet I knew only the be- 
ginning. 

E. F. Croffitt sprang to the aid of Mrs. Smith. 
Ail bankers are chivalrous. He could not make her 
hear, for the adhesive had enveloped hen entire head 
in a coat an inch thick and was slowly spreading in 
heavy greenish streams down over her body or drip- 
ping off, here and there, in big drops,—but he sought 
her hands with his and siicceeded in raising her. 
Just then Mrs. Smith blew an opening through the 
coat of glue over her mouth. A blood-curdling shriek 
rent the air, as she fell around Croffitt's neck. The 
banker tried to get away, but there was no getting 
away. Instead the lady drew him doser and doser 
to her bosom, blindly seeking protection, where 
she knew there was human flesh. It was in vain 
that Croffitt exerted his utmost strength to escape the 
viscous embrace. His struggles only got him mixed 
up more, and it was not long before he was smeared 
with glue from head to foot. The adhesive by this 
time had worked down on both their garments and 
was ail over their shoes. The two, Mrs. Smith hold- 
ing the banker in a tight embrace, were executing a 
strange two-step on the mosaic. Their shoes got 
stuck on the floor by the heavy, sticky mass that was 
running off them, and this made their efforts increas- 
ingly more frantic. Under Croffitt's superhuman 
struggles to wrench his feet free, first one Oxford, 
and then the other, followed by both his socks, re- 
mained adhering to the floor. As they stumbled 
about in their weird and sticky dance, they backed 
into the inventer, who had made a breathing hole 
in his glue mask by swallowing a quart or so and, 
in trying to claw some of the stuff off his head 
and neck, had enveloped his hands in sticky gobs 
eight inches in diameter. Under the impact, he now 
put these out blindly and closed them from behind 
over the banker's face. Croffitt's roar of rage at this 
new injury shook the ceiling, but was almost instantly 
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stifled, as a big gob got lodged in his mouth. lie 
swallowed hard—-down it went. 

Schmaltz Does His Bit 

WHILE I was watching this new develop- 
ment with a sort of nightmare interest, I 
realized subconsciously that ail this time the 

thundering of water had not ceased. I turned my head 
towards the partition and instantly I knew the reason. 
It was only the tangential streams that would cease 
at the end of seventeen seconds—the four-inch line 
of defense was going full force, but as the shutters 
had refused to act, they were blazing away through 
the Windows into the interior banking room. What 
had become of Schmaltz ? The question struck me 
with a sickening mental thud. Had he been killed? 
Was he drowned ? I raised myself and looked cross- 
wise through one of the windows. Fifteen enormous 
streams were playing against the opposite wall, from 
which they were rebounding with a frightful roar. 
A subdued, powerful hum, I noticed now, was shak- 
ing the room—the noise caused by the tremendously 
fast travel of the water through the pipes. But 
where was Schmaltz ? There, in the midst of a boil- 
ing water volcano issuing from the opposite wall, up 
to his waist in water, he was,—I saw a head and 
arms. He was alive ! He was doing something, too 
—fumbling with the switchboard. Good ! Fine ! 
I almost cried to know that he had not been killed. 

And just then another thought struck me with 
annihilating force. The switchboard ! Let him fool 
with it and only the Almighty knew what would 
happen next! 

"Shut up ! Get out ! Leave it alone !" I 
screamed. He did not hear. The noise was too 
rauch. But I shouted again. I gesticulated. He 
did not see. I turned round in despair. Kragg was 
standing near me. 

"Got to get him to leave that switchboard alone," 
I yelled,—"he'll raise the devil if he don't." 

Kragg proved a man of action. "Let's both yell 
at him—he may hear that"—he roared at me, as he 
went as near the window to me as the oblique stream 
from above would let him. "Now !" 

ILET out my yell—but got only half through 
it. Beneath the roar of waters, I heard a sharp 

click. There was a black flash, and I would in- 
stantly have known that the shutter was down, even 
if the tremendous spray of the recoiling water which 
barely missed me, had not apprised me of the fact. 
The realization that I had escaped came simultane- 
ously with the knowledge that Kragg had not. He 
must have had his head right in line with the re- 
bounding spray. There was an explosion of water as 
the boundless hydraulic force made contact with his 
face. This lasted but the hundredth part of a second, 
however. Then Kragg, head backwards, with in- 
conceivable speed and the force of a battering ram, 
was shot out into the room. With a sickening thud, 
his head bored itself into Irvine's stomach—he had 
been standing right in line. Irvine shut up like a 
jack-knife, and the combined bulk of the two men 
landed on Quague. The sigh of the escaping air 
from the little banker as the three hundred and 
fifty pounds abruptly sat on his stomach, could be 
heard even through the thundering and hissing of the 
water. 
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Elsewhere in the room, the water was raising in- 
describable havoc. After the first baptism had 
ended, most of the people had instinctively backed 
against the wall opposite the partition, in their desire 
to get as far away as possible from the source of 
those tangential torrents. They now, however, found 
themselves in the very worst place, for by the time 
the four-inch streams had gone nearly across the 
room they had spread enough so that the entire 
expanse of the opposite wall was, to use a para- 
doxical expression, under fire—the remainder of the 
room being under water anyway—which was now 
two feet deep. Under the relentless play of those 
mighty fountains nobody was able to keep his ground. 
Some, on their hands and knees, were crawling out 
toward the partition again, others were crouched 
with their faces against the wall. Hats, sticks, and 
gloves, ladies' handbags and other articles were float- 
ing around in the boiling sea. I was one of the few 
who had remained near the partition and was there- 
fore comparatively comfortable, for I was merely 
sitting in water up to my chest. I was still, in a 
dazed and detached way, admiring the strange effects 
produced by the mighty spray playing upon the 
Kragg-Irvine-Quague trio and wondering about their 
seeming inability to get disentangled from each other, 
when abruptly the streams ceased flowing and the 
roar of the waters ended. The stillness which fol- 
lowed, by comparison, seemed like the stillness of 
death. 

The Field of Battle 

HERE and there, half-crazed human beings, 
women with their dresses sticking to 
them, men with wilted col la r s and clothes 

from which the water was running in rivers, were 
raising themselves from the deluge. The fierce tune 
of the water discharge was replaced by a tune in a 
new key. Women wept and sobbed. Men cursed, 
as yet weakly, but as if they meant it. As reason 
began to return, ominous glances were focused in 
the direction of Hicks. So far as he was concerned, 
the water display had been a benefit, as it had to 
Mrs. Smith and Croffitt, by washing some of the 
glue off them. Smith himself was propped up 
against the wall. His face was pale, but his glance 
was ferocious, and it was bent upon me. I re- 
gretted to see how quickly he was recovering. Mrs. 
Smith's face was clean, but lier hair was a solid mass 
of adhesive. Croffitt had risen. He had a thick wad 
over his neck and ears, and his entire front élévation 
was still besmeared with the stuff. As he stood there 
in this array, minus shoes and stockings, I decided 
he did not make a very impressive figure. But his 
glance at Hicks was absolutely frightful. The water 
was rapidly draining off—that part of the system 
was working, anyway. With my mind still in a reel, 
I dully, vaguely wondered what would happen when 
those people really woke up. And then the thought 
flashed through my mind that after ail, we—this 
company—were the best proof of the efficiency of 
the Hicks Protective System. How could robbers 
hold up a bank such as this? 

A Little Surprise 

THERE was a pounding at the door. "Help 
is coming!" cried Mrs. Kragg, jubilantly. 
"We are rescued !"—A fool remark—what 

in the devil did we need rescuing for, anyway. Ail 

we had to do was to walk out. I might even slip 
out—ahead of Smith. 1 felt better. 

The door opened. Four men entered. They closed 
it behind them. I was surprised to note how care- 
fully they closed it. 

The four men advanccd. At first blush, these 
rescuers did not look inspiring. Two were little 
skinny, ferrety-looking individuals with hard, shifty 
eyes and harder mouths. The third was a brutal- 
looking, heavy-set young man who chewed a quid, 
and the last man who entered, a lank, hatchet-faced 
individual, had a positively evil look. 

"Hold up yer hands an' line up agin de wall, if 
yer don't wanna bc killed," ordered the lank indi- 
vidual. And he jerked out a big pistol, which he 
waved in our général direction. "Now don't make 
no noise. Shoot de foist guy wot makes a wrong 
move, Butch," he said casually to the heavy-set man. 

"Sure will, Jake," replied that worthy. 
"Now go t'rough deir clothes, yer two," ordered 

the leader, for noue less was the lank man. At this, 
the two ferrety-looking yeggs started a business-like 
survey of our clothing. They worked fast, yet took 
time to be thorough, and it was surprising to see 
how much they collected. Watches, rings, bracelets, 
jewelry worth thousands of dollars, were stripped 
from us in a few moments, and this was joined by 
an equally large sum in cash. 

"Now, oie Baldy," the leader disrespectfully ad- 
dressed E. F. Croffitt, "show us de way to yer strong 
room an' open it fer us. Dere's a good guy—yer 
don't wanna have de sexton t'row de doit on yer 
nose in a coupla days, does yer, now?" 

"Why, I have no vault here . . . at least, the 
money isn't in it. It's in the other part of the 
bank," stuttered Croffitt. 

"Quitcher lyin', yer big stiff," snarled the leader, 
"an' show us de coin." 

"I ... I ... I assure you," said Croffitt. 
"Lemme put a knife atween 'is ribs, jes' lemme," 

chimed in Butch. "Es jes' a-achin' ter do it, Jake, 
an' it ain't gonna make no noise." 

"Get busy sudden or yer'r dead," snapped Jake, 
and shoved the muzzle of the big pistol right under 
Croffitt's nose. The banker's face grew ashen. "1 
will," he whispered. 

While the two rat-faced men held the rest of us 
at bay with drawn revolvers, Jake and Butch entered 
the inner room. I could see, from the point where I 
was standing, how with trembling hands, E. F. 
worked the combination. He stepped back, and 
Butch by him, pistol pressed to his side. The leader 
went in and presently came out'with several bundles 
of bank notes. Evidently he was an expert who did 
not care to encumber himsel f with heavy stuff. E. F. 
Crdffitt groaned. "Don't take it—there's a hundred 
thousand dollars. Please don't—I am a ruined man," 
he moaned. 

"Course we ain't gonna take it. Baldy," observed 
the facetious Butch. '"Jes' gonna look it over an' 
see if it's ail dere and den give it back to yer. Jes' 
bank examiners, dat's ail we is, ain't we, Jake ?" 

"Sure," that worthy responded. "Jes' a-takin' 
care o' the interests o' de dee-positors, dat's wot we 
is." 

When Croffitt had been conducted back among us, 
the four hold-up men backed away a few steps and 
the leader addressed us. 

"We been a-watchin' yer li'l game fer a while," 
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said Jake. "Kinda kep' me eye on de joint. Le's see 
hovv dis 'ere bank pertective stuff woiks, I says ter 
me li'l playmates here. An' it sure woiked. Ain't 
youse de guy wot invented it?" he suddenly asked, 
turning to Hicks. The inventer, pale, slowly nodded. 

"Say, buddy, I likes yer," Jake said, impulsively. 
"Yer donc us a good toin. I likes yer, an' here is 
four bits what says I does," and diving in his pocket, 
he fetched ont a half-dollar and pressed it into Hicks' 
hand. 

"Now, Gummy, do yer stuff ! We gotta be a-goin'," 
he commanded. At this word, one of the rat-faced 
men drew ont a small parcel, which he deftly lighted 
and threw in the air. Almost at once the room was 
filled with dense black smoke. 

"Stay dere, an' don't raise hell or yer'll ail suffer," 
was the parting command, as the four crooks went 
out through the door. We heard them lock it from 
the outside, and then the cry "Pire! Bank's afire! 
Ring de alarm !" which was immediately taken up by 
other voices outside. 

The Morristown fire department is celebrated for 
its efficiency. It seemed that we had hardly had time 
to stumble about in the dense smoke to try the door 
and find it really was locked, before we heard the 
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clanging of the bells and the shriek of the sirens. 
In a jiffy, in less time than it takes to tell, plate-glass 
windows were smashed in, and six tremendous 
streams of water played into the room, searching 
every corner. In vain were our shrieks, yells, curses. 
There was smoke, and where there is smoke, there 
must be fire. That was enough. The Morristown 
fire department know their duty. It was only after 
our company had been floored for the time, after 
we had been utterly confounded and beaten down, 
and were crawling around in two feet of water in a 
condition of absolutè and abject misery, that a fire- 
man climbed through to investigate. 

I was not présent to hear what was said. Neither 
was Smith. Neither was Hicks. For we were going 
down the street. Smith was running like a long dis- 
tance champion. But over my shoulder I saw he 
was hopelessly outdistanced—I was ahead of him, 
you know. And I looked back a number of times 
to reassure myself, for Hicks, who was ahead of me, 
was going so fast that I seemed to be running back- 
wards. And I wasn't trying to catch him at that— 
maybe Smith was. I reached my apartment and 
locked myself in—and next day I left for the West. 
I needed a vacation. 

END 

The Author's Explanation of "The Astounding Discoveries of Dr. Mentiroso" 
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THERE are several 
"catches" in the 

Story of "The As- 
tounding Discoveries 
of Doctor Mentiroso" 
and therein lies the 
solution. If Doctor 
Mentiroso traveled 
from west to east at 
1,000 miles per hour 
and was free from ail 
frictional résistance 
and the attraction of 
gravitation he would 
remain approximately 
over the same spot 
u p o n the earth in- 
definitely as the earth 
would be traveling at 
the same speed through 
space ; and without the 
résistance of the atmos- 
phère or gravitational 
pull he would be left 
far behind unless he were traveling eastward at 1,000 
miles per hour. If he reversed his direction and headed 
west at 1,000 miles per hour (being of course free 
from gravitational pull and atmospheric résistance) 
he would be passing the surface of the earth at 2,000 
miles per hour although still traveling about the earth's 
axis at 1,000 miles per hour. Hence he would make a 
complété circuit (although in an opposite direction) 
every 24 hours, so that the sun (to him) would risc in 
the west and set in the east and his days would be 24 
hours long. He would arrive back at his starting point 
24 hours later, with his time agreeing with the earth's 
time at that point. If he traveled at a speed of say 
24,000 miles per hour it would not afïect the earth's time, 
but would merely resuit in each of his days being one 
hour long, or in other words, the sun to him would rise 
and set every hour. As ail our time is based upon the 
earth's rotation and orbit, Doctor Mentiroso's time (if 
traveling faster than the earth and free from its atmos- 
pheric envelope) would have no real connection with 
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earth time. It would in fact be similar to time upon a 
distant planet. Theoretically, he would of course, rcturn 
to his starting point before he left it, provided he went 
by earth time; but just as soon as he begins traveling 
about the earth's axis faster than the earth itself, he 
produces his own individual time. In other words, if his 
days were one hour long (when traveling at 24,000 miles 
per hour) according to our conception of an hour which 
is one twenty-fourth of the period between sunrise and 
sunrise, then his hours would be one twenty-fourth of 
an earth hour and his speed based on that would be only 
1,000 miles per his hour. The whole question is one of 
rclativity, and regardless of what speed he attained, his 
time in relation to earth time would remain constant, and 
the instant he set foot on earth he would find that the 
time was precisely what it would have been had he 
traveled about the earth's axis at 1,000 miles per hour. 

The accompanying diagramà will perhaps make this 
clearer. 
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2500 A. D. 

ilOR ycars I had planned a voyage to 
London in one of the big I. E. G. sub- 
mersibles, yet never until this day had 
I been able to adjust my business and 
other aflFairs so as to arrange the trip. 

There were compensations in this, however, for the 
patents of the International Express Company had 
lately expired, making it possible for me to see the 
newer developments which had placed the Com- 
pany's vessels so far ahead of the many other sub- 
marine ships that unloaded their cargoes from the 
water-filled labyrinth beneath the city streets. Mr. 
Mabbington, Vice Président of the Company, had 
been kindness personificd. He had arranged for me 
to see everything. Yet, as we waited for a sighl 
of the scheduled shi]), each succeeding minute served 
to increase my impatience. 

ilalf an hour of this and I was dccidedly ill- 
humored. I glared about the little subterranean 
room, noticing for the tenth time. the small elcvator 
which nestled in the corner ready to lift us to the 
level of old Broadway 300 feet overhead. I stared 
balefully at the pale lillle man who sal before a 
small switchboard fingering a row of push-buttons. 
1 felt like clutching bis throat, not because he was 
the cause of the submersible's lateness, but because 
I was angry and he was anemîc and miserable-look- 
ing. My eyes wandered to the channel side of the 
chamber, an immense wall of thick. though trans- 
parent glass, the size of a show-window, whose pro- 
tecting bars of steel reminded me of the prisons used 
in the days of our forefathers. Then, as I gazed 
out into the green liquid on the far side of the glass, 
I was conscious that my friend, Mr. Babbington, 
had touched the operator at the switchboard. For a 
moment l thought the latter had turned on another 
big lamp, which was filling the channel with light, 
but as I looked, the glare came nearer. and with a 
sudden pumping of my heart, I knew that my ship 
had corne at last. 

The giant cigar-shaped 
vessel nosed her way 
along and as the forward 
portion of her length 
slipped by, I saw the cap- 
tain at the bridge, which 
resembled a small bay-win- 
dow. He waved a hand to 
Mr. Babbington, whom I 
heard muttcring about Fate 
and Fortune and the mon- 
etary value of the forty- 
five minutes which the sub- 
mersible had lost. Then, 
just as I read the large 
white letters upon her hull, 
signifying that she was the International Express 
Company Ship Number 352 of New York City, she 
came to a stop with a gentle tremor» against the 
bumper sidc-clips. 

A second later the pale operator pushed one of 
his buttons and as my eyes followed the direction of 
lus, T saw a huge vertical cylinder cleaving the water 
in its descent upon the waiting submarine . . . There 
was a mild clash of steel on steel and then, as 
anoriier button felt the anémie finger of the operator. 
six métal arms swung out from the cylinder, lock- 

/N Ihcse days of irons-Atlantic flights, one would think 
that the idea of an undersca express would he rallier 

far-fetchcd. But this nced not necessarily bc so, for the 
simple rcason that when trans-Atlantic flying bc cornes 
commonplace, as il ztrill during the next fcw ycars. suclt 
Iraffic, due la the ht g h cost, will most likely bc for pas- 
sengers. The heavy freight ttfUl continue to Iravcl by 
océan liners, or perhaps by the undersca express, for 
bcltcr spccd. as no slornts will itnpede the progrtss of a 
subsca vessel. There are other advantages, too. 

Our new author, being a Lieutenant in the U. S. Army, 
lakcs us into the nol-too-dislanl future, and somehoiu y ou 
gain the impression that it is ail very real, and that you 
ma y I ivc to see it. 

ing themselves firmly to as many thistle-keys. Simul- 
taneously, a current of bubbling water began to 
stream from a séries of electro-hinged ports extend- 
ing around the base of the big tube. This, however, 
ceased in a few seconds, whereupon a light flashed 
on above the switchboard. 

"Corne on," cricd Mr. Babbington. "That's the 
signal—the water is cjected from the cylinder. The 
352 will open her hatches and loading will begin." 

I followed him into the clevator which whisked us 
up 265 feet to the loading room where the clang 
and din of New York's busy streets were wafled 
down through the ventilators. These noises were as 
echoes of the sounds which should have issued from 
this room of arriving crates and departing boxes. 
But from the room itself there were no loud noises, 
no clashing of heavy articles, no shouting, no rattling 
of trucks. I noticed piles of packages and crates de- 
posited gently on the floor by compressed air chutes 
îeading from the checking room on the street level. 
Each pile was labeled according to its destination— 
Seattle, San Francisco, London. Paris. Singapore, 
Peking, etc. The shipments for Chicago and Seattle 
were at the moment being gathered up by powerful 
little gas-reciprocàting crânes and dumped on large 
lift platforms which carried them up through the ceil- 
ing. Mr. Babbington nodded toward the ascending 
boxes. "To the Air Liners," he said. "Elevators go 
to landing towers on the roof." 

WE arrived at the tubular shafts Ieading to the 
channel in time to see my baggage disappear 

into the depths. Two elevators were unloading while 
a third sent down a stream of various sized baies. 
Soon one lift was switched to loading work and 
shortly after ail three were carrying down their con- 
signments destined for points in the British Isles. 

As the loading work neared completibn, the pas- 
senger lift brought up a ruddy, white-haired man 
dressed in the uniform of a ship captain. 

"l'm sorry, Mr. Babbington," he said advancing 
toward us, "But I can make up the forty-five minutes 

if I can gct up on the 
  surface somewhere on 

the other side of this 
storm." 

"That's ail right, Jud- 
son," replied the Vice 
Président with more good 
humor than he felt. "But 
what happened to you? 
My locator dial showed 
you off Sandy Hook not 
two hours ago." 

"Didn't you get my 
message ?" 

, "No, I have been show- 
ing our plant to my friend 

here." And turning to me, "This is Captain Judson, 
skipper of the 352 who will take care of you aboard 
ship." 

Judson shook my hand heartily and continued. 
"There is quite a blow out there," he went on. 

"Some surface ship dragged her anchor and pulled 
up one of those old, old cables—a relie of the days 
of wire communication. Well, it fouled my propeller 
and I had to stop long enough for my divers to 
repair the damage." 

"T trust you have better luck this trip," replied 
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Mr. Babbington in serions tones. "You bave a con- 
signment aboard which must reach the London office 
of Littleton & Roberts by 5:00 P. M. tomorrow ; 
otherwise we lose the $50,000 guarantee we put up." 

"Don't vvorry, we shall reach J.ondon on time," 
said the captain. 

A hurrying officiai brought Captain Judson his 
clearance papers before Mr. Babbington could put 
in another word, and we ail walked to the passenger 
elevator. A handshake, a wave of adieu, and two of 
us were speeding downward through the steel tube. 

I stepped ont into a well-lighted passage-way as 
Captain Judson, following me, pressed a signal but- 
ton on the door of the elevator. This conveyance, 
passengerless, rose from our midst and disappeared 
up the shaft. Some unseen mechanism caused the 
heavy rods and guides to slide noiselessly against the 
wall and the great hatch slowly swung upwards on 
its hinges to close the aperture above it. Before I 
foliowed my conductor toward the how, I heard 
the grating and clank of métal above the closed 
hatch as the cylinder was' released from its thistle- 
keys. 

"Captain," T said with some awe, "suppose that 
through an error, one of those telescopic cylinders 
should be withdrawn before you close the hatch ? 
We should be drowned like rats." 

"Couldn't," lie retorted shortly, "thistle-keys won't 
unlock until hatch has clicked shut." 

We emerged into a chamber which the captain 
identified as the bridge. Opposite us I could see the 
channel lights through the long narrow arc of glass 
extending from beam to beam. A seaman stood at 
the wheel surrounded by numerous dials and indica- 
tors. Captain Judson joined him and, when a green 
light flashed on above the binnacle, moved forward 
the throttle. 

I looked out and saw the slimy walls of the channel 
slip by under the intense brilliance of our headlight. 
At intervais, traffic lamps came into view and shad- 
ows flitted across our bows as we approached and 
passed under them. Twice I saw submersibles being 
loaded from cylinders similar to that through which 
1 had descended. 

In the distance appeared a red light blinking rapid- 
ly. I noticed our skipper's hand retard the throttle 
and fclt the thrumming of the ship decrease to a 
bare perceptibility. We came to a complété stop 
beneath the red glow and, as T strained my eyes at 
the window, a tremendous submarine vessel lum- 
bered athwart our bow. 

"United Tobacco Freighter," mumbled Judson. 
"Biggest submersibles built—800 footers, but very 
slow." 

The light suspended above us turned green and 
the 352 forged ahead. We emerged into a small 
lake where the helm was put over hard so that the 
beam of our headlight shone into another channel 
leading to the open sea. 

FIFTEEN minutes had passed when a young man 
walked in. 

"This is Mr. Larkin, my First Officer," grumbled 
the captain, by way of introduction. 

We bowed and grinned at each other as our com- 
mander continued. 

"Those two lights we just passed mark the en- 
trance to the channel." he said, addressing me. 
"See that green light off our port bow? That is the 
Rockaway Guide Light. Over there is the Manhattan 

Beach Guide,—yes, that flashing one. In a few min- 
utes you will see the Sandy Hook Light off our 
starboard side." 

I remembered having read about the latter light— 
the most powerful in use. It was invented by Gaut- 
tauve, who, after spcnding his life in research, 
ofFered the results of his labor to the government. 
But although the strongest underwater light then 
known could not be seen from a distance of eight 
miles, this wonderful lamp was rejected. Gauttauve 
died a soured and disappointed man, but his discov- 
eries and inventions, as united in his lamp, lived 
after him to light the submerged shores of the prin- 
cipal ports of the world. 

Larkin interrupted my thoughts by stepping up to 
take his turn on the bridge, but Captain Judson 
shook his head. 

"Fil stick it out until we get wcll away from these 
lights and buoys," he said. "You take our friend 
through the ship." 

Larkin smilingly led me down the corridor. 
"The Old Man is obsessed with the idea that ail 

those lights are confusing to the rest of us," mur- 
mured the first officer good humoredly. "The truth 
is that he is prejudiced against them. 1 le prates 
for hours at a time of the days when submarine 
navigation was donc with no other aids than head- 
light and compass." 

We went down a short companionway to the 
engine room where the powerful machinery was driv- 
ing us along at ninety knots an hour. Just inside the 
door and extending across the breadth of the room, 
were batteries of immense vacuum tubes whose cath- 
ode rays gave off characteristic gleams of phosphor- 
escence. 

"Each one capable of 500 H.P.," remarked Larkin, 
simply, during his explanations. 

But to me the real marvel was the gas, which, 
under the magie of cathode rays, possessed un- 
fathomed properties of expansion. The great diffi- 
culty in its use was to employ ail its tremendous 
power; that is, to control the expansion. Larkin 
told me that the man who could do this would re- 
çoive a fortune even greater than that of Carpenter, 
the discoverer of the gas. 

IWATCHED the great whirring turbines and 
wondered if man-made machinery could ever 

withstand the full power of the expansion. 1 heard 
the whistling gas leap from the triple expansion 
chambers and. still under the action of cathode rays, 
slash against the vanes of the turbines only to scream 
its way out on the far side and die a natural death in 
the refrigerating System. 

We began the inspection of the ventilating plant 
where pure oxygen, manufactured from bilge water, 
was diffused through every inch of our ship's four 
hundred and twenty feet of length. t was about to 
press Larkin for détails when an alarm bell on the 
wall began ringing furiously. 

"Every man to his post !" he shouted. "Corne on 
to the bridge and we'H find out what's up." 

We rushed in to find Captain Judson bending over 
the collision guide. "We're going to be delayed !" he 
groaned. "Hâve to go to the assistance of a tramp. 
The lubber was too near the surface and scraped the 
bottom of an iceberg. Well, we'H see what can be 
done. Larkin, take a turn about the ship and see 
that everyone is standing by. You may then remain 
at the P. E. while I keep the bridge." 
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As the mate departed, I glanced at the depth in- 
dicator. The arrow was fairly flying, 450, 460, 470, 
480 it read. The pointer on the collision guide now 
extended straight toward our bow. 

A nervous voice shouted from the Communicator 
horn, "Ahoy, 352, do you hear me ?" 

Judson growled assent through his Communicator 
mouthpiece. 

"Well, for God's sake, hurry ! M y power plant 
is dead now and 1 can't get any more pressure in 
my safety tanks. We'll be cracked like an egg shell 
if you don't reach us soon. We're at 600 feet now 
and still going down." 

"TU be alongside in five minutes," returried Jud- 
son through his mouthpiece. "How much water are 
you taking in?" 

"1 don't know. I think l'm full amidships," was 
the response. "My engineer had to run for it just 
now. He says the water is seeping in fast." 

For a short while there was silence broken only by 
the singing of my ears subjected for the first time 
to the increasing air pressure of the compensating 
tanks. 

Captain Judson suddenly spoke into the Communi- 
cator. "Ahoy, Bristol," he cried. "Can you muster 
enough pressure around your intake pipe valves to 
receive a pump line from us?" 

"Lord, no !" came the reply. "There's no chance 
of your pumping. My pressure wouldn't stay up for 
ten minutes." 

Judson ground his teeth. "Well, what do you 
expect me to do, sink with you?" He paused mo- 
mentarily, and then, "You've turned down every- 
thing Tve suggested. Now this is my last word. 
l'm not going to attempt the saving of that tub of 
yours. She is completely gone anyway. You've no 
power and but little air and you're filling fast. TU 
take olï your crew and that's ail." 

He ceased, with an angfy snort, and eut off our 
power. The friction of the sea slowed us down 
almost immediately and as we eased along, I caught 
sight of a long finger of métal shilling in the beam 
of our hcadlight. 

It was the Bristol. She was settling by the stern, 
lier bow at an angle of thirty degrees vainly pointing 
toward the surface, which lier tireless crew had 
fought so hard to gain. She was going faster now 
and only a few moments remained before she would 
fall into that sickening dive from which there is no 
recovery. 

But our skipper brought us alongside with con- 
summate skill. As I looked out on the port side it 
seemed that I could almost touch the great black 
hull which descended nearcr and nearer to our level. 
Judson, too, gazed at the disabled submersible, his 
hand on the depth valve key which he turned with 
a slow, continuons motion, keeping pace with the 
sinking shell beside us. 

Then he nodded at Larkin in the doorway. I 
dashed out to the passenger's emergency port, called 
the P. E. aboard ship, arriving just in time to see 
two of the crew enter the little chamber. Before the 
heavy hatch closed behind them T caught a glimpse 
of their gigantic copper extreme-pressurç suits. 
'I lien as the steel eut them off from my vision, the 
outer hatch was opened and the sea entered the 
chamber with a noise like thunder. 

I held my breath while the dauntless two sought 
the stanchions of the Bristol's emergency hatch. 

The 352 was worked forward ever so little, but 
always sinking, sinking. 

ABRUPTLY Captain Judson's voice yelled into 
the Communicator, "We've got you, we've got 

you ! Quick ! Get your men aboard." 
There was a faint answering roar of crashing 

water, then the whistle of compressed air in our 
own chamber. In a moment the inner hatch opened 
and a dozen men staggered into view. 

I turned again to the bridge with the intention of 
congratulating Captain Judson for his fine work, 
but that old sailor was doubled up over his depth 
valve key. 

"They've got no more pressure," he muttered half 
to himself. "The skipper is alone—had to work the 
valves for tlie others. He's going to open his hatch 
and try to drag himself against that deluge " 

Suddenly there was a gurgling smash. We looked 
up quickly as the elevated bow of the Bristol came 
down opposite our Windows. The sight seemed to 
freeze Judson to immobility, one hand on the depth 
valve key, the other on the throttlc. While he 
watched during that breathless moment, the Bristol 
hovered on an even keel and then with a quick lurch, 
lier bow settled and the long, black hull plunged 
downward. At the same moment a claxon sounded 
discordantly and I was knocked to the floor by the 
instantaneous jump of our ship as Judson opened 
wide the throttle. But we were safe from the 
dangerous suction and we had saved our man—• 
snatched him from the jaws of death. 

The nervous tension over, Captain Judson swore 
softly at the loss of our lead gangplank which had 
been torn from its runners by our sudden forward 
lurch for freedom. Except for this slight outbreak, 
however, everyone went about his work quietly and 
as Larkin took the bridge and began the long, 
graduai ascent to our cruising depth, I turned to seek 
my stateroom. 

I must have slept heavily, for when my first meal 
was finished, I saw the noon shift walking aft 
toward the engine room. I hurriedly walked in the 
opposite direction, mentally framing an excuse for 
my laziness ; but when I reachcd the bridge, there 
was not a soul in sight. To say I was puzzled would 
hardly describe my sensation, but as I pondered this 
peculiar situation, the truth dawned upon me—we 
were on the surface. That continuons sheet of 
water beating against the glass was our bow spray; 
that bright light was the glorious sun. 

I raced for the companionway leading to the after 
deck and stumbled up the steps. Larkin, at the 
surface gear, looked through his goggles at my 
puzzled expression. 

"Had to corne up to make up our lost time," he 
explained. "We're making 130 knots now." 

Indeed, every appearance supported the truth of 
the latter assertion. Although the sea was smooth 
and the swell was hardly discernible, the whole 
forward portion of our deck was awash in the 
stream of foam displaced by our piercing bows. The 
wind, whistling through the surface gear, burned 
into my eyes and tugged at my clothing. Yes, we 
were indeed speeding and I wondered if our artificial 
wind was much less than that created by the great 
airship which passed over us just then, some 6000 
feet in the clouds. 

My reflections were eut short, however, by the 
(Coutinued on page 877) 
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.... then a shuddcr passed over his frame and before my eyes he commenced to increase in sizc . . . herc before my eyes, growth was 
taking place immediately. It was almost unbclievable. . . . He towered over me like a giant. He grew so tall that his head touchcd the 

cciling. "Try one yourself, Jameson," he said, "and increase your sizc." 
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HE strange and extraordinary events 
connected with our lives have always 
been of exceptional interest to me and 
even as a boy I was never more con- 
teuted than when I was reading some 

good ghost story or examining some so-called 
"haunted bouse." As 1 became older, this liking îor 
mysterious things developed into a study and inves- 
tigation of matters dealing with the psychic and 
occult. I have visited many spiritualistic séances 
and have given reports concerning them to the public, 
through recent letters. 

However, 1 am not a fanatic on any of these sub- 
jects, and dcvote only a small portion of my time 
to these pursuits, for a well established law practice 
engages me the major part of the time. 

Among the events which have happened during 
my studies of psychic science, there is one which 
to me is most vivid ; something which has left a very 
marked impression upon my mind. I refer to Pro- 
fessor Brontley and bis theory of rapid growth. 
Early last spring I became acquainted with the prom- 
inent teacher and writer, James PI. Brontley, whose 
remarkable achievements in the field of biological 
chemistry have won for him a wide-spread and well 
deserved promincnce. Professor Brontley and I 
became fast friends and I considered myself forr 
tunate to have the opportunity of knowing him so 
well. We would often sit for hours and converse 
upon subjects of common interest. 

One evening I sat in my chair musing before the 
comfortable fire ; I had just finished my dinner and 
was resting quietly thinking of the latest accomplish- 
ments of my friend Brontley. Pie had confided to 
me a short time previously that he was experiment- 
ing upon a subject which, if successfully attained, 
would secure not only personal famé for him, but 
would be a wonderful bcnefit to mankind. He had 
told me nothing of the nature of the experiment and 
1 was thinking of this particular thing, wondering 
when he would have something definite to say to me 
about it, when the door was suddenly opened and 
the very person about whom I had been thinking 
came into the room and dropped down in a chair 
near me. He looked exultant and excited and as 
he shook my hand he burst 
ont :   ■ ' ■ ■ 

"Jameson, Tve fourni it 
at last and I have corne 
to tell y ou about it." 

I looked at him in sur- 
prise. What did he mean? 
1 grasped him by the arm 
and asked, "Do you mean 
that your latest experiment 
has been successful? You    
mean the experiment that 
you have been working on for the last six months?" 

"That's the one. It's the greatest success of my 
life and T want you to know about it first. Listen." 
he said as he shoved his chair doser to mine, "and 
I will tell you ail about it. 

"Growth, as you know. in hoth the animal and 
vegetable kihgdom, is the resuit of the digestion and 
assimilation of the varions éléments and corapounds 
which the animal or plant ohtains, either through 
food and drink or, in the case of plants, through the 
absorption of fundamenlal éléments from the soil 
through the roots and tissues, or from the air. The 

changes which take place are rather complex, and 
just at présent arc not of primary importance to the 
subject which 1 wish to disclose to you. 

"As you are well aware," he continued, "différent 
foods affect the body in various ways. Some foods 
are more efficient than others ; we speak of this rela- 
tive digestive value of foods as the 'coefficient of di- 
gestibility' which means, in simple ternis, that a larger 
percentage of some foods are digested than of others. 
Some animais can utilize more fiber than others can, 
and some can make better use of the protein than 
others. I have some plants under observation in my 
laboratory ; some of them fed on various kinds of 
fertilizers, while others have had no application. 
The différence in the growth and sturdiness of the 
plants which received fertilizer over those which 
did not is most marked. You have often noticed 
adjacent fields of corn, one of which looked in ail 
respects better than the other. This is an example, 
on a larger scale, of the very thing which I have 
tried out in my laboratory ; one field of corn had 
more food éléments available in the soil than the 
other." 

I nodded in affirmation, too interested to say a 
word, and he continued his narrative, his dark, pierc- 
ing eyes fastened upon mine. 

uqpHE statements which I have made thus far 
A are ail perfectly natural facts, obviously true, 

if one only takes the opportunity to look about him 
in Nature's laboratory, the great outdoors. We take 
it as a matter of fact that in youth we grow a few 
inches taller and a few pounds heavier each year. 
But have you ever stopped to consider why this 
growth should be comparatively slow?" 

The enormity of the suggestion almost paralyzed 
me. Was the Professor trying to change the order 
of the universe? I looked at him sharply. Appar- 
ently he read the expression of doubt and wonder in 
my face, for he said sharply : 

"I know you wouldn't believe it, but T have long 
maintained that there must be some exceedingly con- 
centrated fonn of food éléments—some substance 
in which the coefficient of digestihility is nearly per- 
fect if not absolutely so. I have long upheld the 

belief that there must be 

TlfllAT makes giants, and zvhal makes dwarfs? 
rr Scienlisls of loday arc nnanimous in the opinion 
that thèse conditions arc creatcd by the thyroid gland. 
If il were possible to systémalically stlmulate these 
glands, there is no question but that a race of giants could 
be prodneed. Il is not al ail impossible from a biological 
stand point, and from expérience gained in the laboratory. 
we knozv that il can be accomplished. In "Cryslals of 
Growth," the author s pins an excellent taie. 

some food in which the 
residue or indigestible part 
is practically negligible. If 
one could find such a sub- 
stance. would it not be rea- 
sonable to suppose that 
he would dérivé a much 
greater benefit from it 
than from ordinary food? 

"I have been experi- 
menting upon this subject 

for a long time and at last I have found it—a perfect 
food which has the power of increasing one's height 
and weight almost instantly. No doubt you find it 
difficult to believe, but T can prove my statements : 
I want you to corne to my laboratory with me and 
witness a démonstration which will convince you 
that T am no prevaricator." 

I naturally agreed to accompany the Professor to 
his rooms, for my curiosity had been aroused. 

As we passée! down one street after another. I 
found it difficult to keep up a conversation. After 
some monosyllabic answers, T realized that mv coin- 
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panion was engrossed in his ovvn thoughts, so I 
walked along quietly beside him, meanwhile wonder- 
ing what surprises the evening had in store for me. 

At last we halted before his home. Professer 
Brontley motioned to me to foliow him and in a 
moment we were ascending the stairs which led, as 
I assumed, to his laboratory above. I had never 
been in his laboratory before and consequently I 
was exceedingly anxious to see the place where ail 
of his wonderful discoveries had been made. As 
chummy as we were, I had never had the oppor- 
tunity of seeing the interior of this place, probably 
because of his desire for secrecy in regard to the 
progress of certain tests which he was making. At 
any rate, I knew that it was an important experiment 
that would cause him to invite me inside of His 
work-shop. 

Finally we reached the third story of the house. 
and stopped for a moment before a door which was 
securely locked. Evidently the Professer was tak- 
ing précautions against unexpected visitors to this 
particular room while he was away. He drew a 
string of keys from his pocket and after unlocking 
the door he pushed a button in the wall and the 
place was flooded with light. I followed him into 
the room and looked around. 

It was an ordinary chemical laboratory, such as 
I had seen many times before, containing varions 
sorts of apparatus which one usually finds in a place 
of that kind. The shelves along the side were 
filled with bottles of différent colored liquids and a 
long table in the middle of the room was covered 
with racks of test-tubes. Bunsen burners, beakers, 
retorts, flasks and other laboratory materials. My 
friend told me to seat myself and observe closely 
everything that he did. 

IWILL attempt to narrate as accurately as pos- 
sible everything which took place in the labora- 

tory that night. After putting on a rubber apron, 
my friend placed a pair of ordinary motor goggles 
over his eyes. He then took a large flask from the 
shelf, examined it closely and placed it on a tripod. 
Following this act, he removed from a rack before 
him, five différent colored liquids. From each of 
these he measured an equal portion, and poured it 
into the large flask upon the tripod. 

"These five liquids represent a préparation of the 
five most essential substances in our food," he ex- 
plained ; he added nothing further and I did not 
press him for additional détails. 

The next thing he did was to light the gas be- 
neath the tripod and standing a short distance away. 
he watched with suspense the mixture within tlie 
flask. For a short time there was no apparent 
change, and then as the contents became warmer, 
there was a hissing sound accompanied presently by 
a crackling and snapping not unlike the snapping of 
a wood fire. The mixture was now boiling. A 
light curl of fumes issued from the neck of the 
flask and there was a slightly pungent. but not un- 
pleasant odor noticeable in the room. The Professer 
allowed it to boil for possibly two minutes and then 
turned off the gas. He stirred it slowly and then 
dipped a piece of blue litmus paper into the flask ; 
the paper turned red, showing that there was an 
acid reaction. 

"Now for the last step," announced my friend. 
and added a few drops of a light blue substance 

from a bottle near by. There was a sharp report 
like a pistol shot and a shower of yellowish-brown 
crystals fell upon a tray beneath the tripod. My 
friend carefully collected these crystals and then 
turning to me he stated in an elated tone: 

"It is finished as I had planned, and upon these 
crystals in my hand dépends the success of my ex- 
periment. You have witnessed a test of synthetic 
or artificial digestion ; these crystals are the most 
concentrated and efficient food substance known, to 
promote growth. Watch me and notice their 
power." 

The experience was too uncanny for description. 
I felt terror stricken as I watched him, and had an 
almost uncontrollable impulse to shout for the sheer 
relief of my overtaxed nerves, but by a suprême 
effort of will I resisted the inclination. 

He placed two of the crystals in his mouth and 
swallowed them. 

For perhaps five or six seconds no change was 
apparent; then a shudder passed over his frame 
and before my very eyes he commenced to increase 
in size. You have probably been away from home 
for some time and upon your return noticed the 
increased stature of some young friends. You re- 
marked how much they had grown while you were 
away. But here before my naked eyes, growth was 
taking place immediately. It was almost unbeliev- 
able. 

He soon towered over me like a giant. He grew 
so tall, that his head touched the ceiling. He began 
to walk toward a chair and sat down. Suddenly He 
stopped growing. 

"My height" he said, "is now about twelve feet. 
a little more than double my former height. If I 
had wished to become still taller I could have donc 
so by taking more of the crystals. Think what a 
relief these crystals will be to mankind. No more 
under-developed children ! no more short men and 
short women. Tomorrow I shall show the world 
that I am a living proof of the existence of a super- 
food, the crystals of growth. Try one yourself, 
Jameson, and increase your size." 

Thus speaking, he offered one of the crystals to 
me. I was tempted to laugh at the preposterous 
suggestion and then T looked at his face and realized 
how serious the Professor was. I was horrified and 
knew that with my friend in his présent state of 
super-elation at the resuit of his experiment—there 
was an expression of mad fanaticism upon his face 
—the situation demanded tact of the most delicate 
nature, if unpleasant and possibly fatal conséquences 
were to be avoided. So I decided to humor him. 

"Why, Brontley," I evaded. "T don't need any of 
your growth crystals. T'm tall enough to suit me, 
and besides I know that they will do ail that you 
claim for them, so what's the use?" 

In a second I realized that he was furiously angry 
at my refusai to take the crystals. He came towards 
me and seized me by the shoulders. "You little 
shrimp" he sneered, "Fil show you whether you 
need them or not." and he began to shake me. T 
strove to ward off his hold upon me, but it was use- 
less. I was like a child in his grasp and it seemed as 
though he would shake my head loose from my 
shoulders. My brain reeled, the objects in the room 
were becoming dim and seemed to be swimming 
around me. I seemed to be losing consciousness ; 
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there were voices, indistinct and mumbling in my 
ears, and then . . . 

"What's the matter, old man?" I found myselt 
on the floor in my room, and looking up I saw the 
face of my pal, Jack Hudson, gazing down at me 
in perplexity. "l've been trying to wake you up for 
the last three or four minutes," he declared. "Hurry 
up or we'II be late for the show," he added, and then, 
"What's the matter? Did you see a ghost?" 

When 1 had related my experience to my friend, 
he slapped me on the shoulder and told me that 
hereafter I had better eut ont rich pastry at night. 

My friends claim that it was only a dream, but I 
know that there was a peculiar odor on my clothes. 

such as one associâtes with chemical laboratories ; 
that my friend Professer Brontley disappeared on 
the same evening, on which I had my peculiar ex- 
perience and that he has not been found since; and 
furthermore, an examination of his laboratory after 
his disappearance, showed it to be exactly similar to 
the one in which 1 had my mémorable adventure. 
The articles in the laboratory were in a state of con- 
fusion—bottles opened and broken, chairs over- 
turned and the room in général in a state of extreme 
disorder. The opinion of the majority of those 
who examined the laboratory was that a violent 
combat of some nature had taken place. But, the 
crystals of growth were nowhere in evidence. 

THE END 

THE UNDERSEA EXPRESS 

By J. Rodman 

(Concludcd from page 873) 

appearance of a blue haze in the distance. Land ! 
It became more distinct with each passing second. 
But just as I was beginning to watch for land- 
marks on the distant cliffs, the word was given to 
go below. There 1 watched Larkin dive our ship into 
the depths and lay a course for the Channel. Lights 
soon began to appear—red, green and white, some 
flashing, others unblinking, continuons—forming a 
pattern so complex and confusing that I wondered 
how a human being could guide us through the 
maze. 

True to form, old Judson strode in to watch, with 
narrowed eyes, the actions of his protégé among the 
lights. 

"The red lights are shoals and rocks," he ex- 
plained for my benefit. "The first one we passed was 
Wolfe Rock. Yes, the white lights indicate a city, 
though there are exceptions to the rule. That's the 
Falmouth Light directly opposite. There's no subma- 
rine channel in Falmouth : subs have to enter the har- 
bor on the surface. That double white light ofï in the 
distance is the entrance to the Plymouth Channel." 

I became intensely interested in this submerged 
galaxy and the time passed so quickly that it seemed 
but a moment before we had rounded the green 
and white blinkers of Ramsgate and begun to bear 
down on the steady glow of the Chatham Beacon. 
We slowed down for the entrance of the Chatham 
Channel, but once within its confines, Larkin kept 
the speed indicator hovering around 35 knots. We 
glided swiftly past the submerged docks of Chatham 
and soon approached the brilliantjy lighted passages 
beneath London. When we reduced our speed again 
I caught sight of the unmistakable lamps of the Ex- 
press Company Landing, and as Larkin eased us into 
our berth and the bumper side-clips snapped shut, I 
knew the journey was ended. 

I said good-bye to Larkin and his chief in the 
passenger elevator, so that upon reaching the street 
level, I immediately stepped out upon the crowded 
thoroughfare. A clock on Picadilly registered four 
o'clock less three minutes and I knew then that 
Captain Judson had saved the $50,000.00 guarantee 
and the crew of the Bristol as well. 

THE END 
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And there was that maniac Russian over thcre, 
ready to spring upon me. He glared nt me witli 
lips curled back from gritted teeth. 1 seethed 
with rage against both of them ... I slood up 
and stole toward Grant, ray hngers clutching 

spasmodically to get hold of his throat. 
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ilHE courts have started their slow, blun- 
dering grind at Sanderac. 

First there came the newspaper head- 
lines, screaming the shocking news over 
the country. The next day the columns 

went into détails concerning the unaccountable out- 
break of rioting in the little mining city. Nearly two 
hundred dead, buildings burned, property destroyed, 
and no one knew the cause. The nation stood 
aghast, because the perpetrators of the ferocious 
massacre were those who had until then been solid 
and respectable citizens. 

I happened to have been there when it occurrcd. 
I told my story. I was scoffed at and received no 
attention. The courts continue to grope ineffectually 
about in circles. How futile they seem ! 

The town is built about the mine head. Its popu- 
lation is about half American, half foreign labor. 
Among the latter is a colony of Russian refugees, 
largely Marxian Communists, or as we know them. 
Soviet Bolsheviks. Their meetings were watched by 
the police, and somc vague, ridiculous rumors started 
that they planned organizing a Soviet right there on 
Lake Superior. But no one took it seriously. On 
the whole, the Bolsheviks lived harmoniously with 
the five thousand Americans. Even the refugees be- 
longing to the Russian aristocracy and intelligentsia 
got along very well with the Reds. Such is the level- 
ing influence of Americanism. 

I was visiting an engineer friend of mine at San- 
derac. This was my first visit to Cirant since our 
collège days at the "Boston Tech." He had gone 
straight'to the mine job, while I had a government 
position which took me ail over the country. I still 
remembered Cirant as a fellow of uncanny ingenuity 
as well as ridiculous ab- 
sent-mindedness. He was — 
overjoyed to see me, made 
me put up at bis home, and 
took me ail over the town 
—the town which has now 
bccome so famous. 

"1 have often won- 
dered," 1 said to him at 
dinner, "why as brilliant a 
man as you are, is willing 
to bury himself here ont 
of sight. I looked forward 
to your accomplishing 
sonie sensational thing in 
the world." 

"Well, you may not he 
so far wrong at that," 
Grant said with a smile 
that seemed to indicate he 
wasn't telling everything. 
"This is an idéal position 
for me: not much work, 
lots of leisure, plenty of 
money. Fm working on 
things of my own, you 
see !" _________ 

I knew then that he had 
some sensational plan worked out. From that 
moment on, I gave him no rest until he had started 
out to tell me about it. I hurried myself and him 
through the rest of the meal. Grant took me out to 
a concrète shack near his building at the mine works. 

It was heavily locked. Within was a workshop. 

From the looks of the tools and the small parts, it 
was évident that he was working on some delicate 
electrical stuff. A smooth-shaven, sad-looking man 
of about fifty, bent over a bench, was working on 
some things strung full of green-insulated wires. 

"This is Sergei, my assistant," Grant said, intro- 
ducing me. Sergei's face showed refinement and 
intelligence. His courtesy was of the European type, 
which Americans so admire but cannot imitate. He 
moved away to turn on more lights. 

"Queer fellow," Grant said in an undertone. "He 
won't even associate with the other Russians. Used 
to be a musician. The Bolsheviks killed ail his 
family." 

For a moment I was more interested in the Rus- 
sian than in the machine, but he was now bent over 
a table, studying a blue-print and putting pièces to- 
gether. There was a sort of hopeless droop about 
him ; yet he worked swiftly and with marvelous skill. 

"Here we are!" explained Grant. "This is what 
l've s peut the last ten years on." 

"What"s it supposed to be?" I inquired. "It doesn't 
suggest a thing to my mind." 

There was a semi-circular keyboard, like those on 
large pipe-organs. The rest of it was built up into 
a sort of a cabinet, with bulbs, instead of organ- 
pipes. Il was something like an exaggerated and 
caricatured radio sending sel. There were scores of 
the bulbs, globular, pear-shaped, gourd-like, flask- 
shaped, and of ail sizes from that of an egg to one 
as big as a pumpkin. Grant moved a switch. The 
complex array of bulbs filled with a pale white glow. 

"They look as though they might be electron- 
tubes," I remarked. "Is it some form of musical 
instrument ?" 

"No. Not exactly. Sit 
down." Grant was elated. 

So, while I found a 
chair, he took his place on 
the bench in front of the 
organ thing. I le ran his 
Angers around over the 
keys. 1 stared at him in 
surprise. Not a sound 
came from the instrument. 
Was it some elfect of light 
or color that I should look 
for? I looked closely, but 
the bulbs glowed quite un- 
changed. Was he out of 
his mind? Not knowing 
what else to do, I sat and 
waited patiently. 

I sat bowed forward 
with my chin leaned on 
my hand and my elbows 
on my knees. Grant's 
movements at the silent 
machine became monot- 
onous and depressing. The 
dingy, concrète walls were 
unutterably gray. The 
gloomy interior of the 

shack made me think of somc graveyard of human 
desires. Even the futile wires sprawled ail about, gave 
a mournful impression. I grew so lonesome and dis- 
couraged that I could feel the muscles of my face 
droop and sag. Grant, failure of a fellow that he was, 
seemed somehow ragged and dismal as he lugubri- 

J\/J USIC, zvc are told, chartns individiials, iiol only 
J.VJ. h umans. If you have ever seen a H indu char m 
a snakc by means of his flûte, you imll understand what 
zve mean. But not ail ntusic channs; some music dis- 
tinctly t/rates on our uerves. There are certain pièces 
of music, certain sounds, that arousc savane instincts in 
most of us, as is well known. If vou ever listencd to a 
cats' concert on the fonce, you will understand what we 
mean, loo. But there is music, there arc sounds which are 
no longer heard by the car, as such. IVhere the vibra- 
tions go beyund some 25 thousand fer second, the car 
no longer perccives them as sounds, yet the sounds arc 
there, quite loud, as a mat ter of fact. Rcccnlly, for 
instance. Mr. Hugo Gcrnsback. Editor of this publica- 
tion, performed certain experiments at station IVRNY, 
where the audibility of the audience was tcslcd, by means 
of an audio frequency oscillator. The parlicular oscil- 
lalor used produeed audible vibrations from a frequency 
of 100 up to over 30,000 cycles per second. Il was found 
that beyond 15,000 vibrations per second, most pcoplc 
could hcar no thing. It was i nier est ing, howez'cr, that 
a number of lisleners rcporlcd strange effccts noted on 
varions animais. Some dogs and Canaries seemed to be 
able to hcar; so, while the loud speaker was silent to 
human beings, il was noisy enough to disturb certain 
animais. 

A similar thème is used in the présent story. which 
not only contains excellent science, but is an exccptional 
scicntifiction story as well. 



880 AMAZING S TORIES 

ously pawed the keys. T watched the heavy smoke 
drag across the square of leaden sky visible through 
he window, in tlie saine way that my useless soul was 
drifting across a colorless and dreary world. The 
only place for me was at home with my mother ; my 
mother of the white apron and sunny hair, who made 
gingersnaps for me. But my mother was dead. 

Grant stopped his activity at the keys and turned 
around. He looked at me intently for a long time. 
Then he turned around and started playing again on 
that dumb, futile keyboard. 

He danced around on his seat Hke a clown ; like 
a travesty of Paderewski. He crooked his fingers in- 
to claws and brought them down wildly on the keys, 
and then ran them through his ruffled hair. His 
knees worked comicàlly up and down as he manipu- 
lated some sort of pedals. He looked so silly that 
I was forced to smile. Then 1 leaned back and 
laughed. I laughed at him, and at the funny little 
zig-zag wires on the bench near me, like wiggling 
rat's tails, and at the comical shapes assumed by the 
wisps of smoke outside the foolish little window. 
The back of Sergei bent over his work was like a 
hump on the back of some droll camel ; it made me 
laugh till I rocked. The whole adventure up on the 
mountainside with a coal-mine below and a cracked 
inventer pounding on an organ that wouldn't work, 
was ail so inexpressibly funny that 1 laughed till I 
was hoarse. 

GRANT was sitting motionless again, gazing 
fixedly at me. As my laughing died down, he 

turned again to the keys. 
He played slowly, if I could call it playing, since 

I heard nothiilg. The crazy fellow, trying to de- 
ceive me that way ! I grew impatient at him*. Did 
he think 1 was a fool ? I had a strong notion to tell 
him what I thought of him and his abortive inven- 
tion. His slowness was irritating. I knew he was 
doing it to tantalize me. I felt like giving him a shove 
and knocking him ofï the seat—and kicking him into 
a corner. My lists clenched and my biceps tightened. 

hy had he brought me into this barred and locked 
stone cell, full of poisons and dangerous currents? 
And there was that maniac Russian over there, 
ready to spring upon me and kill me unawares! The 
coward ! I looked at him. He straightened up and 
glared at me with lips curled back from gritted teeth. 
I seethed with rage against both of them. l've got 
to get them both ont of my way before T can escape. 
Grant first. I stood up and stole toward him, my 
fingers clutching spasmodically to get hold of his 
throat. I wanted to maul him, to break his bones  

He whirled around and saw me. His hand shot 
out and moved a switch. The glow in the bulbs died 
ont. A sudden limpness went through me ; my knees 
werit weak and I collapsed on the floor. Now every- 
thing was peace. I was myself again. wondering 
what had been happening tp me. 

Slowly it dawned on me that Grant's "playing" 
must have had something to do with these storms 
of émotion. 

1 sat up. Sergei was sitting in a chair, pale and 
clutching a bench. 

"That last effect was foolish of me." Grant was 
saying. "Vou might have bcaten me up before I 
realized what was happening. My own fault." 

I stood up. feeling much better physically. Grant 
was again the same old good-natured, absent-minded 

scicntific child. Sergei also walked away in deferent 
silence. He didn't look fierce at ail, only humble 
and quiet, and very much a gentleman. Think of it, 
a concert musician now at a menial job. And a wife 
and two girls murdered by Bolsheviks ! 

"Narrow escape, I had," Grant laughed again, as 
I stared around, unable to find words. "And poor 
old Sergei was on his way out to clean up his Bol- 
shevik neighbors !" 

"What's this?" I finally demanded. "What's 
been happening to me?" 

"You will admit that it afïected you powerfully ?" 
Grant smiled. 

"TU say it did! It nearly drove me crazy. What 
is it? How is it done? Tell me quick, or l'il get 
you yet ! ' ' 

"When I explain," Grant warncd, "you will bc 
disappointed at the simplicity of it." 

"Fm waiting to he." 
"You know well." he began, "that émotions are 

purely physical states, produced by the activity of 
the ductless or endocrine glands. Stimulation of the 
suprarenal produces rage ; that of the thyroid, fear 
and anxiety; that of the gonads, love, and so forth. 
Warm up the gland, increase the amount of its sécré- 
tion, and the émotion follows. By mixtures and 
combinations, an endless chain of émotions may be 
produced. That is well established knowledge." 

"Old stuflf !" I agfeed. 
"The next step is, that the opération of the body 

cells is merely a matter of the exchange of electrical 
charges. Sécrétion, nerve action, muscle contraction, 
ail you do, is merely a movement of électrons from 
here to there." 

"Nothing new or startling about that so far," I 
commented. 

"The rest isn't so old. I figured that instead of 
waiting till the exchange of électrons in the body 
lakes place by chance impulse and accidentai com- 
binations of perceptive stimulation, I would make 
them for you at will, by shooting électrons at you 
out of my vacuum tubes. The numbers, velocities, 
and quantity-rates of discharge of négative électrons, 
and various ,varieties of positive ions, déterminé 
whether it is your suprarenal or your pituitary that 
is warmed up. Your body obeys; can't help itself." 

"It is simple," T admitted. "But it is uncanny. I 
certainly felt real émotions." 

"They zvere real émotions. And 1 had a real one, 
too, when I saw you coming—T was scared !" 

T sat down to think over the astounding thing. 
He had sat up there and played on keys. and made 
me fccl as I did. And since feeling controls action 
—that man had an instrument that could make people 
do anything. He had the world at his beck. 

"You just got here in time," he was saying in a 
most matter-of-fact voice. "We were abbut to begin 
taking the machine apart and moving it to a theater. 
I want to give a public performance." 

In fact, Sergei was already taking out the electron 
tubes and packing them in cotton-lined cartons. 

"l'd like to see that," T said eagerly, my mind full 
of interesting possibilities. "When does it corne 
off?" 

"By ail means corne. That will be an excuse for 
you to remain with me for a few days. I am plan- 
ning the show for next Friday. Sergei can almost 
handle the moving alone, so you and I can have lots 
of time together, for my work at the mine is light." 
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GRANT'S advertising for his public perform- 
ance was very modest. I was afraid that hc 

would not have much of an audience. He announced 
in the newspaper and on billboards that he had a 
scientific discovery for influencing émotions in a new 
way, without the médium of pictures, music, words, 
or other common means ; something différent. He 
told me that he did not care to have a big crowd for 
the first performance! 

But the house was packed full. Grant's towns- 
people apparently knew him, and expected something 
worth while. The buzz of excitement through the 
theater swelled and wancd in rhythmic waves as the 
people sat and looked at the organ keys and the 
assortment of odd-shaped bulbs. The theater was 
full ; people continued to crowd in, and thcre were 
more people outside. And still Grant had not arrived. 

He had tested out the machine in the afternoon 
and had waited eagerly for the evening. Then, at 
7:30 P. M., he had been called to the power-house 
at the mine, where a safety-valve of a loaded boiler 
had jammed. Now it was 8:15, and the densely 
packed audience shuffled impatiently and broke out 
into occasional bursts of clapping to encourage them- 
selves. 

At 8:23 a messenger arrived from Grant with a 
note. Sergei, who had been hovering anxiously 
about the machine, took it, glanced at it,, and handecl 
it to me. The note was addressed to me. 

"Bad job here," it read. "1 don't know whom else 
to ask, and therefore I should like to have you get up 
and explain to the audience what the situation is. 
Tell them that I shall be back in an hour. They 
may go out, and return in an hour if they wish. 
Grant." 

Facing an audience has always been unpleasant to 
me, even for such a trifling matter as this.- It took 
me some minutes to screw up my courage, but eyen- 
tually I was in front of them. 

The people looked queer. Their eyes were big 
and glaring. They sat up rigid. Everyone's teeth 
showed in an ugly snarl. Here were the town's best 
people, business and professional men whom I had 
previously met ; well dressed women ; as good a 
group as one could see in any city. But now they 
looked like some savage beasts. 

Then, suddenly T understood. A glance backward 
had shown me Sergei seated at the keys, his body 
swaying, his fingers busy, every inch a musician. I 
gave one more terrified glance at the audience. Peo- 
ples' arms jerked convulsively. One by one they 
were leaping fiercely to their feet and surging for- 

ward. I was desperately afraid for my own safety, 
and I turned and fied across the stage and out of the 
rear ddor. 

I ran—something I was not accustomed to do. I 
puffed and my head throbbed. I ran for the power- 
house where Grant was working on the jammed 
safety valve. An overloaded boiler was less danger- 
ous than this fiercely aroused audience. The uproar 
of shouting and trampling behind me, lent speed to 
my clumsy progress. 

I began to feel relieved when I saw the boiler- 
house in front of me. Why I do not know, for what 
could Grant do? Then, the boiler house acted 
queerly. It bulged outwards. The tall chimney stack 
bent in the middle like a knee, and seemed to hang 
that way for an interminably long time. There was 
a great spout of steam, and a terrible boom that rev- 
erberated and roared for several minutes. Before 
me was a vast cloud of steam, out of which black 
objects flew high in ail directions. Some of them 
seemed to be men. 

I stopped. Behind me the clamor of shouting 
and trampling was increasing. I looked back and 
saw fiâmes shooting high in the air from the theater 
building". A mob of infuriated people was running, 
surging, pouring through the streets, brandishing 
things. Terror possessed me. Which way should I 
run ? 

However, I soon noted that they were not after 
me. They turned and flowed to my left, toward the 
mountainside. I stared at them, amazed, for a 
while. In the mean time, shots and screams and 
hideous thuds came from the section on the mountain 
slope where the Russîan miners lived. Fiâmes shot 
up here and there. The attack had fallen on the 
Bolshevik quarter, which was being swiftly wiped 
out. 

For a moment I stood frozen in my tracks. Then 
I dragged myself to the garage where I kept my car. 
T dashed out of that place in the twilight, without 
a hat, without my baggage—without my mind, al- 
most. 

Now, the courts are foolishly, blunderingly gro- 
ping around, trying to fix the blâme. They have 
scores of citizens in prison—perfectly innocent citi- 
zens. I tried to tell them of Grant's instrument, and 
of Sergei who was a'musician and whose wife and 
daughters were horribly murdered by Bolsheviks. 
But I was only told that I had not been called as a 
witness, and if my testimony was required, I would 
be notified. 

THE END 
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(l^r^^f^gVERYTHING material is visible!" I 

^ stated flatly. 
^ "Pardon me for disagreeing with 
^ yon!" boomed a deep sonorous voice 

behind me. 
I swung around in astonishment and with a touch 

of asperity, to stare into a pair o£ humorous, wide- 
set and large, blue eyes, behind gold-rimmed spec- 
tacles. 

The owner of the eyes nodded pleasantly, and 
smiled in a quiet friendly way that immediately at- 
tracted me to him. 

"1 can prove my assertion in a way that will con- 
vince you !" he cbntinued with quiet assurance, but 
without the least touch of dogmatism. 

IN this manner 1 became acquainted with Profes- 
ser Cari Winter, Ph.D. It happened in Doran's 

book store; and Doran himself, with whom 1 had 
been conversing, introduced us. 

Quite a conversation ensued between the professer 
and me. And when at last we parted I had promised, 
at his urgent request, to visit him at my earliest con- 
venience, little dreaming of the strange amazing ad- 
venture that my promise would lead to. 

It was about two weeks before I was able to keep 
my promise. Professer Winter lived on the out- 
skirts of town, in an old-fashioned brick résidence 
of two stories, surrounded by an extensive garden, 
and shaded by a great number of magnificent oak 
and chestnut trees. 

An old man-servant, whose name—as I later 
learned—was Cari Summer, admitted me. He was 
cook and général factotum to the scientist, who was 
a widower and childless. The queer coïncidence of 
their similar given names, and the diametrically 
opposite meaning of their surnames made me smile 
when I came to think of it. 

I found the professer in his very completely 
equipped laboratory, examining something in a large 
test tube. 

"Corne in, corne in, Mister Barton !" he cried 
cheerfully, "1 am certainly glad to see you, I am 
sure," he added as we shook hands. 

Having taken the comfortable chair at the table 
that he indicated, I leaned 
back and gazed at my host. 

He was a large man, 
well over six feet tall, and 
built in proportion. His 
brilliant blue eyes were in- 
dicative of the scientist: 
searching, penetrating and 
analytical. Ilis broad 
high brow, bulging at the 
temples, denoted not only 
the student and thinker. 
but also the idealist and 
dreamer. His straight nose, strong mouth and firm 
jaw proclaimed him a man of energy and déter- 
mination. However, the fqce as a whole was ex- 
pressive of kindness, sympathy and warm humanity. 

Tn spite of his âgé, which was somewhere between 
fifty and sixty, his hair was still blond, except for 
a tinge of gray at the temples. 

He pointed to a large open volume written by an 
eminent authority on physics, which lay at my el- 
bow on the table, and his voice was vibrant with 
energy as he spoke: 

"Referring back to the conversation we had the 
other day at Doran's, I wish that you would kindly 
read the article I have marked, while I, with your 
permission, am completing this test." 

When I nodded aquiescence, he added : 
"1 am quite certain that the article will serve to 

elucidate some of the points I advanced during our 
conversation at that time." 

I smiled. "1 certainly do need a great deal of 
light on certain things, and I am always willing to 
learn." 

"1 congratulate you upon your attitude," he said 
cordially. 

I adjusted the book in question upon my knees, 
and read the following interesting postulate: 

"While vibration ceases to affect our senses at 
40,000 vibrations per second as sound, we find our- 
selves conscious again of periodic motion when it 
reaches 398 trillion times per second ; then we hear 
with our eyes, or see with our ears, whichever you 
choose. The sensation is in ail cases the efïect of 
motion. 

"There is much food for thought, or spéculation 
in the thought that there exist sound-waves that no 
ear can hear, and color-waves that no eyc can see. 
The (to us) long, dark, soundless space between 
40,000 and 398 trillions, and the infmity of range 
beyond 764 trillions, where light ceases in the uni- 
verse of motion, makes it possible to indulge in the 
spéculation that there may be beings who live in 
DIFFERENT PLANES FROM OURSELVES, AND WHO ARE 
ENDOWED WITH SENSE-ORGANS LIKE OUR OVVN, ONLY 
THEY ARE TUNED TO HEAR AND SEE IN A DIFFERENT 
SPHERE OF MOTION." 

ISTOPPED reading and put the book down 
thoughtfully. "Very interesting!" I commented. 

"But what is the idea?" 
The professer turned and gazed at me quizzically. 
"Did you note the part printed in capitals?" he 

questioned. 
I nodded. "Yes; in fact I read that part of the 

sentence twice." 
"Well, what do you think of that?" 
I shook my head dubiously. "1 am inclined to 

think that the eminent 
scientist's imagination ran 
away with him." 

Professer Winter smiled 
in a peculiar manner, and 
his eyes shone brilliantly 
through his spectacles. 
"Ah ! So you think that 
there is no possibility of 
an invisible world around 
us ?" 

"W-e-e-1—I would not 
say impossible, because the 

progress of modem science seems to demonstrate 
that we can hardly présumé to draw the line between 
the possible and the impossible, but at least I would 
consider the matter highly improbable, and alto- 
gether inconceivable." 

For a few minutes the professer silently busied 
himself with his chemical apparatus. Then he 
turned to me again, and there was an intense feel- 
ing in his manner and voice when he spoke: 

"My dear fellow; what would you say if I were 
to tell you that I am upon the point of making the 

TTERP. is a différent sort of slory, une Huit we in- 
J- JL slinclivcly knniv the larger proportion of our rcad- 
ers will accept enthusiastically. The old idea that there 
arc other planes upon -which beings exist lias been ex- 
ploitcd by man y a ut h ors, but il cornes to the front again 
in a lotally différent manner this lime. The slory is 
brimful of advcntUre and eXciting interest combined with 
excellent science and will ho kl you spcllbo und to the end. 
!ncidental!y. the vibration theory put forlh in this slory 
is quite good, besides being plausible as well. 
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seemingly impossible a reality; if I were to tell you 
that 1 am about to perfect a machine which will en- 
able me to penetrate into that world of vibration 
and matter that I feel certain exists below the plane 
of the infra-red?" 

1 laughed amusedly. "If you were to tell me that, 
I would no doubt conclude that you were joking." 

He smiled gravely and nodded. "I would hardly 
blâme you." 

Then he seated himself in a chair close by and 
leaned toward me as he continued: "nevertheless, 
such are the facts ! M y experiments are nearly fin- 
ished, and I am about to step into that unknown 
world ! Furthermore, I would like to have a skeptic 
like yourself share the experience with me." 

I stared at him aghast. I could not believe that 
I had heard aright. Finally I burst out with : "Man 
alive ! Do you mean that you are in earnest? And 
that you have actually and scientifically discovered 
a way to see, hear and otherwise sense the invisible 
and intangible?" 

He nodded quietly. "Yes; I mean just that— 
wait !" He raised his hand as I was about to remon- 
strate again. He pointed to the still open book 
which I had placed upon the table, and continued : 

"As you have read in that book, the highest speed 
of vibration which the auditory apparatus of man 
is capable of registering is forty thousand vibrations 
per second. Above that the ear is incapable of hear- 
ing anything. Why ? Because the vibrations become 
too rapid to afïect the tympanum and chain of boues 
of the middle ear. In other words, they cease to be 
sound as far as the human ear is concerned. 

"Now, it is a well-known fact that some animais 
can hear sounds plainly which the finest attuned 
human ear is unable to register. What does that 
prove? It evidently proves a finer adjustment or 
attunement, as you will. 

"But at the other, the higher end of the scale, 
we find that the lowest vibrations of light, which the 
human visual apparatus is able to perceive, is the 
color of red, the deepest shade of it, that vibrâtes 
at the rate of 398 trillions per second. Below that 
the eye is unable to distinguish motion of any kind. 

"You must admit that the space between forty 
thousand and 398 trillions is tremendous, incon- 
ceivable. Can you really believe that this great space 
in nature is without motion or vibration of any sort ? 
Does it appear reasonable or logical to you that there 
should be such a waste in création ? 

"Nature abhors a vacuum. You know that as 
well as I do. As far as science has been able to 
détermine, there is something everywhere. There 
is no emptiness anywhere in the universe. 

"So now, with these facts in mind, I want you 
to listen carefully to what we are going to do, you 
and I." 

For several minutes, while I gazcd at him in fasci- 
nation, he sat there in deep thought. At last he 
resumed : 

"Taking ail these facts into considération. T, qui te 
a while ago, conceived the idea that. if it were pos- 
sible to raise or increase the sensitiveness of the 
human auditory apparatus sufficientlv. then the 
field of audible vibrations could be vastly extended. 

"At the extreme other end. on the plane of color 
vibrations, I conceived. in a similar manner, that if 
it were possible to attune the visual organs to re- 
spond to a longer wave-length, then the vibrations 

below the infra-red could be perceived, and naturally 
also the things belonging to that plane. 

"Consequently, I began to experiment until my 
idea assumed concrète form ; and I conceived an 
apparatus, part electrical and part chemical, by 
means of which both the auditory and occular organs 
of man could be caused to vibrate artificially in such 
manner as to become sensitive to the required wave- 
length. 

"After many experiments and much expenditure 
of patience, energy and money, I finally attained the 
right results. My machine is about completed now, 
and I shall soon have the pleasure of inviting you 
to share with me the most original adventure that 
could be imagined." 

HE sprang excitedly to his feet. "1 know that 
such an invisible world exists!" he cried with 

flashing eyes. "1 feel it—my intuition tells me so. 
And, by heaven !—I am going to prove it !" he fin- 
ished with a vchement gesture. 

I sat there as if in a trance. A great fantastic 
world of possibilities had opened up before me. The 
logical manner in which Professer Winter had 
ranged fact on fact had broken down the barrier of 
préjudice and skepticism in my mind to such an ex- 
tent that I almost admitted to myself the possibility 
—absurd and fantastic as it seemed—of the scien- 
tist's scheme. 

Could such a thing be really possible ? Could the 
organs of sight and hearing be really attuned in 
such a way as to make visible and audible a hereto- 
fore unknown world in the universe of matter ? The 
idea fascinated me gradually. to such an extent that 
it was with a distinct effort that I aroused myself. 

I recovered to find my host regarding me with a 
humorous twinkle in his eyes. "I see that the skeptic 
is not quite so sure of his ground," he commented. 

I laughed. "1 admit that your logic is very con- 
vincing and plausible. But just the same Tm from 
Missouri' and you will have to 'show me.' " 

He nodded energetically. "And you shall be 
shown, I assure you, just as soon as my machine is 
completed." 

IT was about ten days later, in the early part of ■ 
the morning; the téléphoné bell rang, it seemed 

to me, a bit violently. Professor Winter was at the 
other end of the wire, and I noticed subdued excite- 
ment and tension in his voice when he spoke. 

"Can you corne at once?" he inquired. 
"1 think I can. Is it important?" 
Plis laugh, a trifle strained, came to me. "Im- 

portant ! Well, rather ; and you had better corne 
prepared to stay ail day and the night, too, I think." 

When I hung up the instrument a sudden excite- 
ment took possession of me, and my hands trembled 
as I packed my things into a bag. I knew that the 
great adventure was just ahead. 

Again Summer admitted me when I arrived at 
. the professor's house, but this time I noticed that 

his face wore a very troubled expression. Without 
a word he took my bag and led the way. 

I found the professor in his laboratory, pacing 
up and down. His face lighted up when I entered. 

"Ah ! Mister Barton ; you have really corne—I was 
a little afraid that you might change your mind." 

I laughed a little nervously. "Well, to tell the 
truth, professor, I did have half a notion to excuse 
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myself. But—my curiosity got the better of me, 
and here I am." 

He smiled. "1 would have been very disappointed 
if you had not corne." 

I gazed searchingly about the laboratory. "Do 
you mean to say that you are really ready to try 
the experiment now? And that you are ready to 
enter into the mysteries of the hypothetical world 
below the vibrations of the infra-red?" 

He nodded gravely and turned toward the library 
vvith a brief ; "Please come this way!" 

Now that things were really coming to a climax 
I felt very much like the little boy in the ante-room 
of the dentist when he is about to have a tooth 
pulled. Plowever, I followed my host into the spa- 
cious library adjoining the laboratory, and saw a 
strange sight. 

In the very center of the great room, the window 
shades of which were closed, two large armchairs 
were standing side by side, almost touching each 
other. At the outer side of each chair was placed 
a strong table of oak and steel, covered with a mass 
of shining apparatus. 

The most conspicuous thing on each of the tables 
was a heavy hollow base of burnished steel about 
two and one-half feet long, two feet wide, and one 
foot or thereabouts high. 

The polished steel base was bolted to the heavy 
oaken planks of the table top, and was surmounted 
by a strong steel frame in the form of a latéral cross, 
supported by four steel columns. 

Each of these columns was about sixteen inches 
high, and securely connected to the heavy cross piece 
at the top. This frame formed the support of two 
large spheres of métal, each about twelve inches in 
diameter. One of them seemed composed of bur- 
nished copper ; the other appeared to be made of 
a silver-like métal. 

These spheres were each connected to a heavy 
vertical shaft of steel which passed through the cen- 
ter. The lower ends of these shafts passed down 
into the interior of the steel bases, while the upper 
end of each was supported in a ball-bearing in the 
cross piece on top. 

Two slightly smaller sized stationary glass globes 
were attached to each of the heavy supporting col- 
umns at the long ends of the cross, by means of felt- 
padded métal clamps, in close proximity to the near- 
est of the center métal spheres. 

The globe nearest to the copper sphere contained 
a transparent liquid of a beautiful emerald hue. 
The one next to the silvery sphere held a mixture 
of the color of ruby. 

From each one of the two métal supporting clamps 
of the glass spheres, heavy insulated flexible wires 
ran to the arm chairs. 

Upon the seat of each chair lay a strong head- 
dress of leather, resembling an aviator's cap. The 
wires from the glass sphere containing the green 
liquid, terminated at the sides of the cap, where the 
ears would be. The wires from the globe with the 
ruby fluid led to heavy goggles at the front part of 
the hoods. These goggles were of a peculiar con- 
struction. and contained double lenses with a space 
between them. 

Professor Winter pointed to the apparatus and 
explained ; 

"To describe the entire apparatus and its opération 
would perhaps be too technical for . your lik- 

ing and would take too long. The essential points 
are these: In the base of the machine is the highest 
speed rotary engine in the world—my own inven- 
tion. It is operated by electricity. The office of the 
apparatus is to change the vibration of both the 
auditory and occular organs to such degree, simul- 
taneously, that they will be sensitive to the vibra- 
tions below the infra-red plane. 

"The machines on both tables are identical, ex- 
cept that the controlling switchboard for both is 
located on my side." 

He pointed to one of the chairs, to the right arm 
of which was attached a small board with a number 
of electrical contact buttons, and to which a bun- 
dle of insulated wires was brought from the base 
of each machine. 

I nodded, only half understanding what the pro- 
fesser was saying. "Are you sure that everything 
will turn out ail right?" I inquired dubiously. 

"I anticipate no trouble. At the worst, nothing 
can happen to our physical bodies. They will be 
safe in this room, and Summer will watch outside 
the door. Anything that we might see or otherwise 
sense can not affect our physical well-being." 

"I see," I said. But of course I did not. "Well 
then—" I continued— "If you think that everything 
is as it should be, I would suggest that we start, be- 
cause I confess that I am getting slightly nervous. 
After ail—this is quite an undertaking !" 

Professer Winter nodded seriously. "Yes, you 
are right, and you can never know how I appreciate 
your coopération in this adventure." 

He held out his hand and we shook hands earnestly. • 
With very mixed feelings I sat down in the chair 

that my host indicated. "Just relax your body and 
your mind, and you will feel better," he advised, 
while he adjusted the leathern cap to my head. 

A few moments later he had fastened on his own 
headgear. With a cordial motion, he waved his 
hand to me and touched one of the buttons. 

Immediately a high musical note was audible. I 
gazed toward the apparatus at my left. The copper 
sphere was whirling madly, and the emerald fluid 
in the adjoining glass globe seemed to become in- 
tensely illuminated. 

The musical note rose higher and higher, so that 
it seemed to tax the auditory, organs to the utter- 
most. Questioningly, I turned toward the professor. 
He was just in the act of pressing another button. 
And immediately the white métal spheres on our 
respective tables began to revolve with inconceivable 
rapidity. 

It seemed as if a thin fog was beginning to en- 
velop the objects in the room. The fog-Iike phe- 
nomenon was getting momentarily more dense. The 
strong electric lights of the library seemed to be- 
come gradually dimmer and dimmer, until they ap- 
peared like the headlights of an automoible through 
a very dense fog. 

It was getting darker and darker every moment 
now. The scientist at my side was hardly visible. 
And then suddenly the most absolute darkness that 
can be imagined enveloped us like a heavy mantle. 

Temporarily alarmed, I reached out my hand and 
touched the professor. Immediately I felt his re- 
assuring pat on my arm, I was greatly relieved. 
Evidently everything was as it should be. With 
hammering puise, I awaited further developments. 
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THERE—was it imagination, due to my over- 
strained senses?—there seemed to be a faint 

violet light permeating the Stygian darkness. 
The violet light was certainly getting stronger. 

My senses had not deceived me then. 1 waited ex- 
citedly for—I knew not what. 

Suddenly I became aware of another phenomenon. 
The high musical sound, after taxing my auditory 
nerve to its uttermost, had completely ceascd, and— 
I was almost certain that I heard a faint sound as of 
distant singing. 

I was now in a fever of expectancy. I felt intui- 
tively that some wonderful development was immi- 
nent. The violet light was getting brighter and 
brighter ; and in about the same ratio it seemed that 
the singing sound, as of a multitude, was increasing 
in volume also. 

What was happening ? Were we really passing to 
another plane of existence? Was the experiment of 
Professer Winter about to be successful ? With 
every nerve tingling, I waited. 

Ali that was now visible was that peculiar fog-like 
phenomenon, lighted up with the soft violet light. 
The rest was emptiness. I gazed over toward my 
companion, but could see nothing of him either. I 
seemed to be on a lonely island in a violet sea. 

And then—as if through many curtains of violet 
gauze, I saw ail about me, it seemed, the semi-nude 
figures of gigantic men and women. 

Suddenly everything was quite clear, and I gazed 
upon the strangest spectacle  

I seemed to be in a vast cathedral-like place; so 
vast was it, that I could not perceive the top of it 
in the dense violet shadows above me. Nor could 
my vision penetrate to the walls that I instinctively 
felt were on either side of me. 

Great columns of what seemed to be purple-col- 
ored métal, brilliantly polished, rose upward into 
the unfathomable heights forming wide aisles on ail 
sides of me. I seemed to be in the very center of 
the widest of these aisles. 

Straight down this great main-aisle, in the direc- 
tion toward which I was facing, and at what might 
be the end of it, I saw an immense altar-like struc- 
ture of some material, which at this distance ap- 
peared to be white alabaster. 

Broad wide steps led to the top of this structure, 
which was formée! by a wide platform, covered above 
by a great semi-spherical baldachin of what appeared 
to be blue crystal. 

Under this crystal dome, two great golden chairs 
were placed side by side, and seated upon them, 
I perceived two human figures—a man and a woman. 

About and in front of this throne, and on ail sides 
as far as the eyes could see, a great multitude of 
people were gathered. Thousands they seemed to 
be, of such physical perfection as to remind me of 
the fabled gods and goddesses of ancient Greece. 

Very tall they were—ail of them. I judged the 
men to be at least seven feet in height, ..and the 
women about six. The faces of both were beautiful 
and hairless, their coloring an exquisite white and 
rose ; their hair, which the women wore long and 
unrestrained, and the men down to their necks, was 
of every shade of blond, and of a fine wavy texture. 

Their heads were crowned with chaplets of gor- 
geous, fragrant flowers, and garlands of the same 
flowers adorned their bodies. With the exception 
of very broad loin-cloths, of vari-colored shiny 

material of fine texture, the men were nude. The 
women were arrayed in a sort of simple sleeveless 
tunic, supported from the shoulders by narrow 
straps of the same material as the men wore. 

They ail stood erect, with arms upraised above 
their heads, facing the two upon the throne. And 
they sang an anthem of such wonderful exquisite 
harmony and volume, and such liquid clear tone 
as I would never have believed existed in the world 
of sound. 

IGLANCED toward Professer Winter, whom I 
had nearly forgotten. For a moment I was ter- 

ribly afraid, because I could not see him. Suddenly 
one of his explanations came to my mind. 1 gazed 
down at my own body, and—as I expected—saw 
nothing. 

It was a sirange, eene leeling. I seemed to con- 
sist of nothing but brain. To ail intents and pur- 
poses I was an invisible being, even to myself. But 
a few moments of reflection reassured me. Ap- 
parently Professer Winter's experiment was a per- 
fect success ; a monument, as it were, to his genius. 
As far as my senses were concerned, I was on the 
sub-infra-red plane, though my physical body was 
on the earth plane. It was in truth a most fantastic 
situation. 

To reassure myself beyond doubt, I felt toward 
him with my invisible hand, and to my great relief, 
touched his body. He gave my hand a reassuring 
squeeze to indicate that everything was in order. 

Naturally, I thought, as long as the machine in 
the professor's library was running and our visual 
and auditory organs therefore were tuned to a vastly 
différent vibration, we could not possibly hear or 
see each other. As an experiment, I shouted, but 
I heard not the slightest sound. 

It was a marvellous experiment and an amazing 
experience, and I was conscious of deep gratitude 
to the scientist for having given me the opportunity 
of sharing it with him. 

We must have been invisible to the sub-infra-red 
people also, because those immediately surrounding 
us gave not the slightest sign of noting anything out 
of the ordinary. 

The singing ceased, the people lowered their arms 
and gazed expectantly toward the great throne. 

Presently, amidst absolute silence, the two beings 
on the throne, whom I judged to be the Rulers of 
these people, rose from their seats, came to the outer 
edge of the throne platform, and faced the audience. 
And even at that distance I realized that physically 
they were superior even to any of their own sub- 
jects. 

The man wore a sort of tunic of white shilling 
cloth, which came almost to his knees, and was sus- 
pended by a strap of gold from his left shoulder, 
leaving his right breast free. Upon his broad chest 
an emblem in the shape of two outspread wings 
glittered and scintillated with every movement of 
his perfect body. 

His companion Ruler wore a similar sleeveless 
tunic, but suspended from both shoulders, and drop- 
ping just below the knees. And upon lier perfectly 
rounded bosom glittered a similar emblem of double 
wings. Their feet, like those of their people, were 
bare. And they also had adorned themselves with 
the beautiful strange flowers. 

T watched, continned to watch them, fascinated. 
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Each one raised the right hand with the palm out- 
ward, and placed the left hand over the heart. And 
while they stood thus they sang a duet of such har- 
mony and perfect symphony that I was completely 
entranced. 

In some mysterious manner their singing suddenly 
became intelligible to me. Through some marvellous 
process of the mind, I was able to receive telepathi- 
cally the thoughts they meant to convey, without 
knowing the language itself. 

Our language is very crude compared to the per- 
fect song-language of the sub-infra-red people. But 
the following is approximately what they, the Rulers, 
conveyed: 

"Beloved people ! in the name of the Ruler of the 
visible and invisible universe, welcome ! 

"This day, which marks an illuminated period in 
the cycle of our rcign, beloved brothers and sisters, 
fi IIs our hearts and minds with great happiness. For 
it bas proven to us anew the strong divine- bands 
of the affection which unités us ail together into one 
people, one family. 

"And it shall ever be our greatest task and sin- 
cerest endeavor to continue with you in the same 
happy harmonious relationship. Receive, therefore, 
our blessing, and vibrations of affection for your 
dévotion and fidelity, and let us ask also for the 
blessing of Him who rules the universe." 

With that they raised both hands heavenward, and 
together with the people who followed their example, 
they sang a short but rousing anthem of gratitude. 

An ecstatic silence of some minutes followed the 
singing as the people and their Rulers stood there 
with arms still upraised, and faces expressing joy- 
ful gladness and hope. 

Suddenly a peculiar feeling came over me. I felt 
lhat T was gradually rising ont of my physical body. 
It was an indescribable sensation. It seemed that 
T, the soul, was slipping out of my invisible physical 
shell. like a snake slipping out of its last year's hide. 

The peculiar ecrie thing about the process was the 
distinct feeling that in some dim past T had passed 
through a similar process. 

I thought of the professer and wondered what he 
would bave to say about this wonderful phenomenon 
when, lo ! there he was standing at my side, per- 
fectly visible and smiling at my évident astonishment 
and agitation. What is more, he appeared very 
much younger than when I had last seen him. 

dancing down at my own body, I found that I 
also had become quite visible by some wonderful 
alchemy of nature. And with the ability to see my 
body once more, came the feeling that somehow it 
was not the same body, but a new body which pul- 
sated with ail the virility and elasticity and joy 
of you th. I possessed the same tircless energy and 
buoyancy that I remembered having when a boy. It 
was marvellous, unbéïîevable. At last I seemed to 
bave discovered the fountain of eternal youth. 

"What in the world bas happened now, Professor 
Winter?" I inquired. "What does it ail mean?" 

He smiled radiantly, and his eyes, from which the 
spectacles had disappeared, were brilliant with en- 
thusiasm when he answered : "It means, dear friend, 
that T bave attained more, infinitely more, than I 
dreamed. It means that the vibrations of our phy- 
sical bodies were raised to such a degree that our 
spiritual bodies have temporarily become liberated 
and separated from our physical shells. To ail in- 

tents and purposes, wc are now inhabitants of the 
plane below the infra red." 

I nodded somewhat dazed. A slow dim compré- 
hension was beginning to filter into my mind. How- 
ever, there were some things that I was utterly un- 
able to understand and grasp. Therefore I put an- 
other question. 

"You spoke about ourselves being fn our spiritual 
bodies. I don't seem to be able to grasp that part 
of it, although, in a dim way, I seem to grasp some- 
thing of what you mean to convey. What do you 
mean ?" 

He nodded with sympathetic understanding. 
"I shall explain with the greatest pleasure : The 

higher science bas discovered, and absolutely proven 
by means of personal démonstration and experiment, 
that man is a triune being. That is to say, man con- 
sists of a soul, which is his real ego or self, a spiri- 
tual body, and a physical body. 

"The physical body and its sensory organism is 
the soul s instrument of expression and manifesta- 
tion while living on the physical plane, by means of 
which it gathers experience and knowledge for its 
development and unfoldment, according to nature's 
law of évolution and progress. 

"After the change called death, the soul and its 
spiritual body, which latter co-exists with the phy- 
sical body during earth life, withdraws from the 
dead shell and takes up its life on the spiritual plane 
where it leaves off on the earth plane. The spiritual 
world being a matcrial world similar to the physical, 
but of infinitely higher vibration and refinement, 
there are then duties to perforai, work to do, and 
experience to gather for the soul ; this it does by 
means of the spiritual body and its sensory organism, 
which is identical with, but infinitely finer, than the 
physical sensory organism. 

"In other words, the soul continues to carry on 
its search for the truth, for knowledge and wisdom 
in that world as in the physical world ; and fron 
it when its time cornes, it evolutes to still higher ana 
finer planes of existence, in still finer bodies, con- 
forming to and consistent with the vibrations of each 
particular plane. How far this process goes on no 
One knows, not even the wisest of the masters of wis- 
dom on any of the planes know. 

"Nor is there death ; it is only a change to another 
body, in order that the soul may continue in its 
évolution. It is ail just a matter of différent vibra- 
tion. For instance, if it were possible to so attune 
the physical sensory organs as to correspond with 
the vibrations of spiritual matter, then it would be 
quite possible for any of us to see or otherwise sense 
anything that goes on in the spiritual plane closest 
to earth. But this would conflict with natural laws, 
the laws of vibration, and it is therefore impossible. 
No one can change or overcome the laws of nature." 

IGAZED in wonder at the man of science and 
marveled at his knowledge. "But," I objected, 

"have we not just found that the laws of vibration, 
as you call them, can be changed? Are we not in 
a spiritual world in our spiritual bodies ? Has not 
your machine accomplished the impossible ?" 

He shook his head and smiled quxetly. 
"No, you are mistaken. Since our materialization 

on this plane, I know that rather than having changed 
the attunement of the optic and auditory organs, 
my apparatus has raised the vibration of the entire 
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physical body to such a degree as to enable the spiri- 
tual body to pass through and out of the physical 
shell. 

"Let it be understood, however, that this plane 
is only another physical plane of différent vibration, 
and that we are able to realize these vibrations with 
our lower spiritual senses. Moreover, the body in 
which you perceive me is not my spiritual body ; il 
is only a vito-chemical substance which covers my 
body and makes it visible and tangible on this plane, 
because this substance is of the same vibration which 
belongs to this plane." 

1 shook my head. "It's too deep for me, profes- 
sor, even after I have experienced it. And I am 
willing to take your word for it." 

We had become so engrossed in our conversation 
that we quite forgot our environment. Perfect si- 
lence reigned. But it seemed to be a silence vibrant 
with human magnetism. 

We gazed about us. The sub-infra people ap- 
parently were able to see us also, for every eye in 
that vast place was fixed upou us in seeming word- 
less awe and astonishment. 

Presently we perceived a movement at the end of 
the central aisle, where the throne was located. And 
then we saw that the two Rulers had descended from 
the throne and were coming toward us. 

A lane formed rapidly in the great throng of peo- 
ple, and along this the majestic couple advanced with 
quiet dignity. A few paces from us they stopped 
and raised bôth hands, with open palms toward us. 

"Welcome, strange friends !" 
It was as if they had spoken in our own language, 

so ciearly did my mind receive the thought behind 
their words. 

Following my companion's example, I also raised 
both hands in their manner, also attempting as gra- 
cions a smile as our hosts gave us. To our great 
astonishment and embarrassment both embraced each 
of us in turn, and touched their lips to our fore- 
heads. 

We were unable to say anything. 
The greetings over, the exalted brother—such was 

his officia! title. we learned later—took the profes- 
sor's left hand and led the way to the throne. His 
fellow Ruler, a woman of transcendant beauty and 
grâce took possession of my left hand in like man- 
ner, and we followed. 

From every side the people seemed to greet us 
with brotherly acclaim and smiles of welcome. It 
was indeed a triomphal procession. I walked as 
though in a dream. The glorious woman at my side 
emitted a perfume like atlar of roses, subtle and 
délicate like the scent of a dewy rose at sunrise. 

It was wonderful, almost intoxicating, and from 
lier hand there passed to me a current of magnetism 
that was intensely delicious, causing my entire entity 
to vibrate with a strange power and awakening ail 
that was noble in my soul. 

What a marvelous world, I thought, and how 
marvelous this human perfection of the flower-be- 
decked people ail about me. Tt was as if I were the 
hero of some wonderful romance, walking to the 
altar with my beloved princess. Past great metallic 
shining ornamental columns of immense height, un- 
fathomable in the all-pervading strange violet lîght, 
and presently I became conscious of music, soft, 
sweet and entrancing, like the wind sweeping gently 
over the strings of ancient seolean harps. 

We were upon the platform, facing the people, 
who were gazing up at us in expectation. Perfect 
silence reigned ; even the soft music seemed to have 
ceased. We two earth dwellers were between the 
royal pair, standing at the outer edge of the throne- 
altar. 

With exquisite courtesy, the exalted brother spoke 
to us: "Strange friends, in the name of our people 
we beg of you to tell us where is the land you call 
home, and in what manner you have appeared so 
mysteriously among us. 

"We saw you first as indistinct luminous shapes, 
and then you gradually took the forms of men. 

"Tell us, are you men or spirits?" 

EVERY eye in that immense assembly was riv- 
eted on us. At my earnest urging, the professer 

began to explain the manner of our appearance 
there. 

It was strange but just as we readily receivcd 
their thoughts, by means of the invisible waves, so 
they quickly understood us. Apparently the high 
vibration of our semi-spiritual bodies made this pos- 
sible and natural. Words were merely a matter of 
form and sound. 

When Professer Winter had finish i, the Ruler 
turned to us with a radiant face. "It must be a 
wonderful world to which you belong. Can you re- 
turn to it as easily as you left it?" 

Professer Winter gazed at me in a distinctly dep- 
recating manner, and spread out his hands in an 
expressive gesture of lielplessness. "That, Exalted 
Brother, is something 1 do not know." He indicated 
me with a respectful wave of his hand as he con- 
tinued : "When I began this experiment with my 
honored friend I did not anticipate such an atnazing 
success. I never dreamed that we would be liber- 
ated from our physical bodies and consequently made 
no arrangements for such a contingency." The gaze 
he directed toward me was expressive of deep re- 
gret as he finished : 

"I am now extremely sorry for having placed my 
friend in such a predicament !" 

With a smile that must have expressed my deep 
content, I waved his regret aside. "Don't worry 
about me, old chap, I am perfectly satisfied ! Never 
in my life have I imagined such wonderful sur- 
roundings, and such a delîghtfu! situation. I have 
no family lies, and like yourself, will not be missed 
in that dreary old world of ours." 

The man of science appeared greatly relieved. 
The Ruler smiled approvingly. "I, Eloli, wish to 
commend both of you for your courage! In like 
circumstances there are few who would show the 
same degree of courage : and " here he turned 
to his companion, "—I am certain that my dear sister 
Ealara will concur with me." 

The beautiful, angelic woman at my side smiled 
sweetly and nodded. The light from lier radiant 
blue eyes caused my puises to beat with a rapidity 
I had never experienced before in ail my life. Mv 
whole body tingled and glowed with exaltation. 

Both the professor and I bowed in récognition- of 
(he generous praise. 

The next minute our hosts conducted us down 
from the throne, and again we passed along the great 
center aisle through the human lane of beautiful, 
scented people until we came to an immense semi- 
circular portai, resembling the great outer doors of 



BELOW THE INFRA RED 889 

some of the cathedrals I had seen in Europe. A 
moment later we passed out into a garden of en- 
chantment. 

At last I had a very definite conception of what 
the fabled garden of the Olympians must have been. 
And there above us, was our old friend, the sun, 
apparently the same, yet shining with less glare, and 
emitting only moderate heat. 

Great shady trees were ail about us. Some re- 
sembled palms, with immense leaves about twenty 
feet long, and the width of a man. Some were like 
the banyan trees of India with many trunks, grace- 
ful as the exquisite columns of the Alhambra of 
Spain, creating avenues under their great leafy 
dômes of emerald, where promenading was de- 
lightful. 

There were also other trees, and shrubs, too nu- 
merous to mention. And the flowers ! Some of 
these were the same fragrant white blossoms with 
which the people were decorated and which our 
guides wore ; others resembled immense orchids, 
vari-colored, and exhaling a perfume like héliotrope. 

Hundreds of varieties abounded everywhere, set 
off exquisitely against the blue-green grassy moss 
which covered the ground like a deep soft carpet, 
over which we passed without a sound. 

I noticed no Aies or other insects, but at intervais, 
like the flashings of exquisite gems, brilliantly 
plumed birds passed over the flowers and through 
the foliage overhead. 

I turned to view the place whence we had emerged, 
and an exclamation of amazement escaped me, which 
startled my tliree companions. I looked at Professer 
Winter and pointed. His gaze followed the direction 
of my hand, and he also uttered a cry of amazement. 

The great auditorium was located on an immense 
cliff of a white marble-like stone, which by some 
wonderful, incredible feat of sculpture, had been 
formed into a gigantic bust of a beautiful woman, 
perfect in every détail. It was stupendous, and we 
two earlh dwellers could only stand there and stare, 
lost in admiration of the titanic work of art. 

A duet of musical soft laughter aroused us from 
our contemplation. Eloli and Ealara were gazing at 
us smilingly. The soft harmonious voice of the 
latter caressed my ears. 

"You are gazing upon the likeness of Sainana, 
first woman Ruler of Alania, our country, dear 
friends." 

Professer Winter expressed himself in an en- 
thusiastic manner. and praised the colossal, yet ex- 
quisite, work of art, while I concurrcd most heartily. 

"There is nothing to compare with it in our 
world !" he emphasized. 

T nodded. "The sphinx of Egypt compares with 
it as the moon to the sun, both in size and in beauty : 
the great pyramid of Gizeh could be placed within 
the superb head and leave enough room for an 
army." 

The two Rulers were greatly pleased with our ex- 
pressions of appréciation. Eloli explained : 

"Thus do we honor our best beloved ancestors, 
by using their likenesses for our most sacred abode, 
our home. Since many générations this has been 
the custom of our people." 

WE PASSED on and presently came to a sort 
of circular pavilion, built of a marble-like 

semi-transparent stone, and covered by a great hemi- 

spherical dome of emerald-hued transparent sub- 
stance. 

The great dome rested upon an exquisitely sculp- 
tured entablature, supported by a great number of 
slender grâce fui columns. In the center, under the 
emerald jfoof, a marvelousl}' executed group of two 
mule maidens formed from an alabaster-like sub- 
stance. caught our eyes the moment we entered the 
cool interior. 

The two figures stood back to back, and their 
sweetly smiling faces were raised upward to where 
upon their elevated hands they supported a great 
bowl of tulip formation from which a great foun- 
tain of water shot upward fully forty or fifty feet, 
curving outward and downward in an immensely 
enlarged form of the bowl, and falling in a refresh- 
ing aromatic shower into the wide crystal basin be- 
neath. 

Winding our way through the myriad ferns in 
beautiful stone containers, we soon found ourselves 
on the edge of the great crystal basin. Courteously 
our hosts bade us to bc seatcd upon the circular 
bench which surrounded it, and which permitted 
one to refresh his feet in the cool water beneath. 
Quickly the professor and 1 removed our shoes and 
emulated the example of Eloli and Ealara, his sister. 

Eloli emitted a peculiar high tone, and imme- 
diately two beautiful maids appeared. One of them 
bore a crystal tray with a basket woven from a 
gold-like metallic wire, from which several différent 
kinds of aromatic, bcautifully colored, strange fruits 
peeped forth temptingly. 

The other held a tray of golden métal, upon the 
artistically engraved surface of which stood four 
vessels, shaped like large eggs standing on their ends 
with the large portion eut off, and the lower part sup- 
ported in tripods of métal, like transparent gold. 

With lier own hands, Ealara look one of the ves- 
sels from the tray and presented it to me, while her 
brother offered the other to the scientist. Hesitantly 
I received the delicate container from my beautiful 
hostess and placed my lips to the edge of the fra- 
gile transparent vessel that seemed to be maçle of 
the finest white porcelain imaginable. Carefully I 
tasted of the cool. slightly effervescing liquid and 
found it marvelously palatable and refreshing. A 
wave of new strength seemed to course through my 
body from it, and involuntarily I smacked my lips 
as I finished the last few drops. 

In courteous ternis I expressed my appréciation 
and was just about to ask how the beverage was 
made, when suddenly we heard distant cries as of 
fear, and a commotion outside in the garden. 

Eloli and his sister rose quickly and gazed in alarm 
toward the entrance. A moment later a young Alan- 
ian rushed in, sank to one knee and bowed. with 
his left hand placed over the heart and the right flat 
against the forehead. 

"Exalted Brother, the Pluonians are coming!" 
he reported and there was suppressed excitement in 
his voice. 

The Pluonians ? I felt some calamity at hand ; 
and the suddenly stem face of Eloli confirmed it. 
So even this paradise was not without its snakes. 
I gazed at Ealara. She was calm, and her eyes were 
fixed upon her brother's face with quiet confidence. 

The latter made a sign for the messenger to rise. 
"Rid Alam to corne immediately !" he commanded. 
The man made an obeisance and sped away. 
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"Who are these Pluonians, Exaltée! Brother?" 
Professer Winter inquired. 

Eloli folded his great arms across his wide chest 
and his face was very grave as he explained : 

"The Pluonians are a terrible enemy, a lovver race 
than ours, who hate us because of our progress and 
our harmony among ourselves. Occasionally they 
enter into ruthless warfare against us; often they 
come in the night and carry off our women and 
children. Come ! Every minute counts now !" 

We passed out of the pavilion and just outside 
of the entrance were met by a powerfully-built mar- 
tial-looking Alanian. This was Alam, chief of the 
Alanian army. He bowed deeply to the two Rulers. 
"1 await your orders !" he said simply. 

Eloli spoke rapidly: "Are the warriors ready?" 
Alam inclined his head." They are now forming 

for the defense." 
"And the women and children?" 
"They are being rushed to the top chamber." 
Eloli nodded. "It is well, I shall lead in battle 

myself !" he statcd sternly. 
Then turning to Ealara he placed both hands on 

lier shoulders and his eyes radiated a world of tender 
brotherly love as he spoke gently : "Sister beloved, 
do you go and comfort the women and children, and 
pray to the Great Ruler of the Uni verse for strength 
in our bodies and power to overcome the evil will 
cf the enemy." 

They embraced tenderly and kissed each other 
•upon the cheeks. After taking leave of myself and 
the pro fessor. she walked rapidly away, with such 
grâce and lightness that she seemed to float. 

After having received several rapid orders Alam 
hurried away also. Eloli turned to us, and there 
was genuine sadness and regret in his eyes. 

"Friends, I am very sad that this trouble had to oc- 
cur to mar the pleasure of your visit among us ! 
Let us hope and pray that ours will be the victory." 

Both the professer and I fervently seconded his 
wish. 

"Come," he said, "1 shall lead you where you will 
be safe, and whence you can witness that which shall 
take place." 

He led us swiftly back to the great human édifice, 
past the wide portai. From the outer gâte in the 
high garden wall a steady stream of women and 
children flowed -toward the palace, to disappear 
through the wide portai into the interior. 

They were çoming from the city outside of the 
palace walls which we had not yet seen. Some of 
the women were calm, some excited and some evi- 
dently frightened. But most of the children ap- 
peared to enjoy the prospect of war and excitement. 

As we learned later, there was a great inner stone 
staircase which led to the top of the immense stone 
figure, into the head of it. Just at the level of the 
gigantic eyes was a vast observation chamber ; and 
it was into this that the women and children entered 
for safety's sake. The bottom of the stone stairway 
was m tunes of danger, closed hv means of a huge 
block of stone and could be opened only from withîn 
so that the inmates were safe as long as their water 
and food lasted. The eyes of the head served as 
Windows. I hese immense apertures, by the wav 
were the only window openings in the entire colossal' 

A SHORT distance from the main entrance Eloli 
stopped. We were facing a smooth wall. He 

touched a certain spot, and to our great surprise a 
large block of stone swung outward as if on hinges, 
disclosing a narrow stairway beyond. Embracing 
each of us in turn, the Ruler pointed to the stairway. 

"This stair leads to the chamber of Loalio, man 
of wisdom. He will explain to you many things. 
Go in peace !" 

We entered, and immediately the stone door swung 
back into place. We began to mount the stairs. The 
illumination here was the same peculiar soft violet 
light that we had first observed in the great audi- 
torium of the palace. 

Search as we would we could not discover the 
source of it. 

"It must be some sort of radio-activity that gén- 
érâtes it," my companion observed. 

I nodded. "Quite possible ! Besides, do you no- 
tice the peculiar invigorating quality it possesses? 

He said that he had observed the same thing. 
Here the stairs made a sudden turn, and a mo- 

ment later we found ourselves upon a narrow stone 
balcony formed by an ornament around the neck 
of the gigantic head, just under the chin. 

Immediately we became absorbed in contemplation 
of the strange panorama spread out below us. 

Far below the stream of humanity was still pour- 
ing into the palace grounds ; the women and children 
passing on, and the men forming into battle forma- 
tion at each side of the main avenue. We observed 
many touching scenes of leave-taking. 

And then on either side of us we saw the city ! 
Never could I have imagined anything so fan- 

tastic ! 
Picture to yourself, if you can, a great multitude 

of the most exquisite gardens, and in the center of 
each the marvelously sculptured bust of a beautiful 
woman or a handsome man ; and at intervais two of 
them together. 

A movement in the palace gardens below attracted 
our attention ; With difficulty I removed my gaze 
from the wonderful, now deserted city. 

The army of the Alanians were marching out 
of the great outer gâte to meet the enemy. Quickly, 
marching ten abreast, they moved out over the im- 
mense moss-covered plain fronting the palace. Far 
away, on the other side of the plain was dense forest. 
And from this forest, while we watched appeared 
a dense, dark mass which we soon learned were the 
Pluonians. 

My gaze turned again to the thousands of stal- 
wart Alanian warriors, and presently the conviction 
struck me that there was something strange about 
them. For a few minutes I puzzled about the mat- 
ter, then suddenly I had the answer. 

T turned to my companion. "Professor Winter, , 
do you not notice something strange about those 
soldiers, who go out to meet the enemy?" 

The keen eyes of the scientist concentrated upon 
the Alanians. and he emitted an exclamation of sur- 
prise. "By Jupiter! You are right, Barton—there 
is not a single weapon on any of them." 

T nodded. "Exactly ! That is what struck me as 
being so odd ; so unusual to our terrestrial minds. 
What under the sun do they fight with ?" 

"You shall see in good time, friends!" A deep, 
vibrant vaice uttered the words immediately behind 
us. 
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We turned quickly in surprise, and beheld, re- 
garding us with a benevolent smile, a venerable old 
nian, who had stepped from a chamber, the narrow 
door of which we had not before noticed. 

It was Loalio, man of wisdom. His long wavy 
hair, white as freshly fallen snow, hung down over 
his back. He was dressed in a long white robe 
that came to his bare ankles. His face, which in 
cominon with ail other Alanians was hairless, bore 
such a sublime expression of benevolence and sanc- 
tity, that I experienced the involuntary desire to 
kneel down before him and ask for a blessing. His 
deep blue-gray eyes and wide high brow indicated 
the student and thinker, and gave one the impression 
of infinité wisdom. His mouth was firm but kindly, 
and one looked in vain for any weakness in his face. 

His feet and head were bare, and across his chest, 
suspended by a golden chain, he wore the same glit- 
tering ornament in the shape of two outspread wings 
that distinguished the two Rulers of Alania. 

He extended a hand to each of us in hearty wel- 
come, and I felt a strong flow of force from his 
hand into my body. 

The welcome over, he continued his explanations : 
"You will find that there are more powerful forces 

in the universe than the weapons of war on your 
plane, which I see depicted in your mind, and which 
bruise and tear the body." 

With a wave of his hand he again turned our at- 
tention to the field of the coming battle. 

Although the distance to the ground where the two 
opposing armies were approaching each other was 
about five miles, the atmosphère was so marvelously 
crystal-clear that distance seemed annihilated and 
we could see almost every détail with perfect dis- 
tinction. 

But Loalio, with exquisite courtesy, handed to each 
of us what appeared to be a mirror with a thick 
back. The instrument was constructed from a light 
silvery material, and the lens was of perfect quality. 
He waved his hand toward the battlefield. "Observe 
well!" he suggested. 

Following his directions the professer and I held 
up the instrument between us and the vista before 
us. I heard the amazed exclamation of my com- 
panion. And no wonder ! With a clearness that 
surpassed that of any optical instrument I had ever 
seen on our plane, the lens recorded the far scene 
as if we were within a few feet of it. 

'T^HE Alanians and the Pluonians ! No greater 
' contrast could be imagined. While the Alanians 

were white-skinned. fair-baired, and blue- or gray- 
or gray-blue-eyed, the Pluonians were dark-skinned, 
some almost black, black-haired, and their eyes of 
the color of jet. 

While the Alanians were beautifully proportioned 
as to body, and handsome as to features, the enemy 
were of heavy, unwieldy build, unduly long arms, 
and their bestial faces were covered with short 
bristly black hair. 

Their long arms. crouching walk and hairy over- 
muscled bodies and faces resembled the larger sim- 
ians of our own world. 

Both races, however, wore only loincloths, and 
neither had any weapon. 

A véritable battle of angels and devils. 
The enemy had formed into a great semi-circle, 

with the ends directed against the Alanians. The 

latter, on the other hand, advanced in the form of 
a capital "V", the apex of which pointed at the cen- 
ter of the enemy semi-circle. 

The man of science and I watched in fascinated 
suspense and expectation their mannér of battle. 

Gradually the Pluonians drew doser, the mirrors 
in our hands revealed their ferocious visages dis- 
tinctly, while their wild chant in ail its bestial hoarse- 
ness and savagery was carried to our ears by the 
light wind. Ever faster their gait became as they 
advanced, until at last they broke into a trot. 

We could now observe that at the center of their 
formation their ranks were tripled, thinning down 
gradually toward the horns of the semi-circle. 

Our friends the Alanians had stopped, and were 
grimly awaiting the attackers with apparent placid- 
ity, leaning slightly forward with ail the muscles 
of their splendid bodies tense. 

I thrilled at their heroic composure, and a glance 
at my companion showed that he was no less im- 
pressed. 

The chanting of the Pluonians had ceased. They 
were coming on at top speed. The impact of the 
two armies was terrible: A dull roaring crunching 
noise that sent the shivers up and down my back. 
But the apex of the Alanian "V" had penetrated the 
black semicircle. 

And then followed the most fantastic battle—if 
such it could be called—that it is possible to imagine. 

Almost perfect silence reigned. There was no 
wrestling, beating or slugging. That is what made 
it so indescribably unreal to our terrestrial minds. 

This is what occurred : 
A black warrior would spring like a tiger upon a 

white warrior ; or a white upon a black. They would 
grapple, and then seemingly become motionless in 
each other's fierce embrace. Only the quivering 
muscles on the great bodies indicated the terrifie 
strain of the combatants. 

They stood there, motionless like some sculptured 
work of art, apparently doing nothing more than 
gazing intently into each other's eyes until at last 
either one or the other would release his hold and slip 
lifeless to the ground. 

It was uncanny ! I could not understand it. And 
yet I knew there was some terrifie force in action 
there on the battlefield. What was it? 

Then suddenly T remembered the words of Loalio 
the wise. The same thought must have struck Pro- 
fesser Winter also, for almost simultaneously we 
turned to the old man for an explanation. 

The man of wisdom watched the strange conflict 
with stern eyes. Seeming to read our thoughts, 
and without removing his gaze from the field of bat- 
tle, he explained ; 

"You see there the mighty powers of one mind 
pitted against the powers of another. It is the force 
of the concentrated. intelligently directed will that 
décidés the issue." 

"Will power. directed in a certain way, becomes 
more deadly than the knife or other weapon of your 
world. Many générations ago. as the ancient rec- 
ords show, a man on our plane also used the gen- 
erally accepted weapons to carry on war. But long 
ago the race on this plane have relinquished the use 
of them." 

"The warrior possessed of the stronger will-power 
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is able to overcome an opponent, just as the physi- 
cally stronger man overcomes the weaker." 

"First the functions of the intellectuai, or great 
braiu are stopped, and thus the channels of com- 
munication between the outer world and the soul, 
by means of its five physical senses, are closed. 
Next the barriers of the middle braiu are broken 
down and Unis the muscular action of the body is 
paralyzed. 

"Finally, the lower brain is overcome by the down- 
ward sweep of the force which radiales from the 
mental battery of the opponent, and thus the nerve 
System is under his coutrol. The heart action is ar- 
rested at the vvill of the conqueror, and immédiate 
death is the resuit." 

He stopped and regarded us seriously, to see if 
\ve had understood. 

Professer Winter, whose eyes vvere afiame with 
scientific interest, nodded understandingly. But I 
shook my head in helpless confusion. Whereupon 
he explained : 

"As far as I can gather, the process of this'strange 
unheard-of warfare is a sort of super-hypnotism ! 
No doubt you have read about the mesmeric and 
the hypnotic processes?" 

I nodded affirmatively. 
"Very well ; thcre seems to be this différence: 

The mesmerist, or the hypnotist, on your plane finds 
it impossible to influence his subjects without their 
coopération, willingly given, or by rendering them 
passive by a soporific. A person in the full and 
conscious possession of an active will cannot be 
hypnoti/.ed nor mesmerized. 

"Here, however, we have a very active, especially 
trained will confronting the would-be dominator. 
Here is no passive state, or coopération of any sort. 
On the contrary, here is a very intensively active 
will, itself intent upon conquest. 

"Ail the tremendous powers of each mind are si- 
multaneously concentrated in the effort of overcom- 
ing the résistance of the other, and we see strong 
powerfui men succumb to the superior powers of 
their opponents. 

"Therefore we have here an entirely différent, 
and infinitely more powerful form of mental con- 
centration and dominion than known on our own 
plane: no doubt subject to différent laws of nature 
entirely." 

The explanation given by the man of science, cor- 
roborated by Loalio who had listened attentively, was 
eulightening. 1 marveled at the tremendous possi- 
bilities of the thing. A person killed merely by the 
concentrated merciless will power of another. It 
was terrible ! 

We turned our attention again to the sceue of 
conflict, and noted to our joy that the whites were 
unmistakably gaining. A great many more black 
warriors than white were lying on the ground. 

Slowly but surely the Alanian apex pushed far- 
ther through the centër of the enemy. The great 
"V" stretched itself out, and its wings gradually 
curled about the ends of the Pluonian semi-circle. 

SUDDENLY Loalio grasped my arm and pointed. 
Ilis eyes were shining with interest, and an- 

ticipatory triumph. 
At the very center of the two opposed forces two 

gigantic figures were swaying in the terrible em- 
brace of death ; one white and one black. Quickly 

the professer and I focussed our mirrors upon the 
pair. One of them was Eloli, Ruler of the Alanians ; 
the other Uruom, King of the Pluonians. 

Chest to chest they stood ; the brilliantly blue orbs 
of Eloli burning into the black, redly flaming eyes 
of the hideous bestial-faced black Ruler; their ter- 
rible wills in inconceivably intense action. 

it seemed like a décisive conflict between the 
forces of light and darkness, good and evil, angel 
and démon. 

Which of the two would win that battle of terrible 
psychic forces? 

A slight, scarcely détectable swaying of the two 
great bodies was the only motion, the only visible 
sign of their mutual efforts, physically and psy- 
chically. 

Watching them, my muscles involuntarily became 
tense, and my breath came in gasps out of sheer 
sympathy with the great white Ruler. 

Owing to the lack of motion, the battle was more 
exciting than a wrestling match or a fistic contest 
could have been, because of the great tension, which 
one instinctively knew existed between the two foes. 
Such a state of things could not possibly last long. 

And indeed it did not. 
Slowly, very slowly the pure dominating power 

of the white king, fighting for justice and right, 
prevailed over the power of evil in the black king. 

Realizing his waning power Uruom made a des- 
perate effort to withdraw his gaze from the blazing 
relentless sapphire eyes of Eloli, leaning his head far, 
far backwards. But fight as he would, with ail the 
mental power at bis command, he could not check 
the graduai domination of his cranial functions. 
The mental power of Eloli seemed like a keen sword 
which eut off his sensory channels one by one from 
the outer world. 

Presently his muscles became inactive ; and finally 
the dread power swept downward into his primary 
brain, dominating the nerve System. Then the end 
came soon. 

Suddenly his head dropped to one side, showing 
the glazed sightless eyes. The great dark body 
shuddered convulsively and slipped out of the arms 
of Eloli to the ground. Uruom was dead. 

A great cry of rage and fear went up from the 
black warriors as they realized that, with the death 
of their king. the battle was lost for them. 

A greater shout of triumph sounded from the lips 
of the white warriors. 

From the dark forest beyond a great blare, as 
from an immense boni, sounded. Immediately each 
Pluonian who was able to do so tore himself from 
the embrace of his white adversary and fled toward 
the forest. But many were taken as prisoners. 

The battle was over. Behind us Loalio raised 
both hands to heaven and gave si lent thanks to the 
great Ruler of the universe. Reverentlv, with bowed 
heads, the professer and T waited until he had fin- 
ished. Presently he led us down the stair and into 
the palace garden again. and we walked toward the 
great portai of the auditorium. 

Standing in régal grandeur on the throne plat- 
form, just at the edge of the top step, Loalio, man 
of wisdom, awaited the triomphal procession that 
approached the throne. The noble lines of his face 
expressed sublime happiness and benevolence. 

The procession approached along the wide center 
aisle, singing a grand paean of joy. First came 
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Eloli whose left arm encircled the waist of Ealara, 
liis sister. Next followed Alam, the chief of the 
anny ; then a group of his officers, and behind them 
came the warriors, accompanied by their wives, 
sweethearts and other relatives. 

The whole thing, vievved by the professer and me, 
at either side and a little distance behind Loalio, 
was indescribably thrilling. 

At the foot of the throne, the two Rulers stopped, 
and the song ceased. Loalio raised his arnis and 
held ont his hands over them in blessing. With 
inclined heads, and in the vast silence, they listened, 
as in deep melodious tones, the voice of the wise 
man rolled ont in thanksgiving. 

The ceremony over, the happy people filed ont of 
the great auditorium ; while I and Professer Winter 
hastened to express our félicitations to Eloli. With 
Loalio leading, we passed from the throne room 
into a magnificent banquet hall. Behind us, Alam, 
chief of the anny, and four of his officers, followed 
at a respectful distance. 

The vast apartment was at least one hundred feet 
long, about half as wide, and as nearly as I could 
judge, thirty feet high. 

There was little furniture, but the décorations on 
the walls and ceiling gave cloquent proof of the high 
artistic ability of the Alanians. On the ceiling, 
gamboling children, exquisitely carved, and painted 
in lifelike colors, were chasing birds of brilliant 
plumage. 

WE passed on to the very center of the room 
where a massive oval table, covered with a 

pure white damask-Iike cloth, was laid for ten per- 
sons, and beautifully adorned with flowers in origi- 
nal artistic designs. Before each place was a large 
golden plate, and one of the exquisite, delicate gob- 
lets we had already seen in the garden. No knives, 
forks or other tableware were visible. 

Behind each one of the ivpry-like finely carved 
chairs was stationed a beautiful servant girl, who, 
at our approach, pulled back the chairs for us. 

Loalio had passed to the head of the table. While 
we stood there at our appointed places, he first raised 
his hands heavenward in a gesture of supplication, 
and then he spread them over the table in blessing.' 

The simple ceremony over. we seated ourselves. 
Immediately, from a curtained alcôve, there 

sounded delightful, soft music, evidently from string 
instruments. And at almost the same time the beau- 
tiful servants began to bring us fruits, and a sort 
of delicious wafer that literally melted on the tongue, 
with the same sort of invigorating drink that had 
been served to us earlier in the garden. 

The fruits, some of which resemblcd our kinds on 
the earth-plane, were delicious. There were no hot 
foods, nor méats of any kind. Evidently the Alan- 
ians were thorough vegetarians. 

And in one other respect the meal was quite dif- 
férent from any similar function in our own world : 
There was no conversation during the meal. The 
badinage, repartee and social chit-chat that we 
know would bave been decidedly ont of place among 
such idéal surroundings. 

However, there was not the slightest indication of 
stiffness of any sort. Instead. it was with a very 
decided feeling of comfort and well-being that the 
meal progressed. 

At the professor's side Eloli, the ruler, ate his 
fruit with quiet serenity, while at my left Ealara de- 
iighted me with lier nearness. Evidently Professer 
Winter and I had been given the places of honor. 

At a sign from Loalio, the music ceased. He 
turned to us with a smile, and said, "Friends, I am 
ready now tô answer the questions which 1 see in 
your minds !" 

The scientist's face became eager at once. He 
waved his hand about the vast apartment. "T greatly 
desire to know by what method and process it was 
possible to carve such a wonderful dwelling out of 
the living rock. Do you also use explosives as we, 
the earth dwellers do ?" 

The wise man did not understand the professor's 
term, "explosives," whereupon the latter proceeded 
to explain as best he could. 

When my companion adventurer had finished, the 
former sat silent a few moments in thought. Then 
he gave a quiet command to one of the maidens, who 
departed quickly, and a few minutes later ushered 
in four strong men who between them, in a sort of 
sling. carried a great block of stone which they 
placed upon a small round but strong table that one 
of the servants had pushed between the professer 
and the wise man. 

When the carriers had departed, Loalio reached 
forth his right hand and touched his index finger 
to the stone block. His face was quite calm, but 
from his eyes seemed to radiate terrifie power. And 
even as I watched in amazement, the stone changed 
its form. 

It seemed to grow larger and a mistiness seemed 
to surround it. Then, when the mistiness had dis- 
appeared, I gazed in utter stupéfaction upon the per- 
fect sculptured likeness of my friend, Professor 
Winter. The whole process had not taken more 
than two or three minutes. It was unbelievable ; and 
I rose and touched the stone bust to make certain 
that it was not an optical illusion. 

The others had watched me in amusement. As for 
my companion, he was the intensely interested sci- 
entist. Immediately he turned to Loalio for an ex- 
planation of the phenomena. 

With a grave smile the wise man complied. 
"As you probably know. there exist four life élé- 

ments in Nature, the electro-magnetic, the vito-chem- 
ical, the spiritual, and the soûl élément." 

Professor Winter nodded and his eyes gleamed 
with interest. 

Loalio continued : "The first of these éléments 
controls the minerai world ; the first and second com- 
bined the plant world ; the first, second and the 
spiritual élément combine in the animal, and ail four 
of the éléments compose the human entity. 

"What I have donc with this stone is simply due 
to my cohtrol of the electro-magnetic élément. It is 
just as easy to disintegrate the rock in the same 
manner. Watch !" 

Again he stretched out his hand toward the stone. 
Quickly a cloud of mist formed about it. becoming 
thicker and thicker, until it formed a sort of cloud 
about ten times the original size of the stone. Slowly 
it lifted from the table and gently floated to the floor. 
Quickly the cloud phenomenon sank down, thinned 
and disappeared, leaving on the floor an area of about 
one square yard, covered with thick white dust—the 
composing particles of what had been a huge stone- 
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WHILE I stared at Loalio in awe, the professer 
rose quickly, vvalked over to the disintegrated 

stone dust and rubbed some of it through his fingers. 
fie nodded, satisfied, and explained to nie: "This 
powder is finer than the best mill could possibly 
grind it. The reason is that the stone lias been dis- 
integrated and separated into individual molécules." 

"But how?" I was utterly bewildered. 
Regretfully, he shook his head. "That I do not 

know ; but—" here he bowed respectfully to the wise 
man "—some day I hope to learn the method." 

Loalio nodded gravely. "It is possible, my friend ; 
but the attainment of control over Nature's forces re- 
quires many years of intense study, perseverance, and 
practice. Very few attain this power ; for to most 
people it is too difficult a problcm to solve, requiring 
as it does pcrfect self-control and the living of a life 
in strict accordance with Nature's Constructive 
l'rinciple." 

He rose from the table and ail of us followed his 
example. While the officers bowed decply and left 
the banquet hall to go back to their duties, Loalio led 
the way into an adjoining chamber which proved to 
be the music room. 

There were several string instruments somewhat 
resembling the ancient lyres of the Greeks, and some 
were similar to the large harps on our plane, with 
the exception that the strings ran horizontally instead 
of vertically. In the center of the great room stood 
an instrument which resembled nothing which I had 
ever seen in our own world. 

It was a great tripod, fully seven feet high ; the 
legs, very heavy at the bottom and tapering at the 
top were composed of a semi-transparent substance 
like topaz. At the top the legs were fastened to a 
triangular plate of a white métal, and at the bottom, 
to a similar but far larger plate. Through the cen- 
ters of these two plates, and rigidly attached to them, 
passed a metallic rod ; thick at the bottom and gradu- 
ally tapering to the size of a man's small finger. 
Ranged on this rod, according to size, one above an- 
other. were a great number of triangular metallic 
plates, beginning large and thick at the bottom of the 
instrument and ending in small ones of wafer-Iikc 
thinness at the top. 

Kalara, who had led me by the hand, invited me 
with sweet courtesy to be seated upon one of the 
comfortable divan-like chairs, and walked to the 
tripod. With two slcnder wooden rods, she began to 
play it. 

Instantly the chamber was filled with exquisite 
tones of perfect harmony, a strange melody, arousing 
ail that was good and poetic in my soul. Ealara 
played with délicate touch and deep feeling, giving 
forth waves of wonderful symphony, which raised 
my soul to a condition of véritable bliss. 

Even Professer Winter, scientist that he was, 
seemed spellbound by the music. And Loalio and 
Eloli sat there in visible deep contented revery as the 
waves of harmony caressed their ears. 

When the beautiful player had finished, both the 
professer and I hastened to express our enthusiastic 
appréciation. 

Soon the conversation devolved chiefly upon Pro- 
fesser Winter and Loalio. From what the wise man 
said it appeared that : 

There were many nations on the sub-infra plane, 
most of them white and advanced peoples. The rest, 
to which the Pluonians belonged, were primitive and 
dark-skinned. 

At the head of each white nation were two chosen 
Rulers, a man and a woman who ruled jointly. The 
maie Ruler was chosen by the men of the nation, the 
woman by the female citizens. 

Tliey were selected because of their superior wis- 
dom, purity of character, and their true sense of 
equity, justice and right. Sometimes, as in the case 
of Eloli and Ealara, it happencd that the two Rulers 
were chosen from the samc family. 

Every three years a great compétition was held 
at the capital of each nation, at which ail the most 
advanced citizens of both sexes participated. They 
who excelled in ail the intellectual and moral tests 
were chosen as the next Rulers. Often the présent 
rulers were chosen for a second tenu. 

At each period of nine years the suprême intel- 
lectuals from ail the white nations, Rulers and others, 
assembled in the central capital of Orth. There the 
suprême test was held. Whoever passed il were 
chosen as the central Rulers for a period of nine 
years. To them ail the other white nations looked for 
guidance and counsel. The central Rulers were also 
one man and one woman, with exactly equal powers 
in their individual spheres of activity. 

In case that one of the Rulers should die before 
the expiration of his tenu, the next highest intel- 
lectual was chosen until the next élection. 

The paramount duty of the Rulers was the intel- 
lectual. spiritual, moral and psychic évolution and 
progress of their peoples. There was no industry 
and commerce as we on our plane understand them. 
The needs of the people were few. 

Their climatic conditions, too, differed from ours : 
it was always mild summer weather. This necessi- 
tated few clothes, which, very likely, partially ac- 
counted for the complété absence of any sickness. 
They were ail strict vegetarians, and each family 
grew sufficient fruits and vegetables for its own 
needs. , 

Only when something needed to be done for the 
common good, or for the Rulers, did the whole nation 
join forces. An inherent sense of duty and love 
made them see to the needs of each other. 

The servant problem was met in the same way. 
Ail the servants in the palaces of the Rulers were 
there voluntarily for a period of one year, unless 
they desired to stay longer. The only médium of ex- 
change was personal service. 

THESE people produced many fine artists and 
craftsmen. There were no churches. This was 

a country of monotheists who believed in an invisible, 
omnipotent and loving Ruler of the universe, whom 
they worshipped at intervais in the palaces of their 
Rulers, as we had seen. 

Birth was the same as on our plane. 
At last death was mentioned. And right here we 

heard something very strange. It answered the un- 
spoken questions in my mind about the dead left on 
the.battle field. I had not seen any of them brought 
in, and had seen no préparations for their burial ; so 
I had wondered. 

The strange fact that Loalio mentioned in this 
connection was that the body of a person after death 
did not decay—it literally evaporated. As soon as 
the life-element was withdrawn from the body at the 
time of death, the strange chemical process of nature 
began, until, at the end of about one of our hours, the 
body had completely disappeared. 
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They believed that after piiysical death, the soul 
dothed in a finer body, passed into a finer higher 
world. 

"It is a material world like this" explained Loalio, 
"but of finer matter, and infinitely higher vibration." 

The advanced wise men like Loalio, who was an 
ex-central Ruler, were of such high spiritual devel- 
opment, that they could communicate with the next 
world with full consciousness, while still in the phy- 
sical body and in full possession of their will and 
voluntary powers. 

They believed that the évolution of man is prac- 
tically an eternal process, that the soul in ever refined 
bodies ascends from plane to plane until it reaches an 
ultimate condition of perfection. 

One point Loalio made very clear: that it is im- 
possible for the individual soul to find sclf-com- 
pletion or perfection alone; in order to reach that 
high state of being, the perfect vibratory union of a 
masculine and a féminine soul is absolutely necessary. 

As Loalio said : "That is the reason why we devote 
ail of our best energies to the development of the 
true love nature. We bring up our children by im- 
planting the germ of love deeply into their minds. 
Not only individual love, but altruism as well. 

"We teach them from the very beginning how to 
control the destructive passions and impulses of 
their physical natures, and how to re-dircct these 
impulses into constructive channels. It is this which 
lias made possible the abolition of war among the 
white peoples on our plane." 

What a wonderful world we would have if we 
could reach such a point. No more wars, no more 
suppression of the peoples by the powerful. No 
more hatred between classes, for there would be no 
classes; no more grafting, stealing, murder or other 
transgressions ; no more high taxes to pay for war 
debts and for armament in préparation of new wars. 
It would be glorious to see the end of crime, court- 
houses and jails. 

Here Ealara read my thoughts and asked : 
"Is it then such a terrible world from which you 

corne? Surely not ail the people there are bad. I 
am sure that both of you are good men ! Are there 
not many such ? Are not your women good ?" 

We assured her that there were more good than 
bad people in our world, and that our women formed 
the main moral foundation. 

And then to my own great astonishment, Professer 
Winter told them that he had heard of wise men on 
our plane who lived holy lives and could control the 
forces of nature ; how through their control of na- 
ture's forces they could create things, make flowers 
grow from seeds in a few minutes, and so many 
more strange things. These wise men were in every 
country, living secluded lives and pursuing their 
studies in secret; making every effort for the good 
of humanity. 

Then, to my intense embarrassment, Eloli turned 
to me with a smile. "It seems, my friend, that you 
doubt the existence of these holy men and their pow- 
ers on your own plane !" 

And now, gazing from one to the other of the 
three exalted Alanians, ï knew that they had easily 
read my skeptic attitude of mind, of which 1 had 
been but semî-conscious. 

I made an apologetic gesture. "l amsorry! But 
my mind seems to be of a quality which cannot accept 
as a fact anything that 1 have not personally experi- 
enced or demonstrated." 

Eloli asked one of the maids présent to place upon 
the floor before us a golden earth-filled pot and a 
seed from one of the flowers in pots, which, with 
their wonderful coloring and perfume served to 
adorn the fine apartment. 

HE turned to me. "Not to entertain, but to in- 
struct you, shall I demonstrate to you that 

these things are possible." He bowed, with deep re- 
spect, in the direction of Loalio. "Our Suprême 
Exalted Brother has demonstrated to you his control 
over the electro-magnetic forces of Nature. I, his 
deeply grateful pupil, shall demonstrate to you that 
control over the next higher, the vito-chemical élé- 
ment, in combination with the lower, is possible." 

His right hand, with the index and second fingers 
extended, pointed to the seed in the golden plate, 
while he concentrated upon it with fixed intensity. 

And even as we watched intently, a little cloud 
of luminous mist seemed to surround it. becoming 
rapidly larger as it rose into a column several feet 
in height. Gradually within the mist phenomenon 
the faint tracery of a flower plant appeared. 

At first it was very faint, but it rapidly became 
more and more distinct until, no more than two min- 
utes later, the misty Hght phenomenon cleared away, 
and there before us, in ail its beauty, covered with a 
multitude of fresh aromatic blossoms, stood a mag- 
nificent flower bush. 

I rubbed my eyes and pinched my leg to make sure 
that it was not an illusion. Then, while our hosts 
watched me with smiling sympathy, I emulated the 
example of my fellow-adventurer, who had broken 
off one of the flowers, and was examining it with 
intense interest. There was no doubt about its 
genuineness, but I was not entirely satisfied. so I 
touched the flower bush with my fingers, and fol- 
lowed it ail the way down to wbere it disappeared 
into the soil. So hard is it to overcome préjudice 
and bias. But I was convinced at last. 

Marvellous? I could not find adéquate terms to 
express myself. I gazed at Ealara; and then I stared 
incredulously, for sweetly smiling at me, she was fast 
becoming invisible, a mere transparent wraith, until. 
quicker than it takes to tell, she had complctely dis- 
appeared. 

I turned to my other three companions in bewil- 
derment. The professer was staring with scientific 
analytic interest at the chair which the queen had 
but recently occupied. I was about to formulate a 
question, when, following the smiling gaze of the 
two exalted Alanians, I perceived Ealara seated in 
her place just as visible as she had been before the 
experiment, and smiling at me with a warmth that 
went straight to my heart. 

"You seem very much surprised. dear friend." 
I was, for never had I imagined the possibility of 

such miracles. 
"And yet—" she said earnestly—"these are noth- 

ing but visible démonstrations, showing that the laws 
of Nature can be used and exercised by those who 
have developed and unfolded the facultîes, capacîtîes 
and powers of the soul. You and your friends—" 
her graceful gesture indicated the professor "—can 
do these things that we have done, if you will but 
comply with. and live according the constructive laws 
of Nature." 

But it was not the end of wonders yet. Ealara 
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waved her hand respectfully in the direction of 
Loalio. "Watch !" 

The venerable master rose and with both hands 
traced an outline in the atmosphère, beginning at the 
height of his eyes and tracing downward with a 
stroking motion a number of times. 

Gradually a large oval form appearcd in the air 
before him, luminous and tinted with ail the colors 
of the rainbow. Rapidly the oval form became more 
dense, apparently drawing together and concentrat- 
ing, until the outlines of a human form became 
visible. 

Again I noted the light of intense mental and 
spiritual power radiating from the eyes of the man 
of wisdom. 

And then, even while we two earth dwellers 
watched in utter fascination, there suddenly stood 
before us, smiling at us swectly, the form of a maiden 
of eighteen summers. 

To the rhythm of inaudible music she began to 
dance in the most graceful manner imaginable. 
Faster and faster she danced, until soon she spun 
dizzily on one slender toe. 

And then. even as she had appearcd. she resolved 
back into the mysterious nothingness from whence 
the master had called her. 

1T was a beautiful rest room to which we had been 
personally conducted by Eîoli and Ealara. The 

atmosphère within reminded one of the refreshing 
scent of a pine forest. 

In common with ail other apartments in the im- 
mense édifice, the chamher was very spacious and 
almost devoid of furniture, other than two very com- 
fortable couches and a table, exquisitely carved from 
some rare wood. The walls of the room were painted 
with wondrously artistic realistic designs of trees, 
flowers and birds that seemed to live. 

The peculiar feature in ail these chambers of the 
palace was the lack of Windows, or any other exterior 
openings. Yet the light and ventilation were perfect. 

When the two Rulers had embraced us in true 
brotherly fashion, and bidden us to rest well. the 
professor and I sat down on our couches and dis- 
enssed the many strange happenings of the day. And 
long after T heard his first breath of deep sleep, I 
was still awake. The day had been too crammed 
with unbelievable adventures to allow of sleep. 

. T began to think about the Pluonian prisoners. I 
had not seen any of them, but Alam, the chief of the 
Alanian army. had casually mentioned that they were 
confined somewhere in a subterranean chamber of the 
palace. 

Presently the overwhelming desire to inspect the 
prisoners took possession of me. Very quietly, so as 
not to awaken my companion, 1 rose and left the 
room. 

The passage in which I found myself led to a 
wide descending stairway. On past the corridor be- 
low, in which the banquet hall and music room were 
located, T went. Just below this corridor the stair- 
way developed into a spiral. 

It was strangely still in the palace. Not the slight- 
est sound could be heard, and my footsteps. however 
lightly I trod, seemed unnaturally loud. No doubt 
everyone was asleep. 

At last I came to another passage, more like a tun- 
nel, far underground. And as I entered it. I experi- 
enced a sudden dread, but with angry pride I sup- 

presscd the émotion as childish. Boldly I entered 
the long passage. 

Carved ont of the solid granité, no doubt with the 
wonderful magie of Loalio and other wise men, this 
passage seemed to lead into interminable dim dis- 
tances, illuminated by the ubiquitous violet radiance. 
At regular intervais doors on both sides led to un- 
known régions. 

1 passed on and suddenly was sensible of the prés- 
ence of living heings somewhere close by. I was 
opposite a heavy door of métal. From beyond it 
harsh. animal-like sounds, guttural and menacing, 
came to my ears. 

I should bave turned back then, but the devil of 
curiosity within me persisted. Cautiously, I placed 
my hand upon the massive latch and pressed down. 
With a slight grating sound. the heavy metallic door 
swung open. The next moment 1 staggered back- 
vvard with sudden fear. 

For there, from behind the grating of thick metal- 
lic bars, the face of a green-eyed devil stared ont at 
me, terrible, répulsive : a Pluonian prisoner. 

Ashamed of my temporary fear, I summoned ail 
the courage at my command and faced the ape-like 
hairv savage, beyond whose body I could see the 
forms of others of his kind—grinning, ferocious, 
animal-men. 

A voice of warning within my consciousness bade 
me slam the outbr door and go back to my couch 
above. But T would not listen. 

The fiaming green eyes of the Pluonian at the 
grating attracted my gaze with the force of a magnet 
attracting iron particlcs. I felt a rapidly increasing 
numbness in my brain, my senses began to reel. In 
a flash it came over me that the savage was exerting 
his terrible volitionary force to overcome me. With 
ail my remaining will-power I struggled desperately 
to resist the dread influence sweeping over me. 

But it was of no avail. I felt myself slipping rap- 
idly. And then, like a white-hot bullet into my brain, 
came the mental command of the Pluonian : "Open 
the grating!" 

Dimly T realized that T must not yield, must not 
carrv ont that command. But seemingly without my 
volition my body responded. Like an automaton I 
raised the heavy bar of métal that closed the grating 
from the outside. 

Suddenly 1 felt myself flung aside with resistless 
force, as evil-smelling bodies rushed past me, hairy, 
horrible. T had the sensation of being picked up— 
then blackness descended upon my mind. 

WITH the sensation of regular rhythmic motion, 
consciousness came back to me. I was lying 

across the shoulders of a huge Pluonian, bound hand 
and foot, who carried me without apparent effort. 
Ail about me was the guttural growling, and the soft 
tramping of many bare-footed men. We were pass- 
ing through dense primeval forests. Through occa- 
sional openings in the heavy foliage far overhead I 
glimpsed the rosy sky, and knew that it was early 
morning. 

And then, as from my recumbent position T gazed 
about cautiously, I saw that which turned my heart 
and soul sick with horror. For there, just a few feet 
ahead of me two of the savages carried a sort of 
hammock which depended from the strong long pôle 
on their heavily muscled shoulders, and from that 
hammock protruded an arm of ivory whiteness, most 
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beautifully modelled, and a long slender hand that 
I would know anywhere. 

THE WOMAN IN THE HAMMOCK WAS EALARA ! 
Ealara the beautiful, a prisoner of the semi-human 

savage Pluonians ! God ! What had 1 done ! Bit- 
terly I regretted my damnable curiosity. But right 
there and then I resolved to save Ealara no matter 
what the cost. 

The cords on my wrists and ankles hurt terribly, 
but that pain was as nothing compared to the tor- 
ment in my soul. No doubt she was asleep when the 
savages had attacked her ; because as Eloli had ex- 
plained to us, psychical dominion through the power 
of will is far easier during sleep, for theri there is no 
active will to overcome. Perhaps it had been the 
very savage who had dominated me, and had induced 
me to open the prison, who had overcome her. Pie 
was unquestionably a leader among the Pluonians, 
and therefore more powerful mentally than the 
others. 

Hours passed, and still the steady tireless march 
of the animal-men continued. And ever my gaze 
returned to that white, beautiful arm protruding 
from the portable hammock ahead of me, swinging 
like a pendulum, lifelessly, until T thought that- 1 
should go insane. 

From the occasional glimpses upward through the 
dense foliage T knew that it was broad daylight. 
And yet, in the depths of that strange, dense prime- 
val forest, a sort of perpétuai twilight prevailed. 

Despite my soul tonnent I must have fallen into 
a doze, from which I awakened as we neared our 
destination. From ahead, savage guttural cries and 
piercing yells assailed my ears. 

Presently we entered a clearing, at the foot of a 
high black cliff wall, along the base of which I per- 
ceived a number of irregular openings, the largest 
being near the middle. 

In a moment we were surrounded by a great mob 
of nude savage children of ail âges, and sullen semi- 
nude Pluonian women, who stared at me fiercel}', 
though there was something akin to awe in their 
touch of my clothes. 

The huge savage who had carried me tossed me 
to the ground like a sack of meal. The impact jarred 
every bone in my body, but it cleared my head and 
quickened my brain. Disregarding the mob of sav- 
ages crowding about me, I exertcd myself tremend- 
ously and managed to sit up. Thus I was just in 
time to see the hammock, with Ealara, being carried 
into the largest cave opening. 

"Dear God !—" I prayed in my heart, "—help me 
to remedy the evil I have donc; aid me to free 
Ealara !" 

I was lying, or rather sitting upon a white crystal- 
line ledge of rock that somewhat seemed familiar to 
me. I allowed myself to sink down again, twistcd 
about, and touchée! my tongue to it experimentally. 
As I had guessed, it was pottassium nitrate : but of 
such purity as T had never seen on the earth plane. 

At this moment the savage who had carried me, 
returned, roughly pushed the crowd of women and 
children aside, and eut the bonds from m}' ankles 
with a short stone knife which he carried. He jerked 
me brutally to my feet and pushed me ahead of him 
toward the main cave. 

Several feet within the entrance a great double 
curtain of very heavy cloth obstructed our progress. 

My guard parted the curtains at the middle and 
pushed me through, following at my heels. 

Involuntarily 1 recoiled, stepping hard on the toes 
of the Pluonian behind me, who emitted an animal- 
like yell, for the intense red luminosity of the place 
seemed to me for a moment a conflagration. 

The immense cave had been hollowed ont by the 
hand of Nature, and only in a few places was there 
any sign of the touch of man. The walls had been 
tinted with a luminous, bright-red substance as far 
up as the eye could see, and this was accentuated a 
thousandfold by hundreds of fiercely burning torches 
that threw an intense red glare. Everywhere, on the 
walls and in tall metallic holders, the red torches 
hissed and spluttered and glared, illuminating a 
scene truly infernal, hellish. 

WITH a flerce grôwl, my guide pushed me for- 
ward violently, so that I almost fell. And 

now, as I walked forward totteringly, I became con- 
scious of other things in that vast cavern  

A large crowd of Pluonian warriors were assem- 
bled about a great throne of a yellow, dully gleaming 
substance, shaped like a huge square block, upon 
which sat a powerfully built savage, cross-Tegged. 
With the exception of a broad breechcloth of shiny 
cloth and fiery red color, and a sort of turban of the 
same material, he was nude. 

Behind the throne, sculptured ont of black stone, 
its large, fiery eyes of a substance akin to ruby, 
squatted a gigantic idol, staring straight ahead with 
terror-inspiring intensity, its triangular tongue of 
crimson protruding several inches from the horrible 
gash of a mouth, its unspeakably hideous face grin- 
ning, grinning—a véritable nightmare. 

Just below the throne was a wide stone platform, 
and on this my searching eyes perceived the motion- 
less white figure of a woman. "Ealara !" I cried and 
attempted to rush forward. 

But with a crushing grip, my guide grasped my 
shoulder and flung me to my knees. "Down, worm !" 
he bellowed. "You are in the presence of.Turum, 
son of Uruom that was, King of Pluonia!" 

Timidly I raised my gaze to the bestial, sinister 
presence above me and met the brooding, fixed stare 
of his flaming, reddish eyes, the menace and evil in 
which caused quivers of terror to travel up and 
down my spine. 

With a tremendous effort of will, I managed to 
remove my gaze from the terrible fascination of the 
flaming eyes, and again contemplated the inert form 
of the white queen on the platform. 

My heart turned sick within me at my absolute 
helplessness. She seemed dead : and only by means 
of concentrated attention, could T discern the almost 
imperceptible rising and falling of her bosom. 

Suddenly T was conscious of a deep, rolling, thun- 
derous voice above me. Turum was speaking to the 
assembly of savages who pressed ail about me, nau- 
seating me with the odor from their filtby, hairy 
bodies. 

"Warriors!" he began. "To-night, Pluo, the 
great spirit of our race, commands that T be crowned 
king in the stead of my father, who is no more !" 

He paused. and his glittering gaze fixed itself upon 
the body of Ealara, greedily. rapaciously, obscenely. 
He pointed to her, and his evil, fiery eyes chàllenged 
his créatures as if he cxpected opposition. "At 
the célébration, she shall become my slave! And 
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he—" pointing to me, "shall be sacrificed in the fire 
to PIuo ! I have spoken." 

His great, hairy fist crashed down upon a sort of 
drum that stood by his side, and his chaîlenging stare 
swept once more over his warriors. "Let him who 
objects speak !" 

But thunderous semi-animal-like shouts of ap- 
proval burst from a thousand savage throats as the 
warriors slapped themselves upon their hairy chests 
with a terrifying noise for emphasis. 

Amidst savage laughter, my guide jerked me bru- 
tally to my feet and dragged me into a sort of grotto, 
immediately adjoining the central cave, where he 
flung me to the rocky floor, eut the remaining bonds 
on my wrists, and left the place. 

For a long time I remained where I had fallen, 
too misérable to move ; my heart burned within me 
with the terrible realization of the extent of the evil 
I had committed ont of curiosity, and my absolute 
helplessness to remedy matters. I loved Ealara! 
Loved her with every fibre of my being; and the 
thought of doom filled me with utter despair. 

I sank to my knees, and prayed with an intensity 
that I somehow felt would bring results. With a 
nevv hope and renewed strength I rose to my feet, 
just as one of the Pluonians entered with a huge 
platter of food, and a stone pitcher of some liquid. 
He placed the food upon a block of the same yellow 
substance of which the throne in the main cave was 
composed, grinned at me evilly, and walked ont. 

With a sudden realization of my hunger, I at- 
tacked the food. It was evidently broiled venison, 
accompanied by a sort of thick, white, roasted root, 
that in taste resembled a potato. At first I ate rather 
reluctantly, but when I found the food surprisingly 
palatable, I literally gorged myself, washing it down 
with an occasional draught of water. 

While I was eating I noted that the stony block 
which served me as table and chair simultaneously 
rocked back and forth with my movements. danc- 
ing down, I observée! that small pièces had been 
broken off from its lower edge from contact with 
the harder stone floor of the grotto. Casually I 
picked up one of the particles and examined it. 
There could be no mistake—it was native sulphur 
of great purity. 

And suddenly as I was staring at the sulphur in 
my hand there éntered into my mind a plan of escape 
that left me fairly gasping with excitement, for in 
a flash I remembered the potassium nitrate outside, 
which in çombination, would give gunpowder. If 
I could obtain some of the nitrate, and charcoal  

In collège, I had been fairly good at chemistry 
and had been quite successful with my experiments. 
I remembered the formula for gunpowder distinctly. 
I stealthily crept toward the entrance of the grotto, 
which was connected with the central cave by means 
of a sort of tunnel in the shape of an irregular capi- 
tal L ; the short part being toward the grotto. Cau- 
tiously, I peered around the turn. Just inside of 
the outer opening, so that he could see what was 
going on in the main cave, a huge, bestial Pluonian 
stood guard. 

His back was toward me. Silently I crept back 
into the grotto. With a dim hope, I began a tour 
of exploration. The grotto was very irregular, 
formed from the black cliff of évident volcanic 
origin, with many ramifications. It seemed discour- 
aging, just as I was about to give up hope, my dili- 

gent search was amply rewarded, for in the narrow- 
est of these branches of the grotto, I came upon a 
fine outerop of the nitrate. 

With the aid of my dinner knife, I managed to 
break off a large quantity of the minerai and carried 
it to a dish-like cavity in the stone floor, which acted 
as my mortar. In a few moments', I had found an 
oblong piece of rock that was suited for a pestle. 
Feverishly, I set to work grinding the nitrate to a 
fine powder. 

DURING my grinding opération, I began to de- 
vise ways and means for obtaining the requisite 

amount of charcoal. At one side of the grotto was 
a sort of heavy mat, woven from grasses. No doubt 
this was to be my bed. I concentrated upon this 
mat, determined that it should furnish me with the 
necessary amount of charcoal. There were two 
flaming red torches against the walls of the grotto. 
At intervais, glowing pièces dropped from them to 
the floor, where they remained in a glowing state 
for quite a while. Quickly I walked over and pulled 
the mat squarely under one of the torches. 

How many hours I worked, I do not know, for 
I lost ail sense of time. But I now had many pounds 
of powdered nitrate and sulphur, and through care- 
ful manipulation, nearly the entire upper side of the 
straw mat was reduced to charcoal. 

I was completely exhausted. Wearily, I dragged 
myself to the mat, turned it over so that the charred 
surface was under me, and stretched out on it to 
rest a little. When I awoke with a start hours later, 
I found that another meal had been served me while 
I slept. 

I ate voraciously, and as soon as I had finished 
my meal, I began the milling opération again. Sev- 
eral times I crept to the turn in the passage to spy 
upon my guard and found that at intervais of sev- 
eral hours new men were at the post. Evidently 
they were certain I could not escape, for not once 
did anyone enter the grotto to see what I was doing. 
I praised heaven for that. 

Suddenly a weird feeling came over me, as if an 
unseen presence were approaching. And even as I 
stared incredulously before me, there formed a tall, 
oval fog-like phenomenon, growing more luminous 
every minute. I sprang to my feet and retreated 
in alarrn. And then, as I watched in amazement, 
there quickly materialized before me, out of thin 
air—Loalio. 

Pie smiled benignly and extended his hands to- 
ward me in a tranquilizing gesture. "Fear not, my 
friend ! I have corne to aid you." He pointed to 
hîmself. "As you no doubt understand, this is not 
my physical body, even as yours is not. As master 
of the laws of nature, I am able to leave my physical 
body whenever I choose, and can travel to any dis- 
tance and there clothe myself in a temporary body, 
composed of electro-magnetic and vito-chemical sub- 
stance, which is everywhere." 

I marveled. What wonders were possible to the 
soul of man ! Then I quickly acquainted Loalio 
with the vital facts of the case, and showed him the 
half finished gun-powder. He smiled gravely and 
gently shook his head. "There is no need for that. 
There are greater forces than chemîcals that are 
changed into gases through fire or percussion." 

He walked over to me and touched my forehead. 
Immediately I seemed to expand ail over my body, 
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and experienced a far greater buoyancy than any I 
had yet possessed. I glanced down at my body, and 
with a shock realized that I was again invisible, as on 
the day before, when Professer VVinter and I had 
entered into this strange world. But in a few mo- 
ments my vision had become adjusted to the higher 
vibration of my body and I could again see both my 
own body and that of Loalio, who had again made 
himselî invisible to ordinary vision. 

With a sign, he invited me to follow him. We 
passed right by the guard of the grotto unnoticed. 

It was no doubt evening when we entered the 
main cave, like two invisible spirits. 

Turum was being entertained. At the foot of the 
sulphur throne a large crimson cloth had been spread 
on the stone floor, and the most conspicuous thing 
on this improvised table was an immense wooden 
platter, placed in the very center, in which lay an 
entire huge ox-like animal, evidently freshly roasted, 
for it was smoking hot. 

At each end the great roast was flanked by smaller 
platters containing smaller roasts, and there were 
still other huge dishes containing heaps of the thick 
whife boiled root that I myself had eaten ; and there 
were many other unknown edibles in great quantities. 
Great jugs of stone contained liquid refreshment. 

In the middle of the spread, with his back toward 
the throne, Turum presided. At each side of him 
and surrounding the cloth, "his warrior chiefs were 
enjoying themselves; everywhere about the immense 
chamber similar but simpler spreads were placed for 
the rest of the warriors—at least two thousand. 

Table manners were evidently unknown, for they 
were feeding like a pack of hungry wolves. Their 
method was simple. The warriors grasped a con- 
venient corner of the roast in front of them with 
One hand, while with the stone knife in the other 
they hacked off whatever they deemed immediately 
necessary. 

And while the meal was in progress there was 
music and dancing. And such music ! And such 
dancing ! Seated cross-legged, crouching like great 
simians, and in varions recumbent positions, the 
bestial warriors fed and watched the show. 

At one side, to the right of Tarum, was a high 
stone platform, and on this, accompanied by a hor- 
rible discordant blatant noise which could hardly be 
called music, were seven men and seven women, 
swaying, whirling and gyrating in a sériés of mo- 
tions and postures that were vile and obscene. 

The orchestra, composed of reed pipes, great ani- 
mal horns, and varions kinds of drums, was seated 
at one edge of the platform. If anyone can imagine 
the combined noise and barbarie discord of a large 
Chinese orchestra, a dozen Scotch bagpipes com- 
pletely ont of tune, and a few African tom-toms, he 
can about imagine the effect. 

The whole scene, the musicians, the' glistening 
hairy bodies of the dancers, the feeding warriors, the 
guttural deep ape-Hke tones of approval and shouts 
of delight, and the crimson bright light tinging every- 
thing with a blood-red color, might well have repre- 
sented a part of the infernal régions. 

That horrible crowd resembled the legendary dé- 
mons of hell, as no other créatures could have done. 

Only a few minutes we stood there contemplating 
the nauseating spectacle. Then my venerated com- 
panion touched my arm and pointed to the throne of 
sulphur behind the savage king. 

I looked and my heart leaped. For there upon 
the great block of sulphur, bedded on shilling crim- 
son cloth which vividly accentuated lier angelic 
whiteness, I saw the object of my adoration and 
love—Ealara. 

UNSEEN and unheard by the savages we quickly 
approached the throne, and bent over lier with 

anxious concern. Apparently she was still in the 
grip of the hellish power which during her sleep 
had robbed her of her consciousness and self-con- 
trol. 

With a shudder 1 realized that she would be held 
thus until she had become the plaything of Turum 
that very night. Loalio bent down and touched her 
forèhead with the tips of his fingers of his right 
hand. With great joy I soon realized that he 
rendered her physical body invisible to the savages. 
Both he and I, however, could see her spiritual body, 
just as we were able to see each other. 

And even as I picked my love up in my arms 
at the command of the wise man and carried her 
toward the entrance, a great shout went up from the 
Pluonians. They had suddenly discovered that their 
fair prisoner was missing from the throne. 

In a moment the place was in an uproar, an in- 
ferno of sound. 

Agitated and driven on by the terrible booming 
of Turum's voice, a frantic search was begun, ex- 
tending to every nook and corner of the vast cavern. 
Torches were torn from their fastenings in order 
to facilitate the hunt for the missing royal prisoner. 

And through it ail, serene in our invisible condi- 
tion, Loalio and I quickly made our way to the 
screened entrance. We had barely reached it when 
a sudden thought evidently struck Turum, that in 
some unaccountable manner the royal fugitive might 
have made her way out of the main entrance, for his 
bellow directed the searchers in that direction, him- 
self leading. 

Loalio suddenly raised his arms upward with a 
waving motion. For a moment there was a terrifie 
atmospheric tension. Then, when the savages were 
within a few yards of the entrance, a sudden ava- 
lanche of rock descended upon them with a terrifie 
roar, burying them from our sight. A wild horrible 
yell from a thousand savage throats, and then— 
silence. 

As we stepped out into the open, the venerable 
master touched the rock at the side of the entrance. 
Again I witnessed the phenomenon of rock changing 
into a cloud of floating molécules, light as breath. 
The cloud phenomenon, now luminous, covered the 
entire entrance. Quickly it grew more dense, and 
when the luminosity disappeared, I stared in awe. 

Where a couple of minutes before had been a great 
opening, a solid smooth wall of hard impénétrable 
rock confronted us. 

From the many smaller caves a multitude of older 
men, women and children emerged, streaming to- 
ward the former opening to the central cave. And 
even as we, invisible to them, moved away, the air 
was filled and made hideous by their piercing animal 
cries and shrieks of astonishment, fear and hatred 
when they saw the solid rock closing up the former 
entrance and simply realized perhaps that something 
strange and terrible had entombed their king and 
his warriors. 

Loalio gazed at them a few moments and his 
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face was stern as he spoke : "It was a terrible thing 
to do, but I had uo choice in the matter. They 
would bave declared war against Alania at once, 
and perhaps thousands of innocent people would 
bave had to suffer. 

1 was still carrying my unconscious love in my 
arms, and was wondering if Loalio would awaken 
her from her trance before we continued on our 
way, when he stopped and looked at me. "Fear not 
what you are about to experience, but trust me 
utterly !" 

Without hésitation, I nodded in acquiescence. He 
placed bis right arm firmly about my shoulders, and 
again bis face assumed the fixed intent expression 
of intense concentrated mental power. 

The next moment I felt myself rising high into the 
air, and traveling with inconceivable speed. 

According to terrestrial time the phenomenon en- 
dured barely more than a minute or two. I distinctly 
got the impression of dark forests, open spaces and 
rivers receding beneath me in a blurred, lightning- 
likq procession, but was not conscious of wind or 
impact against the air. And then—suddenly, I felt 
solid ground beneath my feet. I landed softly as 
down once more in the garden of the palace of 
Alania. 

Elolio and Professer Winter evidently had ex- 
pected our coming, and greeted us with sincere de- 
light. They wanted to relieve me of my precious 
burden, but I insisted on carrying Ealara myself 
into her own simple chamber of rest, where Loalio 
broke the evil power which had held her in its grip. 

Suddenly she openeçl her wonderful eyes, and 
gazed in bewilderment, first at me and then at the 
others. A smile transformed her face into tran- 
scendent beauty as she raised herself to a sitting pos- 
ture. 

"What bas happened ? Why are ail of you act- 
ing so strangely?" she inquired. Evidently she re- 
membered nothing. 

And then it was that I sank to my knees, and 
with humbly bowed head, told of my curiosity and 
its fatal conséquences, and begged her pardon for my 
contemptible lack of self-control. 

Softly she placed her hands upon my bowed head. 
and her voice was like the sweetest music in my 
ears. "My dear, dear friend ; it was but a passing 
weakness on your part. Who am I to condemn 
you for it?" 

When at last I dared to raise my head and gaze 
timidly into her eyes, T saw such a light of tender- 
ness and love radiate from her eyes, that T forgot 
everything but my great love for her : and on the 
crest of the tidal wave of my émotion, I swept her, 
a very willing prisoner, into my arms. Only then 
did T realize that the others had left us to' ourselves. 

Never had T imagined such rapture and delicious- 
ness as I experienced in those never-to-be-forgotten 
moments. . . . 

At last T knew, as an eternal truth, that which the 
wise men of humanity, the masters of the law, have 
thought for âges : that complété happiness can be 
attained only when two perfectly attuned soûls of 
the opposite sex meet and are united by a bond ever- 
lasting; a bond that a thousand deaths could not 
break; a union indissoluble and eternal. At last 
I had found my soul-mate. 

How long we were there in that emhrace of utter 
bliss, T do not know—it might have been minutes, 

it might have been hours, days or eons. Then sud- 
denly an unutterable darkness descended upon my 
mind, and I had the sensation of falling, falling 
through a limitless void ; T seemed to hear the cry of 
my love's fear from an infinité distance, and then— 
oblivion. 

ARTON ! Barton ! For God's sake answer 
13 me!" 
The words seemed to corne from a vast distance, 

and I became dimly aware that someone was shak- 
ing me violently. With ail my power of will I strug- 
gled to throw off the léthargie leaden heaviness that 
enthralled me soul and body. 

With a tremendous effort I finally managed to 
open my eyes to see the anxious face of Professor 
Winter bending over me. With his help, I man- 
aged to sit up, and stared about me in a daze. 

With a shock it suddenly came to me that we 
were in the scientist's library. T had been lying on 
the floor in front of the great mechanical chair from 
which I had started on my strange voyage to the 
land below the infra-red, from which I had evidently 
fallen to the floor. 

On the other side of me, supporting me with 
trembling hands, was Summer, the old factotum 
of the professer, whose staring eyes and pale face 
indicated that he had passed through an experience 
of intense fear. 

What had happened? In some unaccountable 
manner we had been suddenly re-transferred from 
the delightful land of Alania to our own drab and 
prosaic world. 

"Thank God that you are ail right !" exclaimed 
my friend fervently as he drew a deep breath of 
relief. "For a minute I was terribly afraid that 
your cardiac action had stopped," he added. 

"What—what on earth has happened?" T stam- 
mered feebly, while they helpcd me to a comfortable 
chair. I was still very much confused mentally be- 
cause of the sudden change. 

The scientist seated himself at my side and ex- 
plained gently : "You see—there was a severe elec- 
trical storm. The lightning struck one of the main 
transmission fines and burned ont several of the 
primary transformers at the nearest sub-station. 

"Naturally this put the whole station ont of busi- 
ness, with the resuit that ail the current was eut 
off, and the apparatùs here stopped." He pointed 
to the silent machinery on the two tables and con- 
tinued : 

"As the machines slowed down, the vibrations of 
our physical bodies in the chairs here decreased in 
proportion, and came back gradually to normal, 
which variation in turn was transmitted to our spiri- 
tual bodies on the sub-infra-red plane by means of 
the invisible cord of magnetism which ever connects 
the physical and spiritual bodies until death itself 
disrupts it. 

"Now then, of course the more normal our vibra- 
tions became, the more we withdrew from the other 
plane of existence, and the doser we approached 
our terrestrial plane again. The attraction between 
the physical and spiritual bodies increased gradu- 
ally until the soul, encased in its spiritual body, en- 
tered into its earthly shell again. and—here we are." 

I nodded in slow, sad compréhension. "And so 
we are back again in the hum-drum existence of our 
own dreary world." With a sudden mental wave 



BELOW THE INFRA RED 901 

of misery I buried my face in my hands and groaned 
aloud vvith disappointment. "And just as Ealara, 
my wonderful soul-mate and I " M y voice 
broke and 1 could not finish. 

My companion placed a gentle comforting hand 
upon my shoulder. "Dear friend," he began, vvith 
the deep, full tone of genuine sympathy in his voice. 
"I understand ! But I promise you, upon my honor, 
that as soon as J have prepared a paper for the So- 
ciety of Psychical Research, covering our expériences 
upon the plane of the sub-infra-red in détail, we shall 
again venture into the delightful land of the Alan- 
ians, our wonderful and vvise friends." 

VVith renewed hope in my heart at the thought 
that I would soon be with Ealara again, I went home. 
Strange how heavy and uncouth my physical body 
felt after the delightful lightness and buoyancy of 
my spiritual body, encased in its covering of sub- 
infra-red matter ! 

At an early hour the next day, my téléphoné rang 
wildly. I vvas still in bed. Sleepily I lifted the 
receiver. Summer vvas on the wire, his voice quiver- 
ing and trembling with deep émotion and grief. 

"Mister Barton, please corne at once ! Professor 
Winter is dying!" 

I was awake in an instant. "Did T understand 
you to say that my friend was dying?" I cried 
horrified. 

"Yes, sir, it is true ; Doctor Evans is with him 
now !" 

In a voice choking with émotion I promised to 
corne at once. With lightning speed I began to dress. 

I could not bring myself to believe what I had 
heard. When I had left my friend the day before, 
he had seemed to be at the maximum of health, 
strength and energy, mentally and physically, en- 
thusiastic at the prospect of preparing the papers of 
our adventures for the Society of Psychical Research 
and now  

Summers, who was visibly agitated. led me straight 
to the professor's bed-room. Doctor Evans, an 
elderly and highly capable physician, the life-long 
friend of Professor Winter, was seated at his bed- 
side when I entered. 

My scientific friend gazed up at me with a brave 
smile as I leaned over him and silently took his 
hand. 

"Well " he began, in a faint voice, " it 
seems that the old heart was not able to stand the 
strain after ail. The attack came suddenly, about 
two hours ago. I had been up ail night, arranging 
notes for my manuscript." 

He indicated the doctor with a feeble gesture, 
and his lips twitched humorously. "Frank here savs 
it's extreme valvular endocarditis. T suggested put- 
ting in new valves as you would into an automobile, 
but he did not seem willing. So T suppose it means 
that the old heart is going to stop soon." 

Appalled, I stared at the doctor. who answered 
my mute question with a sad nod of his head. "I 
have done ail T could ; T warned him some time ago, 
but he would not listen." 

The dying man spoke to me again. but his voice 
was much feebler, and there was earnest, deep ap- 
peal in his eyes as I bent down to hear his last 
words. 

"Barton, before T pass on to the higher world to 
continue my studies of the mysteries of nature, I 
want your promise to do me a very great favor." 

I nodded with ready acquiescence. "Certainly! 
Gladly." 

Pie smiled with relief. But I had to bend close 
to his mouth to hear. "Then, since I cannot do it 
myself, will you promise to acquaint humanity with 
our expériences in your own way ?" 

I nodded silently, and gave him my hand to em- 
phasize my promise. 1 felt his feeble, grateful grip. 
And a few minutes later, still retaining his grip on 
my hand, his great fine soul passée! put from its ter- 
restrial shell, to enter upon his greater, finer, and 
more lofty labors and duties in the world beyond. 

THE STATEMENT OF DR. EVANS 

A SHORT time after the demise of my dearly 
esteemed life-long friend, Professor Cari 
Winter, his servant, Cari Summer, who, pend- 

ing the settlement of the professor's estate, had been 
left in charge of the latter's résidence, called me up 
on the téléphoné, and begged me to hurry over to the 
house, as something very terrible had happened. 

When I arrived, Summer, who was in a mental 
state bordering upon collapse, conducted me to the 
library, where I found Mr. John Barton, a friend 
of the professor, with whom he had conducted some 
secret experiments of importance, seated in a large 
chair of peculiar- mechanical construction, in an at- 
titude which at once indicated to me that he was 
dead. 

He had on a head-dress which resembled an avi- 
tor's cap, with exceptionally heavy goggles. A num- 
ber of wires ran from-the front and sides of the 
cap to a complicated apparatus at his right hand, 
upon a table of very massive construction. 

There were two of these chairs and mechanical 
tables. The old servant pointed to the apparatus, 
and there was positive intense hatred in his eyes and 
voice as he cried : 

"It's a devil machine, sir ! And it killed both 
Professor Winter and his friend !" 

My immédiate thorough examination corroborated 
beyond ail doubt my first conclusion that Mr. Barton 
was really dead. 

Summer, upon being questioned, stated that Bar- 
ton had that day come and had immediately gone 
to the library. A few minutes later the old servant 
had heard him start the machinery on the table. 
Having a prémonition of disaster, he had crept to 
the closed door and had tremblingly listened. 

Suddenly there had been a loud shriek from the 
machinery, and a horrible groan from Barton. 
Wrenching open the door, Summer had rushed in- 
side and had pulled out the main switch on the wall, 
which he knew controlled the machinery. But he 
had been too late. Something had gone wrong with 
the machinery, and it had cost Barton his life. 

The very next day I received a bulky registered 
package by mail from Barton, dated a day earlier. 
The package included a manuscript and a letter which 
explained many things. 

Evidently Barton knew that he was going to his 
death, for he had left his entire fortune to charity, 
and before his fatal experiment, had written the 
entire manuscript, in compliance with the dying re- 
quest of my friend, Professor Winter. 

In his letter to me, Barton requested me to publish 
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the manuscript he had written, and told me that 
he was going to try to reach his soul mate, the 
woman he loved on the plane below the infra-red. 

I have carried ont the request as a sacred trust 

to both Barton and my dear friend, Professer Win- 
ter, and must let the world judge the merit or 
demerit of the case. 

(Signed) Frank Evans, M.D. 

THE END 

ROBUR THE CONQUEROR 

there by several peaks, lost in the snows that bounded 
the horizon. 

Leaning against the fore-cabin, so as to keep 
their places notwithstanding the speed of the ship, 
they watched these colossal masses, vvhich seemed to 
be running away from the aeronef. 

"The Himalayas, evidently," said Phil Evans; 
"and probably Robur is going round their base, so 
as to pass into India." 

"So much the worse," answered Uncle Prudent. 
"On that immense territory vve shall perhaps be able 
to " 

"Unless he goes round by Burmah to the east, or 
Nepaul to the west." 

"Anyhow, I defy him to go through them." 
"Indeed !" said a voice. 
The next day, the 28th of June, the Albatross 

was in front of the huge mass above the province 
of Zang. On the other side of the chain was the 
province of Nepaul. These ranges block the road 
into India from the north. The two northern ones, 
between which the aeronef was gliding like a ship 
between enormous reefs, are the first steps of the 
Central Asian barrier. The first was the Kuen Lung, 
the other the Karakorum, bordering the longitudi- 
nal valley parallel to the Himalayas, from which the 
Indus flows to the west and the Brahmapootra to the 
east. 

What a superb orographical system ! More than 
two hundred summits have been measured, seven- 
teen of which exceed twenty-five thousand feet. In 
front of the Albatross, at a height of twenty-nine 
thousand feet, towered Mount Everest. To the right 
was Dhawalagiri, reaching twenty-six thousand eight 
hundred feet, and relegated to second place since the 
measurement of Mount Everest. 

Evidently Robur did not intend to go over the top 
of these peaks ; but probably he knew the passes of 
the Himalayas, among others that of Ibi Ganim, 

By Jules Verne 

{Concluded from page 849) 
which the brothers Schlagintweit traversed in 1856 
at a height of twenty-two thousand feet. And to- 
wards it he went. 

Several hours(of palpitation, becoming quite pain- 
ful, followed; and-although the raréfaction of the air 
was not such as to necessitate recourse being had to 
the spécial apparatus for renewing the oxj'gen in the 
cabins, the cold was excessive. 

Robur stood in the bow, his sturdy figure wrapped 
in a great-coat. He gave the orders, while Tom 
Turner was at the helm. The engineer kept an at- 
tentive watch on his batteries, the acid in which for- 
tunately ran no risk of congélation. The screws, 
running at the full strength of the current, gave 
forth a note of intense shrillness in spite of the low 
density of the air. The barometer showed twenty- 
three thousand feet in altitude. 

Magnificent was the grouping of the chaos of 
mountains ! Everywhere were brilliant white sum- 
mits. There were no lakes, but glaciers descending 
ten thousand feet towards the base. There was no 
herbage, only a few phanerogams on the limit of 
vegetable life. Down on the lower flanks of the 
range were splendid forests of pines and cedars. 
Here were none of the gigantic feras and inter- 
minable parasites stretching from tree to tree as in 
the thickets of the jungle. There were no animais 
—no wild horses, or yaks, or Thibetan bulls. Occa- 
sionally a sacred gazelle showed itself far down the 
slopes. There were no birds, save a couple of those 
crows which can rise to the utmost Hmits of the 
respirable air. 

The pass at last was traversed. The Albatross 
began to descend. Corning from the hills ont of 
the forest région there was now beneath them an 
immense plain stretching far and wide. 

Then Robur stepped up to his guests, and in a 
pleasant voice remarked, "India, gentlemen !" 

END OF PART I 
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Discussion 

In this department we shall discuss, every month, topics o£ interest to readers. The editors invite correspondence on ail subjects 
directly or indirectly related to the stories appearing in this magazine. In case a spécial personal answer is required, a nominal fee 

of 2Sc to cover time and postage is required. 

AN INGENIOUS CRITICISM AFFECTING FREQUENCY OF ETHER WAVES 
Editer, Amazing Storifs: 

I am an interested reader of your Amazing 
Stories, and not to take up too much of your 
valuable lime, I will be brief. 

In the story, "Around the Universe," by Ray 
Cummings, the author fails to take any account 
of the high speed effect of his Space Flier on 
the vibrations of light. 

If the rate of red vibrations is to that of violet 
as 8:15, a speed of 186,000 miles per second would 
cause the light coming from ahead to reach up 
iuto the ultra-violet scale, and the light of the world 

behind would sink down the scale and be smothered 
in infra-red darkness, to reappear again ahead, 
as the Flier is cutting the vibrations from behind. 
With increase of speed. these vibrations would 
rise in the scale, until they, too, would disappear 
beyond the ultra-violet. Furthermore, catching u,p 
with the vibrations and cutting them the reverse 
way, would make the world they were leaving 
seem to rccede ahead. There would be several 
more fantastic developments, e. g., in the case of 
the light coming in at an angle. 

Yet at tbe rate of 740,000,000 miles per second, 

1 the author bas the stars ahead open up and sepa- 
rate and close up again behind. 

At that rate, and a higher one, the Creator alone 
knows what the increased vibrations would do to 
the électrons and protons that are supposcd to con- 
stitute the atoms of a Flyer or any people therein. 

For the next trip Cummings might fix up a 
speedometer out of the spectroscope and a delicate 
grayitational indicator might serve to indicate tbe 
régions most nearly void of matter. 

W. P. Wuebben, Dounellson, la. 
(Continued on page 904) 
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BUILD 

YOUROWN 

i 

i 
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CONSTITUTION 

You can build a beautifui Ship 
Model as low as $4.98 or a Loud- 
speaker Ship Model for $12.50 wîth 
your own hands in a few hours of 
pleasant pastime front parts, eut to 
fit and ready to assemble, supplied 
by the largest builders of ship 
models in the world. 

A fifteen-year-old school boy won 
first prize in a model building con- 
test with a Constitution model built 
from our kit of parts. More than 
1,000 models were entered in this 
contest. 

y" 

S»? ■i* 

Size: 30' high: 32" long: 
(overall) 

10" wide 
LA PINTA 

A ship model loud speaker 
Size: 28" high; 27" long: 12" wide (overall) 

We will supply the parts for the Constitution (Old 
Ironsides) eut to fit and ready to assemble for $6.98. This 
price includes every part necessary for constructing the 
complété model. Full instructions for assembling Old 
Ironsides are included with each kit. A diagram of parts, 
showing the number of the parts and just exactly how to 
piece together the model, make it impossible for you to 
make a mistake. Other beautiful ship models can be built 
from our eut to fit and ready to assemble parts. We have 
kits for the Santa Maria, the La Pinta and the Mayflower 
at $+.98 each. 

This is the most beautiful loud speaker on the market. 
We will supply you with ail parts necessary and complété 
instructions for building this beautiful loud speaker ship 
model. The price of $12.50 also includes the melody 
sail and loud speaker unit. The unit is of the Electro 
Magnet type and does not require power amplification 
to bring out the low notes as it gives faithful reproduc- 
tion at ail frequencies. The mainmast is deeply imbedded 
in the solid wood hull and the unit is attached to this 
mast, making it impossible for counter-vibrations to afiect 
reproduaion. 

A USEFUL AND ORNAMENTAL HOME DECORATION 

No doubt you have often admired ship models and 
vearned to possess one but could not do so because the 
price was too high. Let the WORLD'S LARCiEbT 
BUILDERS OF SHIP MODELS AND SHIP MODEL 
LOUD SPEAKERS supply you with ail the necessary 
parts, eut to fit and ready to assemble from which you 
can build a beautiful model. _ _ 

You need not know anything about ship building or 
carpenter work in order to build one of these ships. No 
spécial knowledge of ship model building is necessary 
either. We will supply ail the parts, from the hull down 
to the smallest piece, ail eut to fit and ready to assemble. 
You cannot go wrong. Diagrams and plans of parts 
that are included with each kit tell exactly what to do 
with each part. 

These plans show you step by step just how the model 
is constructed. Everything is made so simple that even a 
small child can build a beautiful model. 

Ail you need is a small hammer to tap the parts mto place. 
Hcrc is a part of the instructions copicil word for word trom tnc 
diagram and instruction shcct that goes with the kits. 1 ake 
part No 57 place it in front end of part No. 56 and tap liglitly 
with a hammer. Next takc part No. 58 and place it up agamst 
No. 57 and tap it with a hammer to bring it mto place. 

MINIATURE SHIP MODELS, Inc. 

3818-20-22-24 Baring St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
Canadian Brunch: 1483 BUury St., Montréal, Canada 

CxnadUn Pricn Slighlly Higber. S«nd ail Caaadun Order. 
(• Can ad mi Ode*. 

Easy! Nothing simpler. The instructions are like that 
from beginning to end. Do this and that and before you 
realize it a beautiful ship model lias grown before your 
eyes. 

Write for our free, beautifully illustrated catalog, which 
contains photographs of ail our models together with com- 
plété détails and price of each. We will send this catalog 
without obligation to you. Fill in the coupon below and 
we will act upon it immediately. 

If, after assembling the model according to our instruc- 
tions, you do not think it worth many times the purchaso 
price, return it to us in good condition and we will gladly 
refund your money. 

r ' 
I 
I 

MINIATURE SHIP MODELS, Inc., DEPT. M3 
3818-20-22-24 Baring St., Phila., Pa. 

Pleasc send me complète parts, eut to fit and ready to assemble 
for the Constitution, S6.98 D ; Santa Maria. $4.98 Q ; La Pinta, 
$4.98 O; Mayflower. $4.98 O. Melody Ships: La Pinta. 
$12.50 □; Santa Maria, $12.50 D; Mayflower, $12.50 Q. I 
will pay postman purchasc price plus postage (a few cents). 

Cbeck which model you want shipped. 
PLEAib PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY. 

Name   
Street or R. F. D  
City   
State   
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StudentReceives $250 

ForaFewCartooiis 

JUST read the following "straight 
from the shoulder" letter and you'll 

see why we say that the Washington 
School of Cartooning can préparé you 
for the big pay field of Cartooning, in 
your spare time, at home, by mail. 

"The enclosed cartoons," says O. A. 
Pokrandt, a Wisconsin student, "are 
samples of my progress in drawing. 1 
liave received $250 for these and the en- 
closed letter will show that I have a 
ready market for my work in the future. 
The making of cartoons has been one 
round of pleasure and enjoyment as well 
as profitable to me." 

Cartooning Pays Big 
There s no more attractive or highly paid 

profession today than Cartooning. Millions 
of dollars are spent every year on cartoons. 
Capable cartoonists earn from $50 to $250 a 
week. Learn to draw side-splitting comics— 
right at home in spare time through this 
amazing method that has already been tested 
and proved by raany Washington School 
Graduâtes. No spécial talent or previous 
training needed. No drudgery. And in a 
very short time you should be ready to make 
money drawing cartoons. 

Send for FREE Book 
A new handsomely illustrated book has just been 

printed, which gives ail the most up-to-date in- 
formation on the wonderful opportumties in Car- 
tooning, and shows how (bis startling method 
cnables you to enter this field. It tells ail about 
our students—their suecess—«what they say—actual 
reproductions of their work—how they raade quîck 
profits while studying. This attractive book will 
be sent without cost or obligation. Send for it. 
Mail coupon NOW. No obligation. (No sales- 
mau will call.) 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING 
Room 2612-E. Ill3-I5th St., N. W. 

Washington, D. C. 

Washington School of Cartooning, 
Room 2612-E, III5-15th St., N.W.. Washington, D.C. 
Pleaso send me without obltgatlon, your illustrated FREE 
BOOKLET on Cartooning and offer to new students. 
Namo   

(Write Namo Plalnly) State whether Mr., Miss or Mrs. 
Address   
City   State. 

FOURTH DIMENSION STORIES AND IN- 
TERPLANETARY VOYAGING ASKED FOR 
Editor, Amazing Sxories: 

Will you let a "longhorn" Texan "hom in" on 
the "Letlers from the Readers" column ? 1 have 
been reading Amazing Stories since the first issue. 
Indced, it is the only fiction magazine that I read 
regularly. Wild west stories and the old thread- 
bare love plots long ago ceased to thrill me. I be- 
gan searchinç for "out-of-the-ordinary" stories in 
libraries and in the current magazines. I soon read 
ail of Wells, Verne, Defoe, Poe and the few other 
older classic writers of this type of story and I 
began wishing that some eulerprising editor would 
publish a magazine featuring this kind of story. 
Amazing Stories is a very satisfactory materializa- 
tion of this wish. 

I have just finished reading Ray Cummings' 
"Around the Univcrse" and found it not only enter- 
taining but artistic in the extreme from the stand- 
point of short story technique. The dream characler 
of Sir Isaac impersonating the well-known writers 
of scientifiction was entirely pleasing. However, it 
seems to me that Mr. Cummings overstepped the 
bounds of goo<I science—or even dream science— 
when he placcd a solid encompassing shell about the 
ntom. To have had the Professor, ïubby and 
Ameena plunge into the realm of Empyrean Fire 
of the old Ptolemaic theorists would have been just 
as scientific. But no matter, Mr. Cummings suc- 
ceeded in putting over some good lessons in 
astronomy in a litlle more pleasing language than 
one usually finds in textbooks. 

Of ail the stories published in our magazine to 
date I liked Serviss' "The Second Deluge" best. 
Seing an astronoraer myself in a more or less ama- 
teurish sort of way, I know Mr. Serviss as an au- 
thority on modem astronomy, as well as a weaver 
of charming taies. At least one such sériai a year 
from the peu of Mr. Serviss would grcatly enhancc 
the value of the magazine to me. I think the read- 
ers are also fortunate in getting the new stories of 
H. G. Wells—as well as his older stuff. I consider 
Mr. Wells one of the most far-sighted thinkers of 
our âge. His ability to forecast scientific progress 
and achievement of the future is alœost uncanny, 
as evideneed by some of his older scientifiction 
novels, such as "When the Slccper Awakes" and 
"The War in the Air," and short stories likc 

'"Armageddon," "In the Days of the Cornet," etc. 
Only one story has appeared in Amazing Stories 

so far that I could not seera to like. That was "Red 
Dust." In fact, I much piefer stories like "The 
Visitation," in wbicb the whole theme is optimistic, 
and the destiny of the human race is painted in 
brighter colors. Don't we see enough of the morbid 
in real life without hringing it too forcibly into 
fiction? After ail, isn't it just as probable that an 
invading race from Mars or Venus would bring 
good to the world as bad? 

l'lease give us more Fourth Dimcnsional stories. 
f consider this one of the most interesting subjects 
of modem science. Rclativity and the Fourth 
Dimension have already radically ebanged our scien- 
tific thought. What our ideas and conccptious of 
the univcrse will be one hundred years hence no 
one can say, but it is a safe bet such conceptions 
will be molded to a great extent by relative and 
ultra-thrce-dimensional mathematics. 

In closing may I repeat that Amazing Stories 
fills a long felt want in my reading diet. May it 
prosper and grow far into the future of which ils 
authors dream. May it be a true prophet of scien- 
tific achievements to conte as ils sister Gernsback 
publications have been. 

Sterling Bunch, 
Fort Worth, Tex. 

[We firmly believe that, if the stories we publish 
wcrc restricted to absolutc fact, with the imagina- 
tion of the authors permifted to go only into the 
realm of cold actuality, much of the interest of 
Amazing Stories would vanish. 

We are surprised at your views of the story, 
"The Red Dust," even if it is not optimistic. The 
majority of our readers found a good deal of charm 
in the présentation of the primitive life and in the 
suggestion which it carried of a future devclop- 
ment, and of the process of éducation through the 
générations.—EDITOR.] 

THE SEMI-MONTHLY MAGAZINE—MORE 
ABOUT RAY CUMMINGS' "UNIVERSE" 

Editor, Amazing Stories: 
I have been waliting to Write you and comniend 

you on your wonderful magazine for some time, 
but owing to my inability to type fast I bave uo 
attempted it. 

Beforc ï say anything I wish to emphasize m> 
dcsîrc for a semi-monthly magazine. In your Oc- 
lober issue, Raymond Jaureguy gives a rcason for 
not putting the magazine out twicc a mont h, which 
is that iu the average home five dollars a year is 
too large a sum to pay for a magazine. 

As you say that a greater part of the raagaziuc's 
circulation is at the news stands I am sure that 
those who buy it every montb could dig up twenty- 
five cents tnnee a montb instead if they appreciatc 
the stories as much as "Discussions" testify. What 
do you think, Mr. Editor? 

I never darc to bring an issue of Amazing 
Stories to school (as I have donc) bccause I know 
that I would have very little left to read myself 
when the day is ended. 

And now for a bit to say about the stories them- eplvoç Crrn.1(rp f t»",,.-!, îi rrvrn- c".". —A f ---m.. 

The Old 
Rsllablo Crédit 
fowelers 

, Oopt. G 303 
108 N. 

State St. 
IBROS.&Caïâïï chlihgo 

DIAMKfE 

AS 
,L0W 
1 AS lAWEEfl 

Genuine DlamondsGuaranteed 
CASH OR CREDIT ' 

. Bsautiful DlamendsforChrlstmasI 
Diamonds for Christmas at a great saving 1 Daz- 
zling gems of fine blue white color—ail spécial 
importations—exquisitely set in mountings of 
solid 18-k white gold. Buy direct from Loftis, 
the importer, and save what others pay to mid- 
dlemen. Order now—direct from this adl 

lot jour freo ox.min.- ——- tion on roqaost. Crédit ^ Terma: Pay one-tenth rr' > down; balnncowookly. v> soml-montbly, ormonthly at your convenfonco. Ail RoodH doliverod on first paymeot. 
Christmas 

CataiogFree! 
\U// 132-pag© book. il- luatrating our Dis» 

V^l monde, Watchce, Jewolry, Silvcr- 
* yarc, and Rift ar- ticles for ail occa— 
•ion», sont abeolutely 

freo. Write today. 

No. 877 
160 

SI .25 a wk. 

$160 
S3.7S a wk. 

m 

No. 830 
c :r. 81.75 

Roctangular 
WHst Watch No. 868; Solid 14-k whllo ttold. « n-- 16 Jswela. Oold fllled V* bracelet to match. $S6. $3.60 down. $3.60 a montb. 

m 
No. 878 $100 

82.50 v a wk. 

884 
137.50 

$1 . a wk. 

887 
<100 $2.50 

Cushlon Nickel, e Jewela-hlgh CO Cft 
Strao Watch srradoLealheretraD. Spécial -po-JW 

bé&SiââM. Railroad 
Watches— 

Weddlng Rings No. 824-The •'Elito" eolid 18-k 7 Cft whita «old . . . Sot with 8 Diamonds, Î22.50; 6 Dieraonds. 32.50; 7 Diamonds, $42.SO; 9 Diaroondu, 852.50; 12 Dlnmonda. 567.90. AUplatinum. |26. With 8 Dinmondn. 
V  160;. 5 DJampnde.^ gOj n»; o ismmunu» • Diamonds. 880; o um- monde, $100; clrcled by Diamonda. $200. 

Guaranteed to Pass 
Inspactlon 

HAMILTON NO. 992, SI J.wela, Adjuetod to 6 PosliionB. Gold ttlled 26-Year Quulity 
ELGIN'S LATEST RAYMOND. 21 Jewola, 8 Adjustmenta. Runa •lOhoursonowlndinir.GoId CCC fillod 20-Y car Quallty Case 
ILLINOIS "BUNN SPECIAL." 21 Jowels. Adjuated to 6 Poai- . tlona. Gold fillod 26.Yoar Quallty Caao. COhours, 1 Ctn wlnding  
Crédit at Cash Prices 

Send for Free Catalog! * 

ecomea 

iTfTTT» 

Attractive money maklnp op- 
portunllles in Portrait. Com- mercial ami News Photography, 
or Gel Into Motion Picture 
Photography. Caméra Men 
Earn $50 to $250 a Week. 
FascinaCing Work; lu big dc- 
iuaml. You can learn at Homo 
or in our N. Y. Studios. 

FREE BOOK Tells How— 
How to prépare for Hlgh 

Salaricd position. How to start your own business. 
How lo mako money in sparo 

time. 
Write for this big illustrated 
Book and Job Chart today—FREE. 
N. Y. INSTITUTE 0F PHOTOGRAPHY. Dcpt. 103 10 West 33rd Street. New York, N. Y. 

y 

CREE 

® ^ Fine» Te rme lone 
S2U Musical Instruments 

hiltar. Banjo. Cornet.           io Mandolin. Yoa will ■rond to own any one of theso instruments and wo will glvo you one wivuout çost. A few conta a day for Iobsodb is your only oxponso. Our systom of toaching is so essy that you can plny soveral pièces by nota with tbo first four lossons. Wo «unrnntco succoss or no charge. In- strument and lesaona sent on one week's freo trial. Write for book- lot today. no obligation. Over 200.000 eatisfied pupils. 
CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF MU9IC. INC. 
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WHOLESALE PRÎCES > 

— for Dealers, Community Set Builders, General Repairmen and Agents — 
Be sure to get this great 100-page book with net prices to the radio trade. 

Radio Specialty Company is radio's oldcst radio parts mail order house in the country, and the new confidential prices on 
standard radio merchandise are the lowest of any radio house. 
We are ready now to appoint additional agents in ail parts of the country. Il you care contemplating making big money in 
radio merchandise, be sure to get in touch with us at once. 

WHEN WRITING 
TO US, 

USE YOUR 
LETTERHEAD 
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FROM RADIO'S OLDEST 
MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
TTTB are Iho oldcst ostablished. exclusive radio mail order house in the 
' ■ country. Our mollo 1s "Quick Shlpraenl." AU orders are shipped 

wlthin 24 hours. Qulck, prompt, courleous service. We carry a large 
varlety of radio paru and flndlngs than any radio houso In the country. 

'RASCO HAS IT" 
If you aro In nced of certain small radio paris lhat other radio and 

mail order houses do not bother to carry. get the Uasco paris catalog 
and you wlll flnd them there. anythlng from a screw to coppor rlbbon and téléphoné dlaphragins. as wcll as thousands of othor small radio flndlngs. 
Just to mention a few: 

Lugs, nuls, dlals, vernlcr dlals, jacks. plugs, every klnd of knob. cords, 
panels, screws, sliders, washors, sélénium, tlnfoll. swltchcs. crystals, cap 
nuts. Lit/ wlre, cord tlps, brass rods, résistances, namo plates, sprlng 
bindlng posts, swltch parts, métal rlbbon. carbon balls, blndlng posls, 
nll types, swltch points, swltch levers, lock washers. carbon grains, ground clamps. métal pointers. Insulated tubing. low melllng métal, anlcnna con- 
nectors, bus bar wlre, as wcll as thousands of other articles. 

We carry the Largest Variety of Small Radio Parts In the World. 
BUT We also carry ALL standard radio merchandise. ANYTHING IN RADIO 

RADIO SPECIALTY CÛ., 94A PARK PLACE, NEW YORK CITY. N. Y. 
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F R E E ! 
Book, "How 
to Marcel 
Wave Your 
Own Hair," 
lo ail w li o 
r e p1 y on 
coupon. 

Sensatiomî New 

Trench Invention gives 

qA Perfect 

MarceïWme 

in 13 minutes"— cost2r 
Noi a concoction from a boiflc—not a 
Micky, messy lotion—not a "trick" brush 
—not a "magie" cap—not an antiquated 
''curling" devicc — not a "acicntific" sub- 
stitutc or the old-fashioncd kid curlcr. 
This amazing French invention is posilively 
guaranlccd aelualty to marcel wave any head 
of hair in 15 minutes al a cost of less than 2c. 

By Mlle. Renee Duval 
FROM Pans I have brouKht t" American women 

the greatest beauty secret of ail time. French 
hairoressers bave Ruardcd it jcalously for 

many years. This secret will cnbance the beauty 
of any woman's hair a hundred fold. And there is 
but one simple, easy thing to do. Now 
every American woman and «irl can 
know, for the first time, the real and 
truc secret of the French woman's 
always pcrfectly marcelled hair—i . . Ptr 
thing that has 
caused Ameri- 
can women 
mu eh amaze- 
ment. 

Simple to 
Use—Perfect 
in R e s u 11 s 

Il \i $o simple—a small, inezpcnslre, 
easy-to-uu thlnic—the invention of a fomous French halrdrcsser—It Is callcd 

the Marcelwarcr. I broughl II lo America — ray friends hero 
perfccted It—then sent It ta 1.000 American women to try 
for Ihcmselïcs. It gave such per- fect resulls—proved of such 
«real ronrcnlcncc — saved thoso 
who Irled It ao much moncy— 
that every one of these 1.000 
women naked lo keep 11—and (hoir friends sent me orders for 
thouiandl of Marcelwavers. 
This Secret Yours FRHE! 

Do not send me money —Just 
your naine and addross on the 
coupon below. l'il al once send 
you this secret — and a FRKE 
eopy of my famous book. "now lo Marcel Wave Your Own 
Ualr," Bend today. 

MARCELWAVER COMPANY 
Dept. W-59 Cincinnati, Ohio 

AGENTS! 
Men and Women 

-Marcelwavor 1s taklmr 
American women by 
slorm. Blggesl oarn- 
Ings evor belng modo by agents ovorywhoro. 
You must gel In on 
ground floor boforo ail 
lerrltory Is token. 
Send — today — for 
complété Informollon —ail FREE! 

Mlle. Renee Duval, Dept. W-59 
MARCEL WAVER CO.. Cincinnati, Ohio 
Please send me at once your preclous secret of a oer- 
fectly marcelled head of hair in 15 minutes al a cost 
me information must be PUEK to 
( ) Chcck hcrc if interested m agent's offer. 
Namc e.. e..... 
Addrets. 
Cily. ... 
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egotistical, 1. myself, had the same idea about the 
universe whicb Ray Cummings wrote about in his 
story "Around the Universe." I thought that we 
might possibly bc on what is a speck of dust in a 
greater, stupcndously more large sphere than the 
onc which we proudly call nursclvcs of. We might 
be floating around wilh our little world in the spacc 
between the air molécules of the other world's at- 
mosphère. What is a million years of time in our 
universe niay be a splil fraction of a second to 
them, 

Again, their world may be a speck of dust in an- 
other in relative proportion of their size to us, and 
so on forever. Food for thought? 

"The Moon Pool" stands m my raind as the 
"best ever." 

Yours for a still better magazine. 
Bob Emmett, 

San Francisco, Cal. 
[The question of publishing the magazine twicc a 

month seenis to bc a very open onc wilh many 
pros and cons, but llie semi-monlhly magazine will 
not bc slartcd for some lime to corne. Your appré- 
ciation of Ray Cummings' story is of interest in 
view of the fact that another correspondent has 
taken up the same subject with cqual interest.— 
EDITOR.] 

AMAZING STORIES ON THE NEWS 
STANDS 

Editor, Amazing Siories; 
Having bcen a reader of your magazine, Amaz- 

ing Stories, for over a year, I have always re- 
membered the date on which the monlhly issue is 
due to appear on the news stands, and have not 
missed a single copy since 1 first bogan reading it. 
Perhaps you wonder why I do not subscribc and 
save the trouble of liaving to go to the news stand 
for my copy. That is because I am constantly trav- 
eling front onc place to another, and il would give 
you too much trouble in ebanging my address. ifow- 
ever, no maltcr wherc I am, once 1 get my copy 
of Amazing Stories I do not let even a train 
wreck or a motor accident disturb my interest in 
finishing onc of the stories containcd in ils pages, 
corne what may. 

For some time I have followed the discussions 
concerning autliors, stories, suggestions, etc. con- 
taincd in the pages of Amazing Stories, and bave 
notieed that there seems to be an cagerncss toward 
having you publish Amazing Stories twicc a 
month. wilh ail kinds of suggestions as to the 
"how." Much as the publishers of the magazine 
would likc to do this, and there is no doubt that 
they could sccure sulficient material, surcly it would 
hardly bc praclical inasmuch as the magazine is 
bardly two years old, contains so fcw advcrtisc- 
menls, and is not yct paying for ilsclf, if I under- 
stand this correctly. I am quitc sure that the 
publication of Amazing Stories once a month is 
really rcmarkablc, eonsidering the difficultics it had 
to slart out with and is still encountering. If folks 
would give il time. I am sure it will advance 
slowly but surely into one of the outstanding sci- 
entific publications yct to corne. Provided this will 
bc truc, f do not believe that ils présent rcaders 
will mind waiting a while until it is announced that 
Amazing Stories is paying for itself, advcrlisers 
are a good dcal more confident in it, and above 
ail yc editor will bc eonsidering printing it twice 
a month. 

There is another thing X would likc to say in 
regard to Amazing Stories as it is now, and that 
is that the style of type used is very plain and 
rcadable, the illustrations wcll placcd and every 
page neat and attractive to the eye. It has bcen 
the practice of other magazines as they grow oldcr 
lo change the size of type and often, in doing so, 
lose suhscrihcrs accustomed to the old form of plain 
and rcadable type. Though in lime you may re- 
arrange your forms and illustrations, I think it 
would be unwise to swftch to a diflcrcnl kind of 
type, as the présent kind is excellent. 

So far I have not commented upon or perhaps 
dropped a hint of criticism concerning your stories 
or autbors, but I may some other time, who knows? 

Joseph C. Collins, 
Lakewood, O. 

[We are glad that our correspondent approves of 
our very clear and rcadable type. Legibijity is of 
course, a great thing, and wc shall ccrtainly keep 
it in mind as a permanent fcaturc of Amazing 
Stories.—EDITOR.] 
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CAN YOU SELL GAS AT 

5c PER G AL.? 

Any man who can 
scll gas at 5c per 
gallon should write 
at once to Frank 
Andrews, Dept. 976- 
T. 154 E. Frie St., 
Chicago, III. H i s 
agents make as high 
as $3,000.00 a month. 
Send for free trial, 
a day guarantee to proof and $15.00 
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ovorythingr—S100 and up. Eaay pnyments. We train you FREE 
rightathorae. Start mskintr ? moncy at once. Write today for Frro Book of Opportunity. 
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I Dept. A-l CARROLL U RUMSEY Drexel Bldg., Phila. 
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to Increaso your arms ono-half Invh In slzo, chcst ono full Inch. slrcmith 
25%, health. 100% In ono wcok'a 
Umo. by followlng ray Inslruollons 
and uslng my oiorclsor 10 mlnutos 
mornlngs and at night. Send tl for 
complote course and oicrclsers. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed or tl rofundod. 

PROF. J. A. DRYER 
Box 1850-F Chicago, 111. 
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spécial dcpnrtmcnts for every memoer of the famlly. Send your nnme. oddress nnd 10 cents wlthout delay. 
Th® Pnthflndor, Dopt.c.2, Washington,D.C. i 

.State. 

« 

A a 

Travel On "Uncle Sam's" Pay Roll 
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS—S1900 lo S2700 YEAR 

MAIL CARRIERS 
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Good Chemists Command High Salaries 
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^ T. O'CONOR StOANE. ^ 
A.B.. A.M., LL.D., Ph.D. 

NotcU Instniclor. L^clurer and 
Aulhor. Fonntrly Treasurer Ameri- 
can Chemical Society and a practlral 
chemin wlih many well known 
achlereiuents to hls crédit. Nul 
only lu» Dr. Sloane tadgbt cheœU- 
try for yearj but be «a» for many 
year* engaged in commercial chemli- 
try wurk. 
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and you cam make yourself indépendant for 
life by unearthng one of chemistry's yet 
undiscovered secrets. 
Do you remember how thc taies of pirate gold used to lire 
your iinaginniion and makc you vvant to sail the uncharted 
scas in searcli of trcasure and adventure? And then you 
would regret that such things wcre no longer done. But that 
is a mistake. They are done—today and everyday—not on 
dcsert islands, but in thc chemical laboratories throughout 
your own country. Quietly, systematically, the chemist works. 
Mis work is difficult, but more adventurous than the blood- 
curdiing deeds of the Spanish Main. Instead of meeting an 
early and violent dcath on some forgotten shore, he gathers 
wealth and honor through lus invaluable contributions to hu- 
manity. Alfred Nobel, the Swedish chemist who invented 
dynamite, made so many millions that the income alone from 
his bequcsts provides five $40,000 prizes every year for the 
advancement of science and peace. C. M. Hall, the chemist 
who discovered how to manufacture aluminum made millions 
through this discovery. F. G. Cottrell, who devised a valu- 
able process for recovering the waste from flue gascs, James 
Gayley, who showed how to save enormous losses in steel 
manufacture, L. H. Baekeland, who invented Bakélite—these 
are only a fcw of the men to whom fortunes bave corne 
through their chemical achievements. 

Now 1s the Time to Study Chemistry 
Not only are thrso boundleu opportunlllei for amattint 
wealth In Chrmislry. but the profejjlon afford. contmlal 
employmenl «1 auixl mlarles lo hundroila of lliauMmls who morely follow out Us présent applU'alloni. Tlieie appli- 
cations are Innumerable, touchlna Intlnialely etery busi- 
ness and erery produrt In the Horld. The uoru of the 
chcuilst can hardly ho called work al ail. Il Is the kcencsl and inost cnjuyable ktnd of ploasuru. Tho days 
In a chcuiiral laborstory are lllled wlth thrllllna and 
dellahlfut oipcrlmenlatlon, wlth ttie allurlng prospect of 
a dlscoicry that may spcll Fortune always al hand lo 
spur your cnlhuslasm. 

You Can Learn at Home 
To qualify for thls rcmarkable calling rcqulres elaborate speciollzcd tratning. Formerly il was 
nccoiiary to attend a unlverslty for torcral years to acquire thaï tralnlng. but thankf to our 
highly perfected and thorough »y»tera of instruction, you can now tuy a! home. Keep your J 
position, and let us tducate you In Chemistry durlng your spare tlme. Eren wlth only commun f 

' Ikooling you can take our course and equlp yourself for immédiate praclical work in a chemical > 
laboratory. Dr. Sloane gives erery one of his sludenls the same careful, Personal super- y 
vision that iiiade hlm celebrated throughout hls long career as a collège professor Your J 
Instruction from the rery beglnnlng is made interestlng and praclical, and wr supply yuu •vith upparatus and chemlcals for performlng the fasclnallng analyses and eaperlmental . 
wurk thaï plays such a large part in our fflethod of tcaching, and you are awarded the J 

What Some of Our Sludenls 
Say of This Course: 

I hjrc not «rltlcn line» I recelred thc bl( 
sel. 1 can mil say that II far oxcceded my 
anticipations, Slncc 1 baro been studytns ullh 
your school I bave been uppolntc*! cliumlst for 
thc Scranton Coal Co. tcstlnt ail thc coal and 
•sh by proslmsl» snalyili. Thc Icssuns src 
hclplng nie wondcrfuUy, and (ho Intcrcatlnic way 
In whlcb Uiey uru wrlllcn innkes me walt pa- 
llcntly for cach lésion.—MORI-AIS COUZENS. 

1 wiih lo eiprcu my apprcclnllun of your 
prompt rcply to my Icllcr and lo tho rccom- 
mcndalton lo tho Ocncral Klcclrlc Co, 1 tn- 
tend to slart ttie sludcnt onglnccrlnK course ut 
thc works. Thls 1s toroowhat along elcctrlcal 
Unes, but the fact that I had a iccotnmcnda- 
tlon from a rcllablc school no doubl had ron- 
sldcrahle Inducnce In hclplna mu to secure tho 
Job.—H. VAN BKNTHUYSKN. 

So far l're been more Hun ploased wllli 
your course and ans stlll dolns nlccly. 1 hope 
to be your honor (raduale thls ytat.—J. M. 
N0BKU8. JR. I Bnd your course «cllant and your inslruc- 
llon. Uuthfully. thc clearesl and bcsl usera- 
bled 1 hue eter lakcn. and Jours Is thc flfth 
one I'to studled.—JAMES J. KEIJ.Y. 

From llia Unie I was liavlng Chemistry It 
bas nover been thus explalncd to nu- us It li 
now. I nm recommcndlng you highly to my 
ftlcnds. and urglng Ihcin lo bccomc merobers 
of such an organlgallon,—CUAULES BEN- 
JAilIN. 

I sball always rocolumend your scllool to my 
frlenda and let them koow lai» almple your lés- 
ions are.—C. J. AkfIJAHL. 

1 am more than plcascd. Tou dlg rlght In 
from tho slart. I ara golng to got somewliore 
wlth thls course. I am so glad that I found 
you—A. A. CAMERON. 

1 use your lessons ronstantly as 1 find 11 
more thorough than most tell booka I can 
secure—WM. II. TÏBBS, 

Tbanklng you for your lésions, whlcb I flnJ 
not only clear and conrlse, but wonderfully 
Interestlng. 1 am—ROBT. II. TBATLOR 

I reccltcd employiucnt In thc Consolidated 
Cas Co. 1 approctato vety murh the good 
serrlce of the school when a rccouimendallun 
was asked fur.—JOS. DECKER. 

Expérimental Equipment 
Furnished to Every Student 

We give to erery student «rlthout addltlonal charge thls 
rhrmlcal ciulpnicnl, tncludlng forty-nlnc plcces of labora- 
tory apparalui and supplies, and forty dlITercnl clicmlcali 
and reagents. Thcso comprise the apparatus and rhemleals 
used for Ihu expérimental work of the course. The Blted 
heary woodeo box serve» not only as a caae for the outflt 
but also as a uicful laboratory aceessory for performlng 
cuunllcss expcrlmcnls. 

CHEMICAL INSTITUTE 
OF NEW YORK, Inc. 

Home Extension Division 12 
16-A E. 30th Street. NEW YORK CITY 

. CHEMICAL 
f INSTITUTE 

OF NEW YORK 
Home Extension 

Division 12 
16-A E. 30tli St. 
NEW YORK CITY 

Inslllute's uOIclal dlploma attor you bave lallsfactotlly votuplelcd th. course. 

Easy Monthly Payments 
You don't hate to hare even llio small priée of thc course lo start. Tou can 
pay for 11 In small rnonthly umounts—so small (bat you won't fccl thom. 
Thc l'osl of our course Is very low. and Indudes everythlng. aven tho e 
chemistry oulBt—therc are no éliras lo buy wlth our course. Our plan / ..... c 5 ,"iî ul 0""' 
of monthly psymenls places a chcmlral éducation wlthln thc reach of y wlthoul any obllgallon on my 
everyonc. Write us and Ici us explaln our plan In full—glve us tho ..ba". your free Book Opporlunl- 
opporlunlly of ihowlng you how you can uuallfy for a highly Italnad w 'or. ' hcmlsu. nnd full par- 
Icchnlral position wlthoul even glrlng up your présent employmenl. ✓ llculsrs about the Expérimental E-mlp- W ment glrcn to every student. Also pleatc 

Spécial 30 Day Offer / * P^ymo0, ^ 
Résides furnlshlng the student wlth Ida Expérimental > 
Edulpment. wc are maklng an addltlonal spécial offer for • 
a short wbllc only. Tou owc 11 la yourself lo Bnd out * 
about 1t. Write today for full Information and free y 
book "Opportunlllcs for Chemists." Send the coupon > 
rlght now whllo It 1s fresh In your mlnd. Or Juil . 
Write your naine and address on a postal and mail w 
It to us. But «haleter you do, acl today beforo / ADDRESS. 
thls offer la wlthdiawn. . 

NA.ME. 

DON'T WAIT—MAIL COUPON N0WI 
/ CITT STATE 

y A. S. Dec.. 1927 
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r- (F«c -sîmile of a page from the Encyclopedia, greatly reduced) 
The First Radio Encyclopedia Ever Published 
Edited by SIDNEY GERNSBACK, Edilor of "Radio Listener's Guide and Call Book 
(Radio Revicw)."_ Editor of "Money Making." Author of "Wircless Course in Twcnty 

lias"—"Practical Electricity Course"—etc. 
cross-index designed lo bring together radio réf- 
érencés under onc heading having relations in 
common. 

Ail circuits new and old are dcscribcd by word 
and picture and every part and apparatus used 
in Radio is cxplained and made iindcrstahdable 
by means of pholograplis and dravvings. 

The work contains 1.930 définitions. 549 photo- 
graphs. dravvings and diagrarns. 

The volume is prinled upon fine paper—hound 
in full black Keralol. marbled paper lly leaves and 
end sheets, with the title stamped in gold. 

This volume should find a place in every library. 
and vvill bc a véritable boon to you who are 
interested in Radio, from any angle. 

PRICE $2.00 

Lessons"—"One Thousand and One Formu 
S. GERNSBACK'S RADIO ENCYCLOPEDIA 

is the only standard work ever published in 
America altempting lo classify alphabetically the 
countless vvords used in the highly specialized 
science of RADIO. The ENCYCLOPEDIA is 
written in plain English so that eyerybody can 
understand the définitions and descriptions. 

No expense lias licen spared. covering over two 
years in compilation, to make il vvorthy a place in 
your library. 

It is published in onc volume—168 pages—size 
9 x 12 incites, nearly an inch thick and niccly 
accommodâtes the heautiful illustrations and the 
large, easy to read type. 

Every page is replete with illustrations—to make 
the text easily undcrstandable. 

The book contains as a supplément a classified 
REMEMBER THIS IS A REAL 

ENCYCLOPEDIA- NOT A DIC- 
TIONARY ami very few of the 
things dcscribcd and illustratcd in 
this volume can hc found in any 
dictionary, or any other encyclo- 
pedia. 

S. GERNSBACK 
230-5th Ave. New York, N. Y. 

( SIDNEY GERNSBACK. 230-5th Avenu», New York. 
I Sonrt me ono copy of Sldnev Ocrnsbark'v Plis! Rndin Encyclo- 
. pcdlii In ono volumo as adv-ntliod. I wtll pay poilman Î2.iin plus 
J poslaKe on dollvcry. 
I NAME   

ADDRESS 
TOWN ... 

CRITIC1SM OF AUTHORS, ARTISTS AND 
SUBJECTS. SUGGESTIONS FOR REPRINTS 
Editor, Amazikg Stories: 

Having perused cach number of Amazing Stories 
from cover to covcr since the first issue, I feel 
cntitled to offer some criticisius. 

The binding of the magazines in récent months 
is disgraccful. I save my copies but am hindered 
by the fact that they fall aparl boforc hall read. 
Plcasc use a binding that will hold the book together 
and I am sure that a grent many readers will bc 
the beltcr pleased. 

Another thing that I find abominable is the illus- 
Iralions. I am in favor of plcnty of pictures. but 
mit such lifeless and inanimatc imitation cartoons 
such as you have been using. They don't even 
look like drawings of statues. You should get an 
arlist who vvould put a littlc life in his sketches. 

The authors are good but somewhat overdone. 
H. G. Wells is a big favorite with me but you 
overexploit him. You have not printed an issue 
yet that failed lo contai» aome Wells. Give some- 
une clse a chance. 

Merritt is good but too Imaginative. Give us 
something that is more in line with known science. 

The Verne stories are ail right but they sound 
too old and have loo much of a dry journalistic 
flavor. I won't vveep if yon drop him. 

Kcep Burrouçhs oui of Amazing Stories. lie 
is too imaginative and cntircly too romantic, and 
not much rcal science. Am gctting sick of reading 
of a man going to some other planet, or lo the 
middle of the carth, or to some forsakcu jungle, 
always to find the samc thing—some "beauty' 
among the savages. I have read wholly or parlly 
every slory that Burroughs has written before J 
knew better, and find him lo be the most magnificcnt 
liar I have seen in print. 

Cummings also has an abominable habit of going 
into out-of-the-way places for his heroines. Once or 
twice is ail right, but for the love of Pete, make 
il Ihe rule to kcep 'cm on the carth. They Sound 
a little too improbable away from home. 

The convie invention stories are poor. Too much 
stress is laid on the humor part with the rcsult 
that the talcs get quilc ridiculous. They are noth- 
ing more lhan rank imitations of Edgar Franklin's 
old "Hawkins" stories of 24 years ago anyway. 
If these taies wcrc dropped, l'Il bet that the circu- 
lation vvould advance enormously. 

How about shaking up the bag a little so that 
we could get a few new stories? The reprints arc 
very good, but yo 1 should give the other stories a 
chance. This kick is aimed at the longer stories. 
It vvould be much beltcr if you at least alternatcd 
a new sériai with an old onc. Of 19 issues you 
have put oui 10 date, and the Annual, only two 
numbers have been complelely new to me. 

Speaking of reprints, I should like to suggest 
a few that I should bc glad to meet again. "The 
Planetcer" and ils lequel, "King of Conserve 
Island" arc Ihe best interplanclary stories ! have 
ever read. They were in All-Story Wcelçly in 
1917-18 and could easily lie run in two issues. 
"The Brain Blight" and "The House of Sorcery" 
by Jack Harrovver (All-Story, 1913) are also very 
good. "Unsight-Unscen" (All-Story, 1912) is a 
vvholcsomc lui'mor slory and as good an invisibility 
story as I have seen. I should cspccially like to 
see "The Mastodon-Milk-Man" by C. MacLean 
Savage, as I never read ils conclusion Edgar 
Franklin's "The Amiable Aroma" is another good 
scicntific humor yarn. How about "The Blind 
Spot" hy Austiu Hall and Homcr Eon Flint? 
Philip M. Fisher has also written a couple of good 
ones, vvhich are short. "The Powder of Midas" 
by Ben Ames Williams hclongs in Amazing Stories. 

Prof. Serviss scems lo have published a story 
somewhcre in 1898, cntitled "The Conquest of 
Mars." I have heen unable to trace this story, 
hul should like to read it. Could you give me a 
little assistance in finding this story somewhcre? 

You have added a good author in Garretl Smith. 
I have read some of his stories and they arc very 
fair. 

The suggestion of a Scicntific Club is very good 
and it would bc a great thing were ils purpose 
carried oui. 

There should be in either Science and Invention 
or Amazing Stories a page devoted to a scicntific 
problem or Iheory. Thcrc should he a problem 
submitted in cach issue, with prizes given for the 
best problem submitted and for the best solution 
given. Somconc could give a theory ou the solu- 
tion to some question undccidcd by science, which 
if plausible should bc put up for argument, with 
a prize for the best argument for dr against the 
theory. 

This thing is gctting dravvnout and I can't think 
of any further razzberries or mcdals lo issue, so 
T guess it's lime to close, with hopes for a higger 
and beltcr, twice-a-month, Amazing Stories, the 
best magazine in print. 

T. I. Saarela, 
Co. D.. 23rd Infantry, 

Fort Sam Houston, Texas. 
[The task of pleasing thousands of readers i» 

one which cannot bc carried oui to a statc of 
complctcncss. The authors which this correspond- 
ent complains of and the interplanclary travel 
stories which hc objects to arc exactly whal arc 
liked and apprcciatcd by a great number of the 
grealcr proportion of our readers. We have rc- 
ceiveil and published numbers of Ictters comincnd- 
ing the very things which arc found fault with in 
this lettor. But we want letters of crilicisra and 
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Ihey are published without any regard as lo whetber 
they are favorable or uïifavorablc. Such letters as 
the présent from a severe reader add grcally to 
the interest of this department of your and our 
magazine. Incidentally the artist, Paul, has rc- 
ceived the warmest commendation from many of 
our readers. Just the same, our correspondent 
scems to know his scientifiction, and for that reason 
alonc we respect his views.—ËDITOR-] 

THE YOUNG MEN'S SCIENCE CLUB 
Editor, Amazing Storiks: 

On reading the Oclobcr issue of Amazing Stories 
I came across your answer to my letter, con'cern- 
ing the Young Men s Science Club, and I want to 
thank you for ail the nice things you say about 
il. I am glad to hcar that you will back up the 
club with your fullcsl powci. I want to say this, 
that with a magazine such as Amazing Storiks bc- 
hmd Ihe new club we can't lose. 

By making Amazing Storiks the officiai organ of 
the club you have "killed Iwo birds with onc slone" 
as the saying gocs. Xt will hclp Ihe club, and hclp 
to enlargc the circulation of Amazing Storiks to a 
great cxlcnt. 

1 am doing my bit to hclp the new proposcd club 
get started by telling my friends about it and cx- 
plaining to them Ihe aavantages of such a club. 
I think that, if ail thosc that arc interested in such 
a club would tell their friends about it, tbey would 
be hclping out the new club immenscly. 

You can count on me to back up the new club as 
well as your magazine, Amazing Storiks, to the 
utmost. 

Now before I close I would likc to say a few 
words about your magazine. I have rcad quite a 
lot abuut this twicc-a-month idea and I want to 
say this: pleasc don't make Amazing Storiks a 
t wicc-a-mon Ih magazine becausc many magazines 
have been spoiled becausc they have corne oui loo 
oflen. I don't want such a thing to happen to 
Amazing Storiks as it can't be beat as it is today. 

VVishing your magazine innumerable ycars of 
prosperity, 1 rcmain, 

Holger E. Lindgren, 
Olympia, Wash. LWe are glad to see the Young Men's Science 

Club favored by so many of our readers. It is an 
idea which must be carricd out by the efforts of its 
members. It is not to be directed as a ship by onc 
person, but it must bc a republic in the fullest sensc 
of the word. Everybody must have a part in it. 

It is interesting to find some of our correspond- 
enls opposed to Ihe twice-a-month idea. In any case 
that is far in the future. At présent we have ail 
we can do to mect the almosl too favorable views 
of our readers in the pages of Amazing Storiks. 

It is theii magazine, and we are their faithful 
servants.—EDITOR. J 

KINDLY CRITICISM: THE YOUNG 
MEN'S CLUB 

Editor, Amazing Storiks: 
I must confëss that when I fii'st read your excel- 

lent magazine, I felt that the stories werc rather 
far-fetchcd, and with each number I had doubts 
that I would want to read the next. As time went 
on, however, I found myself unconsciously looking 
forward to the tenth of the month, when Amazing 
Storiks appears on the stands herc. I hope that 
by being a subscriber I will now gel it a few 
days earlier. I find most of your stories very cn- 
terlaining as weil as instructive. Stories of the 
Unknown hold wonderful possibililies for mystery 
and romance. 

I have always been highly interested by pseudo- 
scientific talcs, cspccially ol travel to other plancts, 
as I am a deep student of astronomy. I believe 
your best stories havo been reprinls from Wells, 
Verne, Scrviss and Burroughs, although the lattcr's 
work hardly belongs in your magazine. Some of 
your readers have complaincd of slight lapses in 
the scientific construction of plots; others have com- 
plaincd of unncccssary détail and too much descrip- 
tion. I feel that we can easily afford to overlook 
a few discrepancics in science in such entertaining 
fiction; for examplc, Burroughs' comhining the mam- 
mal and reptile in the samc animal; his évolution 
from reptile eggs to apes and then human heings 
ail in onc lifelime; in "The Green Splotchcs," the 
men from Jupiter who werc plants, and. receivcd 
nourishment from tho sunlight, although plants of 
any conséquence. ccTtainly plants as large and heavy 
as human beings, reçoive their nourishment from 
chemicals in the ground. through roots. 1 found 
Ray Cummings' "Around the Universc" a very 
élever humorous story. tcaehing us a lot about 
astronomy, even if Tubby's jonrney was made pos- 
sible through the simple expedîeat of wishing for a 
space machine. 

To my mind, the thing that makes a scientifiction 
story worth while is not so much strict adhérence 
to science, as it is describing in such minute détail 
conditions in the new world or in the new stale 
of affairs, as to bring a picturc of reality to the 
mind of the reader. I don't know of any story 1 
enjoyed more than Wells' "Time Machine." His 
wealth of détail in presenting conditions attending 
the trip into the future, was what made the story 
seem plausible and real. 

I am very much interested in the proposcd Young 
Men's Science Club, and ask that you enroll me as 
a member if possible, although 1 am a Utile past 
the âge limit suggesled. 1 would grcatly enjoy taking 
part in srienfiGr rl : ce... — -.»••• 
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AMAZING STORIES 

Let me cast my vote for more book length stories, 
more înterplanetary and subterrancan stories, more 
and hetter illustrations and paper stock. 

I rcally hadn't intended to take up so much space 
with my own opinions and views, which arc unira- 
portant. I await with pleasure the nc.xt number of 
Amazing Stories, which will bc mailcd to me as a 
subscriber. If more subscriptions will lessen your 
troubles I trust that many other readers will follow 
my example. Edgar 0rr 

Atlanta, Ga. 
[Our correspondent carries oui cxactly some of 

our ideas which wc bave been giving in our dis- 
cussion columns. When our correspondent started 
with our magazine, he felt that the stories were 
rather far-fctched, and here wc wish to statc that 
they are not only far-fetched but that the charra of 
the magazine lies partly in this very quality. This 
correspondent follows up Amazing Stories, and 
when he speaks of the wonderful possibililics for 
mystery and romance in "stories of the unknown," 
to use a proverbial expression, he puts the wholc 
thing in a nut-shell. He likes Burroughs, Wells, 
and Ray Cummings, and we are gjad to see that 
Iheir work bas excited bis imagination to the 
degree of making hitn a critic of the possibilitics 
of the various statements. 

We firmly bclievc that if our stories were solid 
raatter of fact they would ccasc to he "Amazing" 
—and pcoplc like to be amazed.—EDITOR.] 

AN EXPLANATION FROM ONE OF 
OUR AUTHORS 

Edilor, Amazing Stories: 
Being a Burroughs admirer I rather resented 

thosc people who "fcnocked" him because of his so- 
called hatred of the Gcrmans. As I was curious 
I wrotc him and in rcturn rcccivcd a very nice 
lettcr. Quoling his letter in regard to the Gcr- 
mans, hc says: 

"1 ara very sorry that a couple of my stories 
have given the impression that I do not like Ger- 
mans. These stories were written when the feeling 
against the Gcrmans was very high in this country 
and to the tremendous amount of anti-German 
propaganda during the war. I realize now that 
much of this was exaggerated and I know that il 
docs not do any of us any good to foster enmity 
and hatred." 

I call this a clear explanation and would like to 
have it published. Kccp up the good work in 
Amazing Stories. Try some of E'dgar Allan Poe 
and try "The Purple Sapphirc" by John Faine. 

John W. Bell, 
Whitman, Mass. 

[Any story written during the World War. is 
bound to seem prejudieed, and wc arc glad to gct 
Mr. Burroughs' very clear statement to you.— 
EDITOR.]   
THE DISCUSSIONS COLUMN AND CRITICS 

WHO WRITE SOME OF THE LETTERS 
Editer, Amazing Stories; 

I have been rcading your magazine for over a 
year now and I enjoy it very much. "The Moon 
Pool" is, in my estimation, one of the best stories 
you have published. The author's power of inter- 
esting and cnthralling description, as well as nar- 
ration, was cxceptionally good. "The Second Dél- 
uge" was another fine story. I don't like the gruc- 
some taies very wc!!, but they arc ail right in 
modération. I enjoyed "Around the Univcrse," even 
if it is a reprint. 1 have no fault to find with any 
of your reprints. The "Treasures of Tantalus" 
had me very delicately balanced on the front edge 
of my chair, and the Discussions Column is a 
source of real enjoyment. l'm going to talk a little 
to both you and your corrcspondcnls now. 

I agree with Mr. Lucy of Palo Alt» in his com- 
ment on the "critics" who seem disappointed to 
think that they can find flaws in the stories. The 
author lias to have a joker in the deck or he would 
bc accused of everything from insanity to treason. 
Furthcrmore, if the stories were true they would 
bc in the newspapers and would be quitc common 
potatocs. Il puts me in mind of those who "view 
with alarm" the Atlantic and Pacific flights, calling 
them the exploits of "fools." (I refer to the suc- 
ccssful ones.) It makes me think of some other 
fools like the Wright brothers and so on. 

I have always had much the same ideas that Mr. 
Haie of California bas, although I never dared air 
them for fcar of ridicule. A person is truly pos- 
sessed of a wonderful conccit if it will allow them 
to déclaré that this dust speck of an earth is the 
only inhabited world in the universe. 

I am much amused at Miss Moran's fearful pur- 
chasc of the "cheap fiction," which she tells of in 
the October issue. I am sorry to say that Amazing 
Stories IS considered "cheap fiction" by a good 
many people. If I may venture to, I will suggest 
that your cover is responsible. ï, myself, find nofh- 
ing wrong, but my friends have told me that if the 
cover were a little less wild there would he less 
chance of people getting the "cheap fiction" impres- 
sion. My mother also suggests better paper and 
illustrations on a par with the American Magasine 
and others of that type. I, also, heartily agrée with 
Miss Moran's final paragraph. If you can "turn 
some brilliant and fertile mind ■ into rivets of 
knowledge that it might otherwise have overlooked 
and thus assist in giving to the world a genius" 
you will have more than justified the existence of 
Amazing Stories and stolen a big mardi on the 
prejudieed. 

I have just read Mr. Earle B. Brown's lettcr 
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about a pro and con department in "Discussions." 
I think that is a good idea and will prove very 
interesting to the readers of the magazine. 

I am m favor of Ihc rib ticklers put out by 
Messrs. Skinncr and Simmons, and 1 utterly dis- 
agree with Mr. Sarason, of New York City, in bis 
lutter in tbe October issue, l'unny stoiies like the 
ones in question are, in my opinion, very acceptable, 
l'hey giye you a chance to catch your breath and 
indulge in a hearty laugh. 

I will "sign oll" now with a final admonitio i 
against a scnu-monthly magazine. In the first 
place il would boost the pnec too much, and in 
Jbc second place a stcady dict of any one tbing 
bccomcs palhng. 

Yours with the hope that Amazinc Stories will 
soon be on a paying basis. 

GIcnn D. Rabuck, 
Ames, lowa. 

[We spare no effort lo get excellent stories and 
stories strictly in the line of the fiction of science, 
for our very appréciative readers. 

To our mind, in "The Moon Pool," the descrip- 
tion of the characters is most vivid, especially that 
of the Irishman with bis slrange mixture of spir- 
ituality and every-day existence. We are getting 
such interesting Ictters from our correspondent», 
that our discussion section bids well to hc a very 
interesting pan of our magazine. We make no 
effort to publish only favorable letters and do not 
omit the unfavorablc ones. The latter are most in- 
teresting and valuable. As regards our illustrations, 
the artist, Paul, bas rcceivcd any amount of cora- 
mendation from our readers.—EDITOR.J 
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THE TARZAN IDEA IN THE DAILY PRESS 
Editor, Amazinc Stories: 

I enclose in tins letler a newspaper clipping 
which I tliougbt might be of some interest to you 
and to some of the readers of your splendid maga- 
zine. Amazinc Stories. The story was clipped 
front the Seplcmber 20th édition of the Mcmphis 
(Tenu.) Commcm'ol Appeal. It may not be worth 
very much but it vérifies some of your statements 
concerning impossible tbings. 

Many persons. after reading Edgar Rico Bur- 
roughs' "Tarzan" books, may bave the opinion that 
the subject is just a little far-fetched. Tbis is not 
so. The "Tarzan" idea is now an established fact 
as may be scen from reading the clipping. 

The stories in Amazinc Stories arc ail very 
interesting and the éditorials more so. I am very 
weD plcascd with the magazine and must con- 
gratulatc Ihc editors and staff on the efforts they 
have put forth in making Amazinc Stories a suc- 
cess with its readers. 

I am, indècd, surçrised to learn that the maga- 
zine is not on a paying basis yet. This is a very 
disagreeable fact and I sincerely hope that this will 
not affcct the publication of the magazine. 

"BABOON BOV D1SCOVERED IN SOUTH 
AFRICA, REPORT 

Captured by Troopcrs After Fiercc Pight and 
Tahen by English Family—Nom Grorvn Mon, 

But Retains Traces of "Good Old Days." 
Tandon. Sept. 17.—"Tarean" bas come Irue. 

and Kipttng's "Mowgli" «'ko iras reared by 
the wolves, is not so far-fetched as adull read- 
ers may suppose, according to the report which 
lias just rcachrd here from Johannesburg, 
South Africa, of the discovcry of a "baboon 
boy." 

According to the story, a South African 
native bah y was kidnaped from his Iran/ by 
baboons, was carcd for by a baboon foster 
mother for years and speni a large period of 
bis boyhood roaming the wilds with the Iroop. 

About 25 years ago t-.vo troopcrs of the old 
Cape police «vrr making their way th roua h 
witd country in Soulhcasl Cape Province when 
they came on a troop of baboons. They fired 
at them and the Iroop scamperrd away. But 
one monkey who tailed off al Ihc rrar seetnrd 
to be wounded. The troopcrs aallopcd up lo 
the hagard and to their astonishmcnl, found 
instead of a baboon a well-grown native boy 
hopping al on g on ail-fours after his departed 
associâtes. 

When they raine lo close quarters with the 
boy hc scratchcd and bit them fiereely and 
put up a hard fighl heforc hc was^overpertorred. 
Ilis nnkrd stalc made it excccdingly diffieult 
for Ihc troopcrs to gel a firm grip on him. 

AU efforts lo trace the captive's parcnlnge 
provrd futile. Hc was. therrfore, handcd over 
10 Ihc anlhorUies of a mental h os pilai in a 
nrighhorlng town. wherc hr was kept for a 
y car and given the namr of Lucas. The boy 
was unahlr to talk and shenved a great disllkr 
for orthodox human food. Row méats and 
prickly pears proved to be his favorite dict and 
his appétit c was enormous. Tltough mischiev- 
ons. lie turned out not lo be vicions and was 
soon won lo Ihosc about him by kindness. But 
11 was found ext/emely diffieult to make him 
watk uprîght. 

Allcmpls were made to place the boy with 
some onc who would underlake lo train him. 
Finally, G. H. Smith,_ Ihc owner of a large 
far m in the Balhursl district of Ihc Cape Prov- 
ince. hrnrd of Lucas and so, some 24 years 
apo, the "baboon boy" came under the rare of 
his présent employer. 

Mr. Smith al first was worrird ahoul the 
lask hc had undertaken, but Lucas had by this 
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ïamed ISî/YouitffAjrlist 
"I am earning $100.00 a week" 

writes our grndimte, P. C. Robcrts, 
Fia. "Prctty good for a young man 
of twenty." 

Graduate Wm. R, Kent, New Jer- 
sey. writes : "I havo obtained $100.00 
for a single drawing which only 
took a day to do." 

Harold A. Allen. R. I.. writes: "I 
have made $40.00 in a single day." 
Henry G. McIIvaincs, Jr., Pcnnsyl- 
rania, writes that our training en- 
ablcd him to obtain a désirable posi- 
tion as Artist with onc of America's 
most prominent advertising agencies. 

Earn Whllc Yoo Learn 
This course tcaches you how to draw 

"picturcs that 8cll."while learning. K. V. 
Fritsch, Texas, who had completed only 
one-third of tho course, wrotc: "1 earn 
$10.00 lo $15,00 a day." Miss n. H. Hart- 
lelgh. Mass., writes: "I bave made $235.00 
and l've only sent in 12 lossons." David 
W. Gould, Maine, wrote, while learning; 
"I made $225,00 on one job." 

Opportunltlc* Evcrywhere 
Orer 50.000 Buyers of Drawings every. 

wliere; such as over 4.000 Advertising 
Agencies: 13,000 Large Advertisers; 2.500 
Newspaper»; 2.400 Magazines; M.000 
l'rinters; 1,100 Book and Music Pnblish- 
ere; 700 Pboto-Engravers; 3,000 Depart- 
ment Stores: 5,000 Art Stores. Retail 
Stores nlso use drawings for advertise- 
ments and display cards. No need to 
leave home—bundreds of buyers probably 
in your own section. And you can mail 
drawings to distant buyers. 

What Art Buyers Say 
An Art Editor writes: "Pleasc furnish 

naraes of stndents in this vicinity." Aa- 
other writes: "Advisc a few of your beat 
stndents to send us samples." A Maga- 
zine PnbUabec writes: "We are buying 
drawings from your graduâtes and under- 
graduates." 

Send For Free Book 
Hnndsomely Ulustrated free book tells how you can Icam at home thia way. It 

tells what our graduâtes earn; how they 
carncd while learning. Tells of big mar- 
keta for drawings and how our Studcnts" 
Service Bureau opérâtes to help capable 
students to sell drawings or obtain a posi- 
tion. Cari C.Thompson writes: "Through 
your ald I havc bceu offered 25 différent 
positions." Book is free. No obligation. 
No salesman will call. Mail coupon today. 

Washington School of Art, Inc. 
Boom 2612-E, 1115 ISth St., N. W. 

Washington, D. C. 
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The first 

AMAZING STORIES 

"ANNUAL" 

featuring "THE MASTER MIND OF MARS" 

EI>GAR RICE' BURROUGHS 

the first printing of this new marvelous story 
EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS 
has written many interesting 
storics. but wc bclievc. for down- 
right originality and cxciting inter- 
Cst, "The Master Mind of Mars" 
is hard to equal. Thcre is hardly 
a page that does not hold your 
intcrcst. Once the story gets 
uniler \vay. hair-raising épisodes 
seem to tumble riglit over eacli 
other—they come so quickly. 
Besides this, the science is excel- 
lent and no matter how strangely 
the talc reads, it always, somehow 
or other, seems to have an élément 
of truth in it. 
There has never been presented a 
more elaborate and thrill-provok- 
ing collection of scientific fiction. 
I ncluded among the famousauthors 
are Edgar Rice Burroughs, author 
of the famous Martian stories and 
Creator of the Tarzan sériés; A. 
Merritt, author of the "Moon 
Pool," "The People of the Pit," 
etc.; Murray Leinstcr, well-known 
author who needs no introduction 
to Amazing Stories readersfor the 
création of his hero Burl of "The 
Red Dust," and "The Mad 
Planet;" H. G. Wells, a writer of 
international famé, who possesses 
the virtues of versatility in writing 
on çcicntifiction. 
AU stories are complété—116 
pages of tliem. with full page 
illustrations. Sizc of Book 9 by 
12 inches. 

50c THE COPY EVERYWHERE 
If your dealer cannot supply you write direct 
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EXPERIMENTER PUB. CO., Inc., 
230 Fifth Ave., New York. 

Gentlemen: I enclose 50c for one copy of "Amazing Stories Anmial". 
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lime lost his oripinal dislikc of huma» beings 
and was a comparalively docile native boy, 
Ihough still possessing odd, moukcylikc moinicr- 
isms. The boy sons found to bc covcrcd with 
scars which looked as though they were the 
resuit of biles. One leg had apparently been 
broken years beforc but had been exlrcmely 
'.ceH set. On top of his head was a semi- 
circu/ar scar which Lucas when hc Icarned to 
talk, said was the resnlt of a kick from an 
ostrich. 

Lucas can on/y speak Bnglish, as his dulies 
h ring him inlo contact mostly with on/y his 
master and mistress. Hc is very fond of 
children, and his spécial dclighl is to take carc 
of his employcr's littlc ones. Today Mr. Smith 
woutd not exchange his one-time doubtful bar- 
gain for any other Iwo native tuorkers. 

Lucas docs not mind talking aboul whal lie 
remembers of lus boyhood with the baboons. 
He tells how onc big baboon used to take him 
in its arms on cold nights and put him warmly 
to sleep in the undergrowth oj the bush, and 
of how edible crickets were coUeclcd from the 
ground to appease the pangs of ever-present 
hunger. On request, Lucas witl even go down 
on ail fours and give an exhibition of how 
he marched with the baboon herd. 

There is onc characteristic of his he has not 
been able to shakc off. He has obsolutely no 
sense of tinio, Sun-up and sun-down mean 
nolhing to him and he must always hc callcd 
lo do a certain Ihing at Ihc appoinlcd hour. 
When lie laughs there is more Iliait a sugges- 
tion of the monkey shrillncss in his loue. His 
featurcs too, are particularly simian when seen 
in profile. 

But Lucas holds no brief for baboons nowa- 
days. There is one on Mr. Smith's farm which 
was capturcd in babyhood and lias been 
pelled to middle-age by an indulgent household. 
Lucas, henvever, is scarcely on speaking tenus 
with it. John M. Sturm, 

Hayti, Mo. 
[We are giving at full length the article fro 

the Commercial Appeal of Memphis Tcnn. 
believe that the story is autl 

but it certainly reads very wcll.—EDITOR.) 
It is hard to 

etc. THE KELSEY CO., P-4S, Morldon.Conn. 
—, _é3.- ..s.cr.&tatesM 

AN INTERESTING CRIT1CISM FROM 
CR1TICAL READER 

Editor, Amazing Stories: 
It is very scldom that I rcad magazine stori 

as I consider the majority of thein too "plebiar 
I much prefer spendtng my time reading Roms 
Rolland and Fyodor Dostoievsky. It was purr 
an accident that I discovered Amazing Stories a 
now I purchase it along with "Vanity Fait 
"Time" and "Polo" each month. 

Because 1 am not ordinarily a magazine rcad 
I am taking the liberty of writing you to say le 
very much I have enjoyed Amazing Stories. 
f«w months ago when my régiment went into I 
ficld for the annual target practice, I took a co 
of your magazine with me, and rccommcnd 
"Green Splotchcs" to a friend of mine. He i 
joyed the story very much and the resuit was tl 
the magazine was very much in demand and 
practically had lo run a rostor on it. 

Howeyer, I must admit that I do not rcad 
the storics in cach issue as there arc only a c 
tain number that appeal to nie. I had rcad 
"War of the Worlds" and the "Time Machir 
a long time ago, and they arc the type I c 
for. I gave the "Moon Pool" a fair trial but ■ 
not bother lo finish it. It promised welj in 
beginning but turned into a child's fairy II 
However, there was no doubt but that it was v 
written and fillcd with plcnty of science. 

I might suggest that a plainer or at least a m 
simple cover would be more appropriate as il wo 
set Amazing Stories above Ihc plane of terri 
magazines that line the newsstands with their "h. 
raising" picturcs. 

Arc contributions from your readers welcon 
And if I should submil one of the storics I h 
written would it receive a frank criticism? 

Frank Carpenter, Jr., 
Lieutenant. 15th F. A., 
Fort Sam Houston. Tex 

[Ali this criticism from a very compétent et 
needs no comment from us: in answer to the qi 
tion at the end. wc can only say that contrlbuli 
front our readers are very wclcomc, and we 
give a full examination and criticism to any si 
which our rcader submits.—EDITOR. 1 

A LIST OF FAVORITE STORIES 
Editor, Amazing Stories: 

Although not a subscriber lo Amazing Stoi 
I have a complète set from its birth to the pre 
date. My opinion is that il is far ahead of 
other magazines containing scientîfiction storics, 

My favorite stories up lo date were: "A ^ 
to the Center of the Karth"The Star;" "' 
Malignant F.ntity;" "Station X "The Man \ 
Could Work Miracles;" "Moon Métal;" "A Col 
bus of Space;" "Beyond the Pôle;" "Blasphem 
Plateau "The Second Dcluge "The First 1 
in the Moon;" "Through the Crater's Rim;" " 
Man Who Could Vanish;" "The Land That T 
Forgot;" "The Green Splotchcs;" "The Pcoph 
the Pit;" "The Plaguc of the Living Dead;" " 
Moon Pool;" and "The War of the Worlds." ( 
installmcnt). I also liked the "Scientific Ad 
turcs of Mr. Fosdick" and "Doctor Hackens. 
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Secrets." T would likc more storics by A. Merritt. 
Ail of bis storics interested me. 

One thing I would likc would bc for Amazing 
Storiks to corne out tvvicc a mont h. When this 
docs happen I know its readers will be* delighted. 

I would likc to sce Amazing Stories prosper 
and herewith 1 give a litlle advicc whether il may 
bc righl or wrong. Kach month the covcr of 
Amazing Stories is very attractive. I ani sure 
if the magazine dealers would place a copy of 
the magazine in a display window whcrc the 
public i:ould sec il. more would bc sold. The 
covcr would attraci them. But in most magazine 
stores it is parlly concealcd by oiher magazines. 

Wishing Amazing Stories the best of 
fortune, I am. I Larry Hnss, 

Bangor, l'a. 
[ 0ur readers nuust acknowledge that \ve publish 

iellers un tlic basis of their mleresL and suggestive- 
ness, irrespective of whether tbey praise or crilicizc 
uniavorably. Wbat wc look for and hope for, is 
construclivc lelters, not only (rom readers wbo aie 
someiimes, as we know, too favorable in their 
cnticisms, so that the editors .an bc hclped m their 
work. AU we can say ahout our correspondent is 
that hc lias picked oui a number of storics wliich 
have met wilh our dccided approval and whicll 
give us a comforting fecliiiK that Amazing Storiks 
bas doue wcll for its readers.—EDXTOK.J 

A PAIR CRITIC 
Editer, Amazing Storiks: 

When 1 lirst picked up your magazine and 
glanccd at the cover 1 saitl: "Amazing SioriksI" 
Why not "Pairy Storics?"- and my hrother and I 
lauglicd together. But altliough J ni Xrish, f 11 
admit deieat and after l'd read your sélection of 
"incredible facls" and read a few storics I becamc 
intcnscly interested and now l'm a devoted rcader. 

i wish to make a crilicism, however, but it s 
aboul the subscrihers. When 1 read the "Discus- 
sions" I was impressed by the facl tlial the readers 
bickered hack and forth among themselves and 
criliciscd cach other for their impressions. Every- 
onc is cntitled to his own ideas. Why not every- 
one write 1ns crilicism and leave the other fcl- 
low's opinion to "rest in peacc." Then ail time 
could hc devoted to "constructive crilicism" of 
the magazine. 

I likc storics of chemistry. Can't we please have 
more of.them? 

Why is WRNV al the top of eaclt cover? Docs 
Amazing Stories rcally bave a broadeasting sta- 
tion? 

In the Augusl itumher, is the story oi "The Mail 
That Could Vanish" truc? 

1 believe that Amazing Stories will help a 
great dcal to make people give more attention to 
science and to let scienlisls Tiave more of a chance. 

Can't the magazine have a more substantial 
foundation? By the lime mine gcts read the 
second time it's ail to pièces and then I have to 
gel out the glue, etc.. before 1 can put il into my 
lihrary. Marguerite Kceloy. 

I-os Angeles, Cal. 
[WRXY is owncd by the Company puhlishing 

Amazing Stories, so wc rcally have a broadeasting 
station of our own. Incidcntally. it represents the 
highest type of radio work and its progrâms are 
selectcd with the grealcsl care and considération 
to please the unseen audience. "The Man That 
Could Vanish," in the August number. is not a 
truc story, but it is a great tribule to the author 
that it could he thoughl so. 

Wc have not been favored hy many lelters front 
readers of the fair sex. We would like to hear 
from more of them. We thank our correspondent 
for lier very nice letter.—EDITOR.] 

DIFFERENCES OF TIME—TRAVELLING 
INTO THE FUTURE 

Editer, Amazing Storiks: 
AIlow me to add my hrief paean of praise for the 

uniformly high character of your magazine. To 
those who devoured the hooks of Jules Verne, 
and H. G. Wells your ncriodical is indecd a 
boon. Allow me also to add my comment on the 
stories of H. G. Wells which you have printed. 
1 am impcllcd to do so hccausc of the almost 
flippant manner in which so many of your cor- 
respondents seem to dispose of his storics as dull 
and inferior. 

Of course the storics of Edgar Rice Burroughs. 
are full of incident, but the incidents portrayed 
are mostly of the blooil and thunder sort. Somo 
minds may prefer storics in which the hero kills 
Brontosauri with his nakcd hands, in which go- 
rillas are hatched out of eggs and gradually turn 
into hnman heings of a high order, in winch on 
every page the hero saves the hcroinc. and slays 
a score of animais or mcn. But what scicnti- 
fletion is liiere in a plénitude of gory incidents? 
if storics likc those arc rcal, then so are "Périls 
of Pauline," and "Nick Carter," It is jusl in 
the atmosphère crealcd hy such masters as Wells, 
Verne, and Conan Doyle that their grealncss lies. 
They can make a highly imaginative story such 
as an altack hy Martinns read like the story of an 
cye witness to the actunl occurrence. 

Your correspondent Kiordan, in the Octohcr issue 
of your magazine, is an instance in point. Mo 
asks why no airplanes were sent oui against the 
Martians. I think in ail fairness to Wells you 
should inform your readers that "The War of 
the Worlds" was wrilten ahout thirty ycars ago. 

MONEY-MAKINC 

Opportunitics 
Salesmen: Write Your Name and A<I- 

flrcss on postal and mail to us. show you sure carnlngs oT S20 a 
Will you rlsk ono minute and a 
cent Stamp against S20? Mlnd 

tvcVi Is $10.00 a day $150.00 vpcckly tclllng mcn how to en- 
., . - Joy vlcan. satlsfactorv shavea ail ycar round. 

EXTRA WO'th ^'ewlylavcntcd DubcleiUn'rnzOTbladcstropper ono ■  .     . .. . . tnakca new blades In a Jifty out of old uselcss 
ÎS? S ^ aai1 cy,0"• A fpw nnetacn» oncs' PP®0131 advertlslng oder closes sales o.l 5,, a5! Addrcss Paies- a Icw pOSIage for you. For Ilmltcd lime only. we glvo 814 "• A'lam3- Dcpt. 7-M. efamne tn vnn? 'roc with each stropper our new patented C.lili.aBo.   SlampS 10 you. pcncll which wrltcs 48.000 words wlthout 

I Wlïï J'uy You S2 An îïôûr to rclllllng. Write for freo nnlquo sales plan, 
tako orders for Canton dresses nml Choose your opportun- Morton Sales Company. Dept. 1011. 10-15 coats. Wumcn In every home, s' (tics. Write to thctc d'.' li Avenue, Long Island City, N. Y. factory and olllee coger to savo a l1'"' rrl,,i-Ie frm. fî.-r a Wc made SiO.IUIO.OOO In tho shirt busl- 
fhm»0 stimning Paris style.-;. Every- fclable trms. Oct a ncg3 ?|nCo x863. Now selllng direct at whole thlng stipplled I rec but only applira- new start m business, je,le priées. Bostonlnn natlonally-known shlrls 
■ ' „i'!:I?,.rlc,nrc ,B"<1 You don't need to in- a' 3 for S5.95. Libéral co-opcratlon and blg will bc consWcred. Cnrlton, Inc.. ... . . profits to luana^crs and Fnirsmrn. Ponarc rtral 206 South Wabash. Dept. 432-B. CMciiko. v«tanymoncytonulie value wlns thousands of sntlsOcd repeat cus- 

Addlng Pcncll—New Invcotioo just ont; money this casy way. torners. Send for froc Olllflta and «amples of 
afids-subtraets. multiplies.dlvldestguaranteed; Allyounccdishoncsty, One broadelpth. Bostonlnn Fhlrt Company. cvcrybody Inten :;ted; casy seller; get exclusive anhitioa md -.-rinril r.1' SM12. 72 Bummer Street. Boston. terri tory and samplp Immedlately. llouk ameuon—ano acuont Mass.  Addlng Pem ll Co,, Dcpt. 47. St. Louis. Mo. Spire timcor full time! cmrlstmas Moncy.—Ncwly patented. 

Great neckwenr line now frec! Featurcs But, regardlcsaofwh.it personnlly monosnimmed niateh hooks. 9 out Cnost Qiialiiy uockwcar at factorv 
Collect blg commissions dally. t* FREE tle offer and FREE outflt. A.aneo , „ , 
Kec&wcar. Desk 12-F. Covington, Ky.  getstarred. York City,   

Mcn—loin hiiiulrcda nil.cr. mnWcA fil $200 weekiy selllng thrcc safety llghts In 
flally wlthfamousNogarS^.SpsulIs. T'reeii ri-B^H^HHHHBI""0 10 par owners. (Julek démonstration, fast 

1* VU l lliCS ^ » w a ««•»•«. i" «.wiiur.! Ai'iuitt ti uiiiLcii uwba. «y u u t» ory priées, your occupation is, if 2' '0 "''VS'JX.- 300 hooks printed to order for 
Write fur vouwmf m arrive— fj1;»:, S12.(W a day for you. Write Owijamo 1t. Kawco yant to arrive Matchbook Company. 1775 Broadway. New 

wrllc qulck. 
leh. Trip-O-Llto Cous advertlslng support. Astoundlng v. ir 5îlr8. Blg proflts. 

ticmonsl ration makis qulck sales certain. Freo To a'dvertisers- Nn Company, Iron River. Mle_.  
Tïî'nf CloUïiD* M**- Co' patenc-mcdicinc rkifri- Mcn-Womcn! $2.50 hour. Show complet© Dcpt. CS-I2. Itr.ullng. l'a.  paiencm^icinc,natn line Rubber Goo<ls. Aprong, Stcp-lns, Shadow 

Own your own business. Incxpcrlcncvd lnomal» «enemea or Bkirts, Baby Comforts. IYcc Outflt. American 
workere.spurctlmo or full time. buildproiUublo other qucstionablc ad' lt"bbcr Products. Dept. 1275. Plttsburg. Pa. business with our new plan. Show nmrvelous vertising acceoted line of actualsIioch. Mcn's. women's and chll- 
clren's. Also durablo sllk hosicry. Wo m'n you by furnlsnlnK $10 aample out fit. Patenti'dMHBHHHHIHI 
incasurcinentsyBteralusurespcrrcctflt. Every wv-— day pay day. If you \vant a permanent busl- Forratesînthîsorolhcr rhud-s 

AGENTS MAKE $.1.00 HOUR TAKING orders for 40 fasolnatlng "Handy Thlngs" for Kltchen. Sell on slgbtl Write General 
l'roducta Co.. Dept. SM-4. Nowark, N. J. 

ri^.l'6eDdl'Vor1frccUbook1'"GeE7ln:gUAÎKlaïlS" child-s^m^'klX^WÏL ërtng; Write now. Tannera Slioe Manufactiirlii« Co ma8Wu*®addrea»Pub' rlnps. trapeze comblnatlon. 52.25; your profit, 1112 C Strr< t. Boston. Mass. * lishera Claasiôcd Scr J!;0,0, Samplc, . 51^5 post- 

to scll—3-ln-I 

Write for freo snmplcs. •'Chieftain" Guaranteed Shins 3 
Ko capital or expérience needed. Dally. Montuly bonus extra, 
^hlrt Co.. Lano 20612. Cincinnati 

Inirotluco vice.g E.46th Street, g'-'i Tho„ «îo'rdt Comwïy. for SL'i.-,. New York City. 
Your Pay 
Clnelnnatl Ohlo. 

Agents $2(,U niontU. Bonus bcsldcs. 
Introduoe llnest line guaranteed hoslory you ever saw. 120 stylos, colora; new sales plan a 
wonder. No expérience needed. Ko uconso to pay. Auto furnlshcd. Crédit glven. Sparo 
timesatlsfactory. Samplcs furnlshcd. Wllknlt Iloslery Co.. Dept., 435. Grocnaeld. <)■  

Blg StODdy Lurnings. $3S-$100 Wccklyl nssured rellalilo cncrgetlc mcn and women self- F 
Ing tamous Watklns IToducts. Millions of userai cverj'whcre. Write foroursurprlalng new nlau.l 
Watklns. CS-1, Wlnuna, Minn.  

Earo Xmns Moncy, Write for 50 8cts[ 
Chrlstmas Seuls. Scll for 10c a set. When sold t 
send usSS.OO&nd keep S2.00. St. Nlcholas Scalls Co., Dcpt. 385 S, M. C., Brooklyn, N. Y. p 

Women Représentatives Wantcd. New! Invention provenushoulder strapsallpplng. Nofc 
more dlscomfort. Women adore (t. Write fort 
partlculars. freo olter. Lingerie "V" Coumany.r S I-akc St., Non h Wlndham. Conn. I 

Blg Hit I Amazing new Acro W In ter Cap t 
lor mcn. women. ehlldren: aîso inen'arnln-proolf dress caps. $2.80 «aie — S1.00 commission, [j Golng like wlldiire. Outflt and full détails fi 
Free. Peerless Cap Co., Dept. P-S0, Covlng-I ton, Kentueky. " 

Agents wnntcd to advertise our goodal 
and dlatrlouto freo samplcs to consmners:). aoc an hour; wrlto for full partlculars: Ainerlcan;: 

Products Co., 911)0 Monmonth. Cincinnati. O.t; 
Large Manufacturer Wants Agents to 

scll. to wearer, world's grcatcat shirt values. S Expérience mmeeessary. Blg eommlsslona pald I 
dally. $100 wcekly. Extra bonuscs ami pront-l- sharlng. Samplcs froc. Carlton Mills. 1141 Flfth Ave.. Dept. 31S-T. New York, 1 

Agents; 500% Profit Free Samplcs Gold 
Slgn Lctters for Stores and omee Windows. Easily apnlled. Large deraand cvcrywhcro. Ffctalllc Letter Co.. 431 N. Clark. Chlcngo. 

No Bad Days ilcrel S1U-S25 dally I Com- 
plcto guaranteed Une direct to wearer—Drcss 
Shlrts. Work Shlrls, flannels. Ovcralls, pants, leathcr coats. sweaters, playsuits. Expérience, 
unneccssary. Blg outflt Free! Nlmrod Co..l 
Dcpt. 58. 4922-28 Lincoln Ave.; Chleago. | 

Women! P.arn $3-S6 an Hour. Dlspl Beautlful Flfth Ave. dresses to frlcnds. Fac-| 
tory priées. Cash commissions In advanco. 1 
Pleasant work. Exp. unneccssary. Wrlto I Flfth Ave. -Styles. Dept. 1012, Scranton, l'n.[ 

Send 25 Cents for a $1.00 Pocket Clgarl 
Llghter and loarn how to make $10.00 al 
day Easy. Sella on slght. Partlculars FREE.| Rapld Manufacturlng Co.. 799C Broadway J 
New York,  

Freo Pants and Free Mufliers with S15f 
sults or overcoats. Agents make $3; bcnutlfulf pattorns nnd colore. Fastest sales proposition. I Largo samplco free. Unlversal Tallorlng Co..t 
640 Broadway, Dept. C-12. New York City. 

Be a Real Estatc Expert. S5.000-$I5.000| 
yearly. Experlcnco unneccssary. l'il tcachl 
you cverythlng. Connect S'ou with my chalnl of real estato experts. Write for FREE» hooklet. National Real Estatc Inailtutc.f 
Dcpt. 500. Fort Smith, Ark,  

1 ^ 

lept. 2-55. 350 W. Eric. Chicago. Pl. 
Ho Independcnc, Establish your own 

business. Wo furnlsh flavors. tollct prépara- tions. etc.; complote with your own labels. 
I.owcst Wholesale priées—less than your coat to mamifactnre. Edral Co- Cincinnati, O. 

75 miles on 1 gallon. New molsturo 
hUDiIdlflcr and Gas Baver. AH cars. Agenclea wantcd cvcrywhcro. 400% Proflts. I Freo to Introduce. Critchlow, A-374, Wheaton, III. 

Make $25.00 dally selllng colored Raln- eoatsand Sllekers, Red, Bine. Groen, etc. $2.95. 
Hat Free. Commissions dally. Outflt FrC. 
Klllot Bradley, 241 Van Burcn. Dcpt- AF-12. Chicago. Illinois. 

KNOWLEDGE IS POWER! 
Leam While You Eaml 

Blg Rewards, trnvol, cxcltemcnt flll Ilfo of Flngcr Prlnt expert. More tralned men 
needed now. Leam at home from worlrt re- 
nowncd school. Write for fasclnatlng book now free. Unlveralty of Applied Sdenee. 1920 Sunnysldo Avenue. Department 10-19, 
Chicago.  

Mon—Women, 18-50. Wantlng toqualffy 
for Forest Ranger. Ry. MallCIk.. Spécial Agent and other Govt. Positions S140-$250 month. 
wrlto Mr. Ozment. Dcpt. 137. St. Louis. Mo. 

Bc a llotcl Hostcss, Opportunitics Evcry- 
wherc. faahlonablo liotels. clubs, apartments. 
lascliiatlng profession; prcvlous experlence un- 
neccssary. Slmplllleil home-study plan quallfles you for wcll-pald position. Wo put you In toucll 
with positions. Wrlto today. Lewis Hôtel Trnln- Ing Scll oo Is, S ta. AO-WflOI, Washington, P.C. 

ElcctricltyMadcAmaz-InglyEasyl Leam In 12 weeks on actunl Elcclrlcal Machlncry In 

Why not oeil us your sparc tlmc? an hour. $19.70 dally 
$2.00| 

 ... , _ easy full tlmc. in-l 
troduee 12 monlha Guaranteed Iloslcryl 
—47 styles. 39 colors, for mcn, womeu, chll-f ûrcn, Includlng latcst "Sllk to tho Top" f Ladlcs", Bosc. No capital or expérience 1 
needed. Wo furnlsh samplcs. Sllk hose fort your own uao FREE. New Plan. Mncocheo 

ilery Co.J Koad 02S12; Cincinnati, O. [ 

for blg free book today. Coyne Electrtcal School; 
Dept. 97-75.500 South Paullnn St.. Chicago. III. 

Buitd a beautlful. powcrful. magnetlc 
votee at home by mnrvcloua method brought from Europe, 100 per cent Improvcmentposl- 
tlvcly guarauteed or moncy refunded. Wrlto for book and dcOnltO proof In advanco. Ad- 
dress Pertcct Voice Instltutc. 1922 Sunnysldo Ave- Dcpt. 10-19, Chleago.  

U. S. Govt. wnnts mcn. $l,900-$2,70O at start. Eallway Postal Clcrk exams. comlng. 
Our former governmcnt examiner prépares you for this and other branches. Freo booklct. 
Dcpt. 209 Patteraon School. Rochestcr. N. Y) 

Se.     
Santa Monlca Ulilg- Hollywood. Callf. 

Lcarn innermost secrets of Magic qulckly at home and carn blg moncy as » Maglolan. or make yourself a business nnd 
social success with Magic as your hobby. 
Full détails free, Wrlto Tarbell Systems. Inc., 1926 Sunnysldo Avenue. Dcpt. 10-19. 
Chicago.  

Mon 18 Up. $l')00-$270a year. Rallway 
Postal Clcrks. Cominon Education sufflclcnt. 25 coaehed freo. Write for full partlculars. Franklin Insi- Dept, R91. Rochestcr. N. Y. 

Earn $25 Wcekly, Spare Time, Wrltlng for Newspapers. Magazines; exp. unneccssary. 
Copyright Book "How to Write for Pay" Frccl 1307 ITess Symlleatc. St. Louis, Mo. 

Mcn, get Forest Ranger job; $125-$20» month. Homo turnlabcd; nunt, flsh, trap on 
shut-downs; full 
' Norton, 270 
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'Try this/ 

Sa 

■S| 

You Can 

Now, for the First 

Time, Order Three Différent 

Magazines SENT TO THREE DIE 

FERENT ADDRESSES and Still Cet theVery 

Lowest Wholesale 

Prices on Best Magazines! 

THIS is News! Big news for magazine readers of ail classes! By spécial arrangement with a number of pub- 
lications, we are able to offer you wholesale prices on the best of the standard magazines. Buy your 
magazines now under this great offer and you will save half or more than half the price at the single copy 

or newsstand rate. And you will save almost half in nearly every instance over the regular yearly subscripton 
rates. Furthermore, we shall be glad to send each magazine to a différent address if you direct, or ail to one, as 
you wish. 

Never Before Such An Offer! 
Never before bave magazine club» bcen 

offered in this way. Always Keretoforc 
ail magazines in tbe club had to bc sent 
to one person. We bave changed ail tbatl 
You can now bave ail tbe magazine» sent 
to yourself. or only one or two to yourself 
and tbe other one» to différent person». 

Go In With Your Neighbors 
Sbow tbi» offer to your friends, rela- 

tive» or neigbbors. Give tbem the advan- 
tage of wholesale price on their favorite 
magazinel For instance, you'd like "Radio 
News," one friend wants to renew bis 
subscription for six months to "Review of 
Review»," and anotber one would like 
"Illustrated Monthly." Separately tbe 
price would be $6.00; but you can buy 
tbem now for only $2.991 Les» than 
half I 

Every Magazine for a Full Year 
Every magazine (except two) sub- 

scription will be for one full year. 
"French Humor" will be 26 issues or six 

months. And "Review of Review»" may 
be had for six months if full year is not 
desired. If subscriber is already taking 
any magazine and présent subscription i» 
not yet expired, mark tbat name with an 
X on tbe coupon order and subscription 
will be added on to présent one. 

Three Excellent Xmas Présents 
What would please friends and relative» 

more—What would remind tbem of your 
tboughtfulncss so many times during tbe 
year, as a subscription to a nice magazinel 
What three présents could you buy for so 
little money tbat would look so big> A 
dollar or so apiece wouldn't buy much of 
a gift, but think what it buys here. If 
you will mark "Xmas" on the Coupon 
Order we will send tbe first copy of each 
magazine to reach the name given just be- 

fore Christma» and will also send a beau- 
tifully engraved Cbristmas Card announc- 
ing it as your gift. 

How to Order—Read Carefully 

Before tbe name of each magazine is a 
number. Order by number only. If you 
want "Radio News," "Illustrated Monthly" 
and "Success" sent to you. order number» 
I, 2 and 29. If you want "French Humor" 
(26 issues) and "Illustrated Monthly" 
and "Success" order 5, 2 and 29. If you 
want these three sent to three addresses, 
indicate by number which magazine is to 
be sent to the respective name. Be sure 
to send order coupon properly filled out 
and don't fail to enclose remittance—your 
check will be acceptable. Order NOW. 
We will be rushed later. Get in early and 
get quick service. 

CONSRAD CO., 230 Fifth Ave., New YorK 

References: Equitable Trust Co., New York City; Expérimenter 
Publishing Co., or the publisher of any of the magazines quoted. 

GIVE THEM FOR CHRISTMAS! 
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SELECT FROM BARGA1NS BELOW: 

Ail Magazines Are for One Year Each, Unless Otherwise Mentioned. Order at Once. 

THESE PRIEES NOT GOOD IN CANADA NOR ELSEWHERE OUTSIDE UNIT' J) STATES 

You gct the pair of magazines listcd 
in cach column heading plus any one 
magazine below. Ordcr by référencé 
number shown in brachcts in front 
of each magazine. 

(1) RADIO NEWS 
(2) Illustratcd Monthly 

and any magazine below. 
(3) AMAZING STORIES 
(2) Illustratcd Monthly 

and any magazine below. 
(4) SCIENCE & INVENTION 

(2) Illustratcd Monthly 
and any magazine below. 

(5) FRENCH HUMOR-6 mo. 
(2) Illustratcd Monthly 

and any magazine below. 
REGULAR DUR PRICE REGULAR OUR PRICE REGULAR OUR PRICE REGULAR OUR PRICE 

(6) American Boy $6.00 $3.99 $6.00 $3.99 $6.00 $3.99 $5.50 $3.69 
(7) American Magazine 6.50 5.01 6.50 5.01 6.50 5.01 6.00 4.51 
(8) Better Homes & Gardcns 4.60 2.79 4.60 2.79 4.60 2.79 4.10 2.49 
(9) Boy's Life 6.00 3.76 6.00 3.76 6.00 3.76 5.50 3.39 

(10) Collège Humor 7.00 4.16 7.00 4.16 7.00 4.16 6.50 3.89 
(II) Collier's Wcekly 6.00 4.66 6.00 4.66 6.00 4.66 5.50 4.39 
(12) Cosmopolitan 7.00 5.01 7.00 5.01 7.00 5.01 6.50 4.69 
(14) Dclineator 7.00 4.98 7.00 4.98 7.00 4.98 6.50 4.69 
(15) Etude 6.00 4.01 6.00 4.01 6.00 4.01 5.50 3.66 
[16) Everybody's Magazine 6.50 4.28 6.50 4.28 6.50 4.28 6.00 4.09 
[17) Golden Book 7.00 4.01 7.00 4.01 7.00 4.01 6.50 3.69 
[18) Good Housekeeping 7.00 5.01 7.00 5.01 7.00 5.01 6.50 4.73 
[19) Hunting & Fishing 4.50 2.98 4.50 2.98 4.50 2.98 4.00 2.62 
20) McCalI's Magazine 5.00 3.14 5.00 3.14 5.00 3.14 4.50 2.86 
21) Modem Priscilla 6.00 3.56 6.00 3.56 6.00 3.56 5.50 3.29 
22) Motion Picture Magazine 6.50 4.48 6.50 ' 4.48 6.50 4.48 6.00 4.19 
23) Open Road for Boys 5.00 2.69 5.00 2.69 5.00 2.69 4.50 2.46 
24) Pcople's Home Journal 4.50 2.71 4.50 2.71 4.50 2.71 4.00 2.48 
25) Pictorial Review 5.50 3.75 5.50 3.75 5.50 3.75 5.00 3.54 
26) Review of Reviews 8.00 4.98 8.00 4.98 8.00 4.98 7.50 4.76 
27) Rev. of Reviews (6 mo.) 6.00 2.99 6.00 2.99 6.00 2.99 5.50 2.74 
28) Screenland 6.50 3.48 6.50 3.48 6.50 3.48 6.00 3.29 
29) Success Magazine 6.50 3.79 6.50 3.79 6.50 3.79 6.00 3.58 
30) Woman's Home Comp'n. 5.00 3.49 5.00 3.49 5.00 3.49 4.50 3.31 
3 1 ) Youth's Companion 6.00 3.69 6.00 3.69 6.00 3.69 5.50 3.47 

Spécial Combinations 

•r you can have either of the four 
airs of magazines given in column 
eadings plus these: 
29) 
23) 

Succcss and (12) Cosmopolitan 
Opcn Road for Boys, (19) 
Hunting and Fishing, (8) Bct- 
ter Homes and Gardcns  

20) McCall's, (8) Bettcr Homes and 
Gardcns, and (24) Pcoplc's 
Home Journal  

28) Screenland, (10) Collège Hu- 
mor, and (20) McCall*»  

32) Popular Science and (33) Sci- 
cntific American   

34) Woman's World, (8) Botter 
Homes and Gardcns, (24) Pco- 
plc's Home Journal and (35) 
Nccdlccraft   

'Icase be careful to mention num- 
ers. Wc positively will not break 
ombinations. 

REGULAR I OUR PRICE 

$9.50 

6.60 

6.10 

10.50 

10.00 

6.10 

$6.01 

3.65 

3.49 

5.99 

7.49 

3.69 

Thcse offers not good in 
Canada or clscwbcrc out- 
side tho U. S. 

SPECIAL OFFER COUPON! 

Please Cut Out Along Brokcn Lines and Mail Thit Coupon with Remlttnnce. 

CONSRAD CO., Dept. A. 230 Fifth Ave.. New York City. 

I enclose $  for following subscriptions; 

Send Magazine No  .to Send Magazine No  

Send Magazine No to 

to 

Send Magazine No to 

Send me 
Magazine 

No. 

My Name. 

Address . 
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Sensational Book Offer 

C^ACH novel complété in a 144-page 5i/$x8 
' book set in large, rcadable type and pro- 

fusely illuatrated with sccnes from the film. 
Greatcst book value ever. 
If you bave seen the pictures, the fast moving. 
brilliantly written stories will thrill you. If 
you read the books first, you will find greater 
pleasure still in seeing the characters live for 
you with your favorite stars. 
Below are given 18 litles, of which you may 
choose any 8. Clip the coupon below and en- 
close $1.00, menlioning the books you desire, 
and we will send them to you at once postpaid. 

HERE ARE THE TITLES: 
1. New York 7. The Dlxie Flyor 13. Tho Road lo Mandslay 
2. Campus Flirt 8. The New Klondlko 14. Tracked by the Pollen 
3. Almost a Lady 9. Forbidden Watera 15. Tell It lo the Marines 4. The Love Thiol 10. Sensation Soekort 16. What Hnoncned to Jones 
5. Les Misérables II. The Ramhllno Ranoor 17. The Kino of tho Junole 6. Thafs My Baby 12. Don'l Tell tho Wlfe 18. The Cat and the Csnary 

While the Supply Lasts Place Your Ordcr 

• CONSRAD CO., INC., 
• 230 Fifth Ave., New York. N. Y. 

Gentlemen : 
Namc  

I enclose $1 for books Numbcr. 

J Addrcss 
■ City   State. 

NEW 14-1NCH ALL-DIRECTION A NT EN N A 
DOBS AWAY WITH WIRE ENTANGLEMENTS 

•> 
n 

14 
4 

AMERICAN oiREchoN ANTENNA 
Tako dONvn Uiat old «criai, don'l wolt unlll il blovrs down. Hcnd l'or ihc now AMERICAN and «cl your réception from ALL DIRECTIONS No Irlck antenna—«uaranteed to replace complclcly 
«nd efflcienUy any ordlnarj' antenna. Occuples a circular spaco 14 inches in dlamcter, H all-dlrcctlonnl. mado of pure coppcr. Mounts 
on any pôle. Idcal for aparimenl dwellers. Rcquires no attention. 
Installed In 2 minutée, the new foolproof antenna. 
DIRECT FROM FACTORY—You Save Dealers' Profit 
Sold only direct from our factory. Frlcc of $1.00 is apecial, we réservé the rlghl to wlthdraw thl» offer wlthoul notice. Order now 
whlle tho Introduclory offer holds good. 

in diameter 
American Radio Hardware Co., 135 Grand Street, New York, N. Y. 

ftCLFM 
s r* an mq 
LTcMTia 

WTNKER FOU AGENTS 
8CIENTIFIC MARVEL LIGHTER. tVlut 
makr; Il llshl! A démonstration rarsns « 
sale Send 50e, for gnmnle, or »3.0n for 
dosen In rtlsploy enso. Monoy bock If you 
are not satlsflotl. 

NEW METHOO MFG. CO.  
Box A.S.-3 BRADFORD. PA. 

How to obtain 
A Perfect Looking Nose 

My latest improved Model 25 eorreets 
now lll-shaped noses «tulckly, palnlossly, 
permanentb' a"d comfortahly at home, fl Is the only noseshaplmt appllanee 
of preelse adjustraent and s safo and 
cuaranleed paient devlre lhat will 
sctunlly kIvo you a perfect looklnp nose. 
Write for free booklet whlch tells you how to obtain a perfect looking nose. 
M. Trllety, Pioneer Noseshaplng Spe- 
elallsl, Dcpt. 2914. Blnshamlon. N. Y. 

before therc were such ihings as airplanes. A 
for the marksmanship of the British artillcry, Mt 
Kiordan bas an cxaggeralcd opinion as to wh; 
Amcricans could do in likc circumstanccs, Th< 
tanks in the last war were far slower abject 
than the Martiaa machines, and yct the rccon 
of direct hits was quite low. Even at a thousanc 
yards, you must get the range first, before yot 
cgn hope to hit your targel. These Martians, ac 
çprding to Wells, retaliatcd with their beat ra> 
Before the range could bc found. Their ray and 
their poison gas, combined with their mohilily, 
undouhtedly made them irrésistible. Cortez ir 
Mexico, and Pizarro in Peru never had such an 
overwltelming snpcriority in arms as these Mar- 
tians possessed in the story, and yet they conquered 
empires with actnal handfuls of men. As foi 
the description of the flight from I-ondon, it is the 
beat thing in the book. The disorganizalion of 
humanity, its frantic fear, its pell-mell rush from 
the new terror, are ail told so vividly lhat you 
forgel you arc reading fiction. It hclps to make 
the slory seem rcal. How many writers can do 
that? 

Therc is one kind of story that dépends on an 
ulter fallacy. And that is the Fourtn Dimension 
story in which Time becomes the Fourth Dimen- 
sion. 1 think that Wells knew it when he wrotc 
"The Time Machine." That is why he disposes 
of the rcasoning which would seem to argue for 
the possihiiity of moving in the future in a page 
or two, and then proceeds to tell you an engrossing 
talc as to what might happen to humanity and the 
world in the incalculably remotc future. A. Hyalt 
Vcrrill, however bas made ihe mistake of making 
the rcasoning the story. with the rcsult that his 
talc is a farrago of mathemalical nonsense. 

Mentiroso discovcrs lhat the rcckoning of 
hours is dificrcnt ail over the world, and from 
lhat argues ingcniously in much the fashion that 
the ancient Pythagoreans argued. If you can 
lly fast enough you will leave Calcutta on Tues- 
day and arrive in Peru on Monday. As a matter 
of fael it is true that radio messages are sent on 
Tuesday and receivcd on the previous Monday. 
Send a message from London at one in the morn- 
ing of Tuesday and il will arrive in New York 
the previous Monday evening. But the fallacy lies 
in the purely arbitrary «division of the week and 
the day. Mankind performs most of ils miracles 
by symbols. The year is determined by the 
earth's orbit, the day is determined by the earth's 
rotation about ils axis. The montb, the week, the 
hour, the minute, and the second arc purely ar- 
bitrary divisions. If time is différent in two 
places it is hccausc the différence was artificially 
crcated by mankind. Suppose mankind had said 
that inslead of counting the hours according to 
sunrise and sunset, the hours ail over the world 
should he the samc. Instcnd of the suit rising in 
New York at five o'clock il would risc at ton; 
inslead of going to work at ninc we would go to 
work at two. Wc should easily grow accustoined 
to counting the hours diffcrently, hecause wc have 
alrcady donc it with one hour. our daylight saving 
time in Summer. If the hours should bc reck- 
oncd the same the world over, what then becomes 
of Mr. Vcrrill's argument about jumping back in 
time? As a matter of fact such a reckoning 
would probably bc more sensible than the présent 
confused method. We don't shift our months about 
to suit the wcalher, why shift the hours about to 
suit the light? If Mr. Vcrrill should takc a trip 
to the Argentine, he would find the trees blossom- 
ing instead of losing their leaves, the flowers would 
bc hudding, the insects humming, summer would 
bc about lo hegin, whereas with us it is ending. 
Would he then say that he has travelled six 
months inlo the future, or six months into the 
past? If he would I should tell him to he his 
âge. January isn't luly in the Argentine hccausc 
their January weather corresponds lo our July 
wcather. The lime is the samc, the weather is 
différent. It is the samc with daylight, The prés- 
ent time is the samc herc and in Calcutta, the 
light is différent. No matter what your speed in 
travelling, time would bc consumed, and you 
would arrive in New York from Calcutta later, 
and not carlier. The samc time is called by dif- 
férent numbers in the two places, lhat is ail. 

Another instance: According to Jewîsh chro- 
nology this is the year 5688. Should Mr. Vcrrill 
step inlo a synagogue, would he be 3700 ycars 
oldcr, hecause our rcckoning says 1927: Ahsurd, 
isn't it? Why? Because hoth chronologies arc 
arlificial, and made for conveniencc of rcckoning. 
It is just as ahsurd lo say that a radio message 
leaving F.ngland Monday evening and arriving in 
New York at noon Monday takes five hours less 
than nothing in time to get to its destination. 
Both limes arc artificially named for purposcs of 
conveniencc. So if Mr. Vcrrill should stop from 
Russia where it would he S'ovcmbcr !sl into 
Poland where it would be November 14th the 
samc day. would he slep into the future two weeks, 
hccausc Russia follows the Julian Calendar. and 
Poland the Gregorian? The time is cxactly the 
same. the labels are différent in the two countries. 

Ail this talk of moving in the past and the fu- 
ture is fallacious. The theory seems to be that 
just as wc see the light of stars hundreds and per- 
haps Ihousands of ycars afler Ihosc rays were sent 
out, we can catch the past hy the light that past 
happenings made. This does not takc inlo ac- 
count that with the passing of tinte and Iravcrsing 
of distance ail waves lose their strength and are 
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Marvelous Tow nsend 

"B" Socket Power Unit 

Complété- NOW 

Sg-8S 

Osi Down 
Balance C.O.D. 

London, Ont.. Can. "Ain very well pleaa- 
ed wllh vour Eliml- nator. Since using It I havc had many morr stations and 
icreatcr «listancc." C. E. Bond. 

Dewey. Okla. 
"I am more pleased wlih your EU mina to» thon I wus wlth bat- teries." B. E. Dourbton. 

Renova. Penn. "I havc received the Townscnd Kliminato» 
und it works fine." Clakknck Witcuey. 

Replaces "B" Batteries 
Enjoy «rcatly imprOved récep- 
tion ami forget unreliable "11" 
battery nuisance. Evcry part 
in the Townsend "B" Soclcet 
Power Unit is made and as- 
semblcd in our own factory. 
Tliat is why we can give you 
a liigli grade instrument at a 
startlingly low price, wlth a real 
guarantec of money bnck if 
not sntisfiod. Delivcrs up to 
100 volts on any set. on direct 
or aiternating currcnt—any 
cycle. Full tone. clarity and 
volume. 
ORDER TODAY 
Jusl put your name and addrrss on a pièce of paper. pin a SI.00 bill to it and mail today. Your "B" 
Socket Power Unit will be sent 
promptly. Deposit only S5.85, «lus i>oatage. wilh the postmnn. 

rv ont for ten days—then if not dcftghtcd by improvement in 
réception, retum it to us nnd nurchiiKC price WllI bc refunded. 
Scnd today. 

TOWNSEND LABORATORIES 
Depl. 41 

713 Townsend Si. Chicago, IU. 

See Miles Away/ 
Blg 3V2 Ft. Telescope ^ 
Lend wings to your eyes! Bring peopie 
nndobjectamilesawayclosotoyou. Won- 
lar telescope brings new plcosures to 

home, fnrm, camp 
travei. sport. Study 
themysterious sun 
spots: see Moon 
and Stars aa 
never boforo. 
Sec peopie miles away on the bcach. on 

the mountains* etc. 
FREE y®8 absolutoly frcel A hand- '■ 
some I^atherette Carry- 
Ing Case and shouider ' 
Strapwith eachWon- 

mjg^Tthîîi W*tdwd ■ 

Sec- 
tions 

H 

bound; 
?812in. 

iti 

closed:powerfuI 
nchromatic I protectcd . by duscR 

caps. Thousandsf Pleased Trnv.l .nd Poster: - bwrt 
moon clock . 
."Eco iight; ( """away " I brougn: 

—1 

' Walkcr:v,Woald not 
Fcjl^n: workin^ 7 ini'ca uwny.' WaJkcr: Would not tr 
forit." Ui*cdby younga_.   

Send No Money 
On dolivery of Tclcacopo and free Cnnc.pny 
Postman only $1.86. plua postage. (2 completo outflts $3.50). Or send $1.86 and we pny poat- e. Try for 5 dnyu at our risk. Satisfaetlou Îuarnnteod or monoy refunded. Sondto- ny. be flrat to entertain your frienda I 

IFERRY & C0., Besti i080,chlc"«o 

* 

NEW YEAR - NEW IDEA 
PATENT YOUR IDEAS 
Call or send me a sketch of 

your invention. Phone Longacre 3088 
CDCIT Invcntors Rocordlng BlanU r IxlLC. Conlldcnlliil Advlce 

U. S. and Foreign Patents secured by 

Z-RPOLACHEKKa^ 
■ 1234 BROADWAY. NEW YORK® 

Dlce. 15.00; Carda. Sl.ïB; Inks. SI.50; 
Magic Fluld for Transparents. $3.00; Sllck Ace Cards. $1.25; Factory Reader., 
S 1.00. Sale» llosrds. etc. Catalog 10c. 

CENTRAL NOVELTY COMPANY 
740 W. Madison Street, Chicago, 111. 

MAGIC i 

BE A DETECTIVE 
Earn Blg Moncy. Work home or Travcl. Make secret 
investigations. Esperience unnecessary. Write Oept. S. A. 
American Détective System, 2190 Broadway, N. Y. 

transmutcd inlo olher forms of energy. Take 
sound waves. These losc their strengih and are 
dissipatcd so swiftly thaï the human car can tell 
the différence. ïlic same is truc of beat waves 
and even light waves. Anyone owning a radio sel 
will tell you the same of radio waves. If that 
wercn't true any transmitting set could make itseif 
heard anywherc and evcrywherc. So the sounds 
of ail the pasl havc long since been dissipatcd, and 
so havc the light waves that this carth may hâve 
sent out, as far as the world is conccrncd. So 
that anyone trying to catch the past out of the air, 
as if unwinding a movie film, will find that the 
light waves havc served to warm the air. the 
carth, the water. have aided in the création of 
electrical, radio, and countless otlicr activities, but 
arc wholly unavailablc for review. Cerlainly you 
couldn't hear any sounds made in the past. Sound 
waves dissipate too easily. 

As for moving in the future, not even Wells 
can make out a plausible case for it, To get an 
impression of somelhing that something must have 
existence. If nothing exists how can ils image lie 
taken? The future is too much fraught with doubt. 
Ail nature is accidentai. Tomorrow we may enter 
a poison belt such as Arthur Conan Doylc dcscribes, 
or we may Le torn from the sun by another star, 
or we may cxplode suddeniy, or another glacial 
period may corne stronger than the last, to wipe 
out ail life. How can accidents be caught before 
they happen? 

Of course onc should not cavil at works of fiction, 
because they arc fiction. At the same time the 
author of a work of fiction would do weli not to 
reason too much about impossibilitics. By doing 
so he spoils the entire efïect. When. like Mr. 
Verrill, the author confines himself to the rcasoning 
only, the resuit is arranl nonscnsc. 

I. M. Lichtigman, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

[The term "arrnnt nonsense" could be applied 
to many of the World's classics. Your remarks on 
time are most interesting. Do you not sec that the 
very story you crilicize bas set you to thinking and 
there is suggestcd by you a most interesting idea? 
As you very justjy remark, the acccplance of day- 
lîght saving proves your idea to bc Sound. 

Ail that you wrile is interesting. But there 
is an error in the story which escapod author, 
editors and proofreaders, and seems to have cscaped 
your notice aiso. On page 753 of the Kovember 
issue, the author reverses the rotation of the 
carth.—EDITOR.] 
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-foaUhed in a feu mmutes 
An amazing value that can'l bc beat! 
Latesl 6-tube tuned radio-fre<|uency 
rircuit. Extremeiy sélective, marvel- 
lous sensitivity. Two stages of radio 
frcquency, detector and 3 audio am- 
plifiers for improved tone quality. Two-diai con- 
îrol. All-metai cliassis. Shicidcd. Ciear and 
rcalistic réception guarantecd. Beautiful front 
panel, crystaline finish. Métal panel and sub- 
panel ; ail parts mounted. Simply connect a fcw 
wires. No spécial tools needed. Vernicr dials for 
fine tuning. New type UX sockets. Ali hook-up 
wire and colored battery cable included. Value 
$60.00. our price $16.95. 

Simple Wiring Directions 
Very casy to wlre Mil s 
«tructlons we furnlsh. few wires. That Is «11. 
in a few mfnuie.s by un. 
knowledgo noedod. Make 
Ing these sels In yen NO RADIO 

| KNOWLEDGE 
NIEDED/ eelling them to your frlends. 

the 
«nmet i 

bo wlre No radku 
by wlr- 

luno oiul 

SEND NO MONEY 
Juit irrite your name and addresj on a nos! tard and a»k us to send you thls ereat oulflt lozelher wlth 6 tubes. We 
will ihlp them right away. When they arrive, pay only 
$16.95 plu» a sinall dolivery rharge. 

RADIO EQUIPMENT CO. 
Dept. A 549 S. Wells St. CHICAGO, ILL. 

Amaxin wSlassCleaite* 

o^lSaBay-PROriT/ 

T_IEEE'S an absolutely new, money-making proposition 
that will bring you big profits—easy profits—QUICK 

PROFITSI You can make $50 a week in spare time— 
$100 in full time—taking ordors for JIFFY GLASS OLEANER—n 
new, pure, hanniess liquid that easily and instantly cicans elass 
surfaces without water, soap or chamois. Thinkofitl Unequaled for 
cioaning Windows, mirrors, windshicids, show cases, eyeglasses, etc. 

Anyone, Anywhere, Can Earn Big Money 
AU you do is demonstrate to housowives, automobile owners, stores, 
parages, etc., and take ordors. We do not scU doalors. AU busi- 
ness from your locality must como through you. nnd you alone get 
the profit on overy order. Every démonstration brings you two to 
four ordors. Just moisten a cloth with Jiffy Giass Cleaner, rub 
over tho surface of the giass and thon polish with n dry cloth. In- 
stantly removes ail dust, dirt, grease and grime without streaking. 
After ono application Windows shine, gleam and sparkle like cryatal 
—and stay elean twico as long. 

Albers Made $47 a Day! 
its quickly. You can make $10 to $20 a day 
right from tho start. 

Mail Coupon NOW 
Introdnce Jiffy Giass Cleaner In your locality 
whilo it's new. This is your chance to make 
more moncy than you've ever made before. 
Send coupon for full détails—without cost or 
obligation to you I A et quick for big profits. 
Send coupon TODAY I 
jfxHit"jiffy gp-abs cleÂner'co^ 
j 3500 Monmouth flve., Cinolnnati, Ohlo. 
S Piea.e send mo full détails of your money- 
• making proposition without cost or obligation. 

Henry Albers, Ohio, made $47 in ono day and 
he says that $100 a week is 
Men and womon overy 
ing profits wlth Jiffy 
350 other fast-selling products. Chris. Vaughn. 
Ohio. made $125 in a week; L. O. Van Allen, 
IU., averages more than $100 a week; 
K. R. Roof. S. 0., earned $50 
week's sparo timo; Mrs. B. L. Hodges, 
carns $18 to $20 o day; H. 0. Hanson, N. D., 
makes $75 a week in sparo time. You can 
make this big money, tooi 

s easy for 
are making an 
Cleaner nnd my 

Chris. Va 
week ; Mrs. 
in her flrst 

odges, N. Y., 

I don't want you to 
want 
can 
ence 

Send No Money 
int you to send me a et a cent. Ail I 

-ou bov 
t want you to send me a 
you to do is let me show y 
ake $50 to $100 a week, without expori- 
ind without taking any course of train- 

ing. I agrcc to furnish everything you necd, 
to teU you what to do and say in this easy. 
fascinating work. Yon posittvoiy take no risk 
whatover. You can't loso a penny and yc-t 
you have n wonderful chance to reap big prof- 

S Name. 

■ Addros». 

(Print or Write Plainly.) 

ALL FREE 10 year Buar. Watch with cbalo and rimr, larvn ( Kc.itmanRoll FUmCameraor 22 cal. Hamilton Killr. your* for iniroslui-Hik-lmestassortecillquIil pertomoat 15c abottle.ScodforZObotUeoaodcbooaoKiftaapcroder inour ca^Ioc. We trust cou—iujiwriU) to UELL PEKFUME CO.. Uep. C933, Ctalcaso. 111. 
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ACOOKOO NUT is a new wrinkle to 
pass away your timc. Far more 

intercsting, more entertaining and more, 
humorous than a cross-word puzzle. The 
C00K.00 NUT illustrâtes an ordinary, 
wcll-known saying in a distinctly new 
manner. Study the cxamplcs on this 
page. The test of a COOKOO NUT is 
that there must bc no question as to the 
corrcctness of the description. The quo- 
tation must absolutely fit the COOKOO 
NUT, otherwise it docs not go. Cover 
up the captions of the COOKOO NUTS 
on this page, and makc your friends guess 
what cach COOKOO NUT stands for. 
An exciting new game is to play COO- 
KOO NUTS at parties where everyone is 
asked to make up an original COOKOO 
NUT. The most mirth-provoking one 
gets the partv prize. 
The best COOKOO NUT printed in 
FRENCH HUMOR gets a weekly prize 
of 35.00. For every other one accepted 

FRENCH HUMOR 

HOiç 
IN O/Vf 

See 

   

31 00 pays 

•A FOPUUft* 
WO^ANS-CtUB 

V 

9 
% 
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France, that magie land of humor, wit, and kcon, Knifc-edgcd 
"parlay," offer» humor-loving Americans, its choicost, finest 
humor through the new wcokly magazine, "FRENCH HUMOR." 

Your fir«t copy of "FRENCH HUMOR" will prove what wo 

say—hundred» of choico joken and or/glnal llluitratlont by French 
Artutt, with ail the illustrated joke» printed firat in French and 
then in EnglUh. It'» the funnioat, wittiest and moat entertain- 
ing magazine you havo ever read. 

10c WEEKLY ON ALL NEWSSTANDS 



STATF.MKNT OF THF. OWNERSHIP, MAN- 
AGEMENT, CIRCULATION. ETC., RE- 
QUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS, 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, 
Of Auazinc Stories, published monthly at New 

York, N Y., for Octohtr 1, 1927. 
State of New York 
County of New York, ss. 

Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the 
State and county aforesaid, pcrsonally appeared 
Hugo Gernsback, who, having been duly sworn ac- 
cording to law, déposes and says that he is the 
editor of the Amazino Stories and that tbc 
following is, lo the best of bis knowledge and bc- 
lief, a truc statement of tbc ownership, management 
(and if a daily paper, the circulation), etc., of tbc 
aforesaid publication for tbc date shown in the 
above caption, required by the Act of August 24. 
1912, embodied in section 411, Postal Laws and 
Régulations, printed on the reverse of lltis form, 
«o wit: 

1. That the names and addresscs of the pub- 
lishcr, managing editor, editor, and business man- 
agers arc: 

Publisher. Expérimenter Publishing Co., Inc.. 
230 Fifth Avenue. 

Editor, Hugo Gernsback. 230 Fifth Avenue. 
Managing Editor, Hugo Gernsback, 230 Fifth 

Avenue. 
Business Manager, Charles E. Roscnfclt, 230 

Fifth Avenue. 
2. That the owner is: 
Expérimenter Publishing Co., Inc., whose stock- 

holders consist of: Hugo Gernsback. Sidney Gerns- 
back, Robert W. DeMotl, Dr. T. O'Conor Sloane, 
H. W. Secor, I. S. Manhcimer, ail of 230 Fifth 
Avenue. New York City. Mrs. Catherine Major, 
545 West ISSth St.. New York City, M. M. Finu- 
can and L. F. McClure, botb of 720 Cass Street, 
Chicago, III. 

3. That the known bondboldcrs, mortgngees, and 
ïther security holders owning or holding 1 per 
:ent. or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, 
>r other securitics are: NONE. 

4. That the two paragraphs ncxt above, giving the 
rames of tbc owners, stockholders, and security 
joldcrs, if any, contain not only the lisl of stock- 
lolders and security holders as they appear upon 
hc books of the company but also, in cases where 
he stockholder or security holder appears upon the 
looks of the company as trustée or in any other 
iduciary relation, the namc of the person or corpor- 
ition for whom such trustées is acting, is given; 
dso that the said two paragraphs contain state- 
nents embracing affiant's full knowledge and belief 
s to the circumstances and conditions under which 
tockbolders and security holders who do not ap- 
icar upon the books of the company as trustée, 
lold stock and securities in a capacity other than 
hat of a bona fide owner; and this alliant bas no 
eason to believe that any other person. association, 
•r corporation bas any interest direct or indirect 
o the said stock, bonds, or other securities than 
s so stated by him. 

H. GERNSBACK. 
(Signature of Editor, Publisher.) 

Sworn to and subscribcd before me this 29th day 
■ f Seplember, 1927. 

JOSEPH H. KRAUS. 
Notary Public. 

(My commission expires March 30, 1929.) 
Seal] 
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THE BREAKERS 
ATLANTIC CITY. N. J. 

On the Océan Front 
PREFFTRRED—In Autumn and ail scasons 
- by those who know and want the best. . . 
cilher upon the American or European 
plan . . . and sensible rates wilhal. 

For the Breakers' Guests— 
Health Baths Golf Privilèges 
Orchestra Afternoon Tca Dancing 

Garage on Prcmises 
When in Washington visit HARVEY'S 

RESTAURANT, Uth & Penna Avcs. 
Famous since 1856. 

JOËL HILLMAN, Président. 
JULIAN A. HILLMAN. V.-Pres. 
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Opportunity Ad-Lets 
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AGENTS WANTED 
ARVEO POLISHING CLOTHS sell every- 

wherc for 25c. New and improved. Absolutcly 
safe for hands and ail kinds of mclals. Exclusive 
territorics open to first class agents. Write for 
our unusual proposition. Arveo Industries, Box 
147-A. Grosse Ile. Mlchigan.  

YOU ARE WANTED TO RESILVER MIR- 
RORS AT HOME. Immense profils plating auto- 
parts, lableware, etc. Write for information. 
SPRINKLE, Plater, 815, Marion, Indiana. 

Sell subscription to magazines known the world 
over. Steady monthly incomc with absolutcly no 
investment required. Hundrcds of selling argu- 
ments evety monlh. Starl now. Full information 
sent frcc, no obligation. Agency Division. Experi- 
menter Publishing Co.. 230 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 

Agents—Make $15 day selling Pearls: Every 
woraan a customcr ; Samples 45c ; Particulars 
Oriental l'earl, 149 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
 AIRPLANES, AVIATION  

MO DEL AIRPLANE ENGIN ES: % ii. p. m 
3 Ibs. ; 1 h. p. in 5 Ibs. Stationary Engincs : >6 
h. p. in 10 Ibs.; 1 h. p. in 15 Ibs. Circulars frcc. 
DYNAMIC MFG. CO.. First NatT Bank Bldg., 
Chicago.  

ART 
Frcnch Noveltics for Men. Send direct to 

"Gay Parce" for samplc and lists. Only 25c 
stamps (not coin). D. Morey, Boite Postale 55, 
Dept. 739. Paris. Franee. (Frcnch poslage 5c). 
 BOOKS  

Complété files of Amazing talcs, Argosy, Popu- 
lar, Peoplcs. AU Story or any other magazines. 
For sale at 10 cents a copy. Richard Zohn, North 
Baltimore. Ohio.  

MAKE AMAZING STORIES COME TRUE 
by reading '•AMATEUR CHEMIST" and experi- 
menting—10c—THOMPSON-ALLEN LAB.. 410 W. Pine, Shamokin, Pa.  

H YPNOTISM W1N S ! 25 easy lesaons and 248 
page illustratcd référence guide, $2.00. "Mind- 
reading" (any distance). Wonderful. $2.00. Sci- 
ence Instilute, A430. Milwaukee Ave., Chicago. 

Talking with the Dcad? 128 page interesting, 
truthful book. Contains History of Spiritualism, 
marvelous performances. Uible's viewpoinl. 108 
slartling proven cases, etc. Book and samplc 
magazine—25c. Baker, 3801 Wood Street, Eric, 
l'enna. 
 BUSINESS OPPORTUN1TIES  

$100 month m your home folding and mailing 
circulars. We furnish everything. Particulars and 
samples, 25c. Graves Mailing Service. Harwood, 

1 exas.  
$100 per month in your home, folding, mailing 

circulars. Wc furnish everything. Particulars and 
samples 25c. Adams Mailing Service, S-845, Box 
102. Frackville, Pa. 
 CORRESPONDENCE COURSES  

Used Corrcspondence School courses sold on rc- 
purchase basis. Also rented and exchangcd. Money- 
back guarantcc. Catalog free. (Courses bought). 
Lee Mountain. Pisgah. Alahama. 
 DETECTIVES   
DETECTIVES Earn Big Money. Travel, Make 

secret investigations. Expérience unnecessary. 
Particulars free. Write, American Détective Sys- 
tem, 2190 Broadway, N. Y. 

FOR INVENTORS 
1 AM in touch with hundreds of moneyed mei. 

and manufacturcrs who wish to buy good inven- 
tions. Hartley, 38 Court St., Bangor, Maine. 

HELP WANTED 
Men wanting outdoor work, qualify for forest 

ranger position. Start $125 month; cabin and 
vacation ; patrol the forests. protcct the gamc ; give 
tourists information. Write Mokane, Dept. M-30, 
Denver, Col.  
 HOW TO ENTERTAIN  

Plays, musical comedies and revues, minstrel 
music, blackfacc skits, vaudeville acts, monologs. 
dialogs, récitations, entertainments. musical read- 
ing, stage handbooks. makc-up goods. Big cata- 
log free. T. S. Dcnison & Co.. 623 So. Wabash. 
Dept. 20, Chicago. 
 MISCELLANEOUS  

WOULD YOU spend twcuty-live cents lo be 
able to play ail chords on the piano at sight? If 
so send for your copy of "Bannon's Chord Chart 
for Piano." The easiest system known. B & L 
Music Specialties Co., 123 Flowers Ave., Pins- 
burgh, Pa.  

FOR M S lo cast Lead Soldicrs, Indians, Marines, 
Trappcrs, Animais, 151 kinds. Send 10c for 
illustratcd catalogue. H. C. Schiercke, 1034 72d 
St., Brooklyn, N. Y.   

HOME business brings handsorac incomc. In- 
formation 10c. On Coc, 129 East 59th St., New 
York.  

100 GENUINE Indian arrowhcads from Arkan- 
sas. $4.00 postpaid. H. Daniel, Lamar, Ark. 
 PATENTS FOR SALE  

FOR SALE—copyright 896.851, New Game. 
Addrcss Box 266, Fostoria, Ohio. 
 PHOTO FINISH 1NG  

NOW EVERY BODY can own a folding 
Caméra. Our FREE offer makes it easy. Libéral 
allowancc on your old box caméra. Free films. 
Free dcveloping. ARTCRAFT, Box 302, Wilkins- 
burg, Pa. 

PRINTING, PRINTING OUTFITS 
 AND SUPPLIES  

PRINT YOUR OWN cards. stationery, circu- 
lars, paper, etc. Complété outfits, $8.85; Job 
Presses, $11, $29; Rotary, $149. Print for others, 
big profil. Ali easy, rulcs sent. Write for catalog 
presses, type, paper, etc. Kelsey Company, F-67. 
Meriden, Conn.    

YOUR OWN CORRESPONDENCE STA- 
TIONERY. Namc and addrcss ncatly printed on 
200 letter sheets and 100 envelopcs, nicely boxed, 
only $1.00. postpaid. The Idéal Gift Package. 
OBERMAN COMPANY. Box 1268, Chicago, Illi- 
nois. 
 SONG POEMS  

SONG Poem Writers. Write Séquoia Song- 
writer's Service, Sherman Branch. Los Angeles, 
Cal if.  

(FREE) "Song Writers' Guide." D24-1239 
Elm, Grecn Bay, Wis.  

SONG Poem Writers—Write Hibbeler, U165. 
2104 N. Keystone Ave., Chicago. 
 STAMPS AND COINS  

200—200—200! Send (or our 200 oultït con- 
laining 200 stamps; 200 hinges; approval sheets 
to hold 200 stamps; perforation guage; millimetcr 
scale and ruler; duplicatc stamp container—ail for 
only 15c to approval applicants. EDGEWOOD 
STAMP CO-, Dept. C.. Milford, CONN.  

STAMPS—Approvals 60% discount. A. Givcns. 
25 N. Farson St., Philadelphia, Pa.  

r--; 
A NEW RADIO LOUDSPEAKER 

1 his Dual Tone Speaker Reproduces the High and Low Notes Perfectly 

BUILD IT YOURSELF FOR $12.50 
The COMPACTCONE is a thirty inch cone speaker, so arranged that it fits into a cabinet 

fourteen tnches in diaraeter and seven inches deep. It bas two distinct Sound chambets. one 
being designed to reproduce the high notes and the other to carry the low notes of the tube and 
the base viol. It is darap proof and cannot be affccted by wcather conditions. 

The usual thirty inch cone, while possessing won- 
derful lotie value, occupicd so mueh space that it 
is considered impractical. In the COMPACT- 
CONE the diaphragm is full thirty inches but it 
is so arranged as to occupy a space but fourteen 
inches in diameter. 

The COMPACTCONE m a y be had in the corn- 
pleted form and in knock down kits. In the knock 
down form we supply ail the necessary parts, eut 
to fil and ready to assemble, with full directions 
for assembling. You can put one together in a 
very short time. 
Write for our free beautifully illustrated catalog 

Miniature Ship Models, Inc. 
Dept. AS 

3818-20-22-24 BARING STREET 
PHILADELPHIA. PENNA. 

CANADIAN BRANCH 
1485 Bleury Street Montréal. Canada 
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THRILLING STORIES »/ MODERN LIFE 

G et Acquainted With This 

Fresh New Magazine 

of Fascinating 

Stories 

Love 

Marriage 

Romance 

Adventure 

Humor 

On Sale 

Everywhere 

25c 
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For a 

Half Year 

of the 

Best 

Magazine 

Entertainment 

Send Coupon 

With $1 

NOW! 

i 

A Few 

of the Stories 

in the Gurrent Issue 

SPECIAL OFFER 

Modern Story Magazine, 
423 West 55th Street, 
New York City. 
Gentlemen: 

Enclosed find $1 for which send me the next SIX 
issues of Modi rn Story Magazine, in accordance with 
your spécial offer to readers of Amazinr Stories. Or, 
find 25 cents for a single copy. 
Name    
Street     
City    State  

EYES OE YOUTH 
H os Modern Y ou! h o Code of Its OwnP 

THE WAY OF A MAN 
A Crifping Romance of the North 

NO QUESTIONS ASKED! 
A Modern Experiment in Marriage 

BLIND DATE 
She Wasn't So Bad, But  



^REBIO DAVS TRIAL 

HE NEW 

1MPR0VED MiPil 
   "PENClt'POINTEO PEN,'WIS/ 

^Jhe Terfect Writing Instrument 

GREATEST VALUE EVER OFFERED 

50 r 

$1000 REWARD 
lo anybody who can provo 
lli.it Ihese tcslimonials wcre 
solicileJ by us. 

Inkocraph lia*» provcn sosatlfl- 
factory and haa clU'iiod conaidcr- favorablf • onmicnt ain ciicIohiur inonoy «rdcr, plcaac •end me tlirta: niora. T. J. Tiow, Tmvelinic Cl.iim Agent, 
Joplin. Mo. 

The Inkograph flilly justînea ail daims vou inako. I own n 
Walcnnan but InkoRmpli in far prrfemblc. I* lanli K. Sargcut, Oaklanc!. Calif. 

You have one of tl»c wriUns instruments I evor us«hI rcgartllcss of gnicc* I us«; the lowest grade atationcry nnd therc Is never a Mot or semtch 
bccausc of itn round smooth point. It is a wouderfu! inven- tion. L. H. Or le y, Albano. Va. 

Oh boy. I am tlcklcd skinny to have the Inkograph, it's a darling. I can now inake carbon copies In taking orders and send 
onginal in ink lo factory instcad of a pendled shect. It surcly flows over the Paper as if it was grease instcad of ink. No 
trouble at ail nnd a thing X could not do beforc lo trace stmight _ Unes very fine and elenn. Ko smcar, no muss ofany kind. It's just great. E. A. Simms, Jersey City. N. J. 

My Inkograph Is the smooth- cal writlng instrument with vhtch I have ever wrilten. That 
is saying a lot. ï an» a tcachcr by profession. 1 have a $7.00 pen and another that cost more than the Inkograph, but Inko- f raph is bettes than dtbér. It s the gréa lest Iniprovemcnt in ' 
\vritlng instrumenta sincc the llabylonians recorded their thoughis on clay tablets wîth a triangular pointed rce<l. Jolin K. AtwcU. Chadwick, N. C. 

My Inkograph is the first and 
only tvriting utensil I ever owned that I can use with plcasure. To bc wllhout it for nny time vould unset my business day. It bas always workc<! imrfectly. I bave never had any difticulty wlth It. Arthur L. Fox, Ccater- ville. Mich. 

1 ara a bank tellcr, have used ail klnds of fountain pens but 
can honestlv say for my worlc I never found a pen so casynnd 
tirelcss to writc. You can pick it up any time In any i><:siiion and writc immcdialcly nnd al! numbers and words vvill l>c the 
saine. Try and do It wlth any 
other i*rn. My buddics ail agrée that it ia l'est for our work. O. K. Morlcy, Alleu- town. l'a. 

Dclighted: It writes bully— you have Inwntcd a pen that is X»crfeclion. It is eo mueh more 
r.ipid than my $9.00 fountain 
pen. I wish you nbinidant success. S. L. Cariton, Aurora, 
111. 

I am very woll plcased with 
mv Inkograph. It is just what I have lKX'n I«x>kisig for. I ha\*c 
ha<l scvcral ink pencils but noth- ing likc the Inkograph; it writes 
llke the point was grcaâcd nml it makes no différence whnl kind of paper, it is fine for shipping tags. S. T. jarrett, Harnsville, VV. 
Va. 

The Inkograph îs ail thnt you 
daim it lo l>c. Kndoscd Jmd order fi* two. Robert Hellcr, Cnûgsvulc, l'a. 

The Inkograph, I am thorougbly convlnced. is the 
best writlng instnimcnt I have ever uscil. It is sure, sanc and dean and always rcady to use. I am wry well plcased wlth it. J. E. Rampton. Pen sa cola. Fia. 

[EVER before lias any manufacturer of a istandard writ* 
; instrument v.hîch is guaranteed to give perfcct sat-1 

isfaction, offered you so great a value. Rcincmbcr,1 ' 
Inkograph answers the purpose of both pen and peneil com- 
bined. Ils point is 'phaped like a fine lead peneil point and^ 
writes with ink free and easy_withcut a miss, skip or blur.^ 
The stcady uniform flow of ink actually jmproves your^ 
handwriling. i\Von't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands, 

You who already possess a standard fountain peni 
will find the Inkograph a most valuable addition to 
your writing equipment, for it will do everything 
any fountain peu can do and many very important 
things which it is impossible^ to accomplish with 
any fountain pen at any price. 

Combines the Best Featurest 
of both pen and peneil, minus tho wcale pointa ofi 
both, plus improvcmenls not found in either. 

The lead peneil smuclffcs, the point breaks hnj 
îts writing soon 13 oblileratcd. Most fountain 
pens skip, seratch, flood, clog, leak, blot, soil 
hands and clothing. The old stylographic inlfl 
peneil drics up, oalks, blots, ■writes heavy, 
flows uncvcnly and is never rclîablc. The Ink. 
ograph feeds as fast and uniform on tho 
2uth page as it did ou the firsÇ 

Draws 
Lines (0 

a Ruler 
tV 11 h o u t 
smcaring , 

éniiKlging or 
blurring tho 

paper. Writes 
with any çolor 

pi ink. 

Requires 
No Biottei 

The înk dries as fast 
as you writc, bccausc 

tho flow is fine, evea 
Oad fJJiiform. 

AGENTS 
Scll Inkographs, mako bigler profits, 
more sales, without investraent. 
Quicker commissions, popular pricos, 
no compétition. Send for an Inko- 
graph or svrito for spécial gale? plaa 
boeklct. 

NI 

la 
ancl 

niiest 

DEALERS 

Cannot Leak 
Xo€ tHè tînîest drop of înk will spîll, 

hit hou gh one fllling is sufficicnt to wntç 
thousanda of words, .Will writc on an^ 
quality of paper. / 

Makes 3 to 4 Carbon 
Copies 

at one time with Original in 
ink. Bear down as hard as 
you like without fear of bending, 
spreading, injuring or distorting 
ils 14 Kt. solid gold point. 
Are you a ealesman?—use an 
lukograph, mako put _ your 
orders m ink and retain a 
duplicata for_ your records. 
Do you wish to keep 
a copy of your privato 
correspondence î 1—i u a 
an Inkograph. Do you 
do office work which 
requires clcar carbon 
copies?—use ah Inko 
graph. Do you mako 
out bills or sales 
slips?—use on Inko- 
graph and make a 
permanent pri.qin- 
al in ink with 
carbon copies. 
You can per- 
mit any one to 
Write with your 
Inko graph, 
for jio stylo 
o £ writing 
caii affect 
tho Inko- 
graph point 
as it will 
a foun- 
tain pen. 

"sXme 
SIZE 

57**8.75 

FOUNTAIN PENS 

Patent 
Automatic Feed, 

Prevents clogging. JTo 
compUcaled mcclianisra to 

fclcan or gel out o£ order. A 
ycar's guarantee ccrtificate 

with full directions accom- 
panics cach Inkograph apd is 

Jyour absolutc protection. 

An Instrument of 
Refinement 

appearancc, quality, workmanship 
matcnal it is the equal o£ writing 

instruments which scll for a great deal 
more, It's beautifully highly polîshcd 

st quality of black, hard rubber, il" t-. ..i:j ail(i fced. safel, 
lever and clip make! 14 Kt. solid 

screw cap, sel 
gold point and fced, safcly 

... —f-lilling lever and clip make! 
«t an instrument of dislinctive clcgance and 

refinement. Each Inkograph 
and_ flnishcd to pleaso the eye and fit" the designed     Cl tû an' 

hand o£ ail. 

You Who Are DissatisfiedWith 
Your Fountain Pen 

Try thé Inkograph—remember, ali we ask you 
to do is try it, for if it doos not prove thor- 
ougbly satisfactory and if it 19 pot handicr and 

docs not writo 
Émoother and iâ 
not far superior 

to any fountain 
peh you ever 

owncd, whether it 
cost $5, S6, $7 or $8. 

rctum the Inkograpli 
lo us and we'II refund 
your mor.cy—no ques- 

tions asked. 

Inkograph Co.t Inc. 
93-147 CENTRE ST. 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 

That hard arnooth round ball-likc point,which glidea with case over tho coarsest paper and niakca possible writing in ink as rapidiy as with tho aoftest lead psnefi. 

Reocivcvl my Inkotmph. Ara ■urprioed to kncnv how well I can write with it, The Inkosreph is a wondcrful liltlc w ri ter. it's my frirnd now for roou i>ciiiiuin- 
8hip. I am writing tliir lette» with it; cm you tell tbe llffer- cncc botween Inkogrni. 1 ami pen letton--? I * an is my animer. 
C. R. Fuller, Pattereon, Mo.^ 

I rcceîved my Tnkopraph wltll which I am writing thin lettcr. I have purchaturd at lonet one dozen ink jx-nclls. Youra ju-oin» to l>e the only one that vives 
perfcct satisfaction. I bellcve you have aolvcd the proMeni of the perfcct writing instni- mcnt. Dr. Richard T. 
MeLaury. Dunkirk, Ind. 

The Inkograph is tmty the l>e;it i>cn I ever had the plcasure to use barring no price or make of pen. after 1 t. kc into con- îiidcration the high piicc I usually paid for a Parker, or a 
VVaterman j»cn. I cannot sec how such a low priced pen as the Inkograpli can bc T>ut on the 
market axi'l give «tien tinnsual service. Harvey L, Winston, Brentwood. Calif. 

_ In making out local requl*!- tions, it is neo -«ury to make an original and two cnrl>on copie» on very heavy parer, ami the 
Inkograpli doen tnis twIce a» well _ as the hardest indclihlo 
peneil. an'l i» imich nenter and tlic origin-d is much moro 
legible. Win. L. Fortney, Placervillc. la. 

Your Inkograph Is evcrythlnO' 
you statc. It Ih just wonuerful. So send me two more. Arlhus Ollcott, Tucker, La. 

Gave pen thorough tn'out. Rncloscd find samplc of work 1 have to perform. Have l>cen using pcndl. Never got cntlrc (tatisfaction. Hard ix-ncil makr» original too pale an«I seft ix-ncil makes poor copy. I am highly 
pleased. S. M, Cooper, In- quiry Division, P. O.. South Uend,Ind. 

I found the Inkograph ail you represent it to Mr and I was very well satisfied wlth il. I mndc a Freat nustakc when I l>ought the nkograph, as I «li«l not takcouC Lois or Theft Insurance on the 
pen. for the pen la gone. I am writlng this to ask that you send me another Inkograph by rc- 
tum mail, charges C.O.D. I can cecommend the Inkograph very highly to anyonc whoneeda 
a pen which will «tand up uiidcu very hard usage. George D. 
Moorc, Columbla, Fia. 

It sure has improvtd my hand writing—I never look home any znedala for penmanship but I caa alniost read my own writing aince I got thla pen. M. I*. 
Johnson, Médina, Wia. 

I want to thank you for tho retum of roy Inkogmpn i>co. which you repaired for me. I 
feel rather lost without this pen in my pocket. I prefer it to any pen I ever carried piincipal- ly I>ccau9c of the case with which one can writc with il, not having to bc carcful whether you slide the pen to the North. East, South or West, it flows frecly it» ail «lirections. Wm. U. Brown. New York, N. Y. 

Rccelved_ my Inkograph and saine is lilling a long-felt want. 
Klndly serai two more of the 
eamc style by parcci iK>st collccb as soon as possible. Théodore PriesUcy, Akrou. Ohlo. 

ï Ijought one of your pens a Kar ago. You suie bulld the si l'en on the market to my notion. Frank K. Ellswoitli, 
Fargo. N. D. 

I wouldn't take $5.00 for the pen I am writing this lelter w ith. I have a good fountain pen but don't writc any more with it. I am pruud of the Inkograph and 
that 1 can say this to you ancl mean every word of It. K. H. Wilson, bccklcy, W. Va. 

SEND 

NO MONEY 

. Your namc and address are suffi- 
/ oient. Pay postman $1.50. plus 
/poslagc on delivery. When remit- 

tance accompanics order, inkouraph 
/ will bc sent postage prepaid. If withiit 
/ton days the Inkograph docs not prove 

satisfactory rcturn il and we'II refund 
/your moncy without further correspond- 

ence. It is bccausc we are sure the Infc- 
/ograph will mcet your rcquircmcuts to 

perfection that makes It possible for us lo 
atakc you so attractive au o2er. 

Stationery Stores, Dmg Stores, 
Department Stores, etc., send for 
our catalog and trade prices. 

This Coupon Properly Filled Out ^ec^ssa^y! 
Send it today und procure one of the New Improved lukographs 
on a 10-Day Free Trial, with no strings tied lo it. If you prefer 
smaller size wiili ring on cap lo be carried on watch chain or 
ladics' soutoir, mark X Iicrc □ 

INKOGRAPH C0., Inc., 93-147 Centre St., New York. N. Y. 
('•ontlcmcn: You may send me your Inkograph. 1 will pay 

postman $1.50, plus postage on delivery. 

Namc. 

Address. 

City.      .State. 
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Unlocking For Ton 

the Age Old 

Secrets of Magic 

Baffiing secrets of the world's greatest magicians—mys- 
teries never before divulged—supernatural effects of 
the Orient — massive stage illusions—the most priceless. 
most treasured Secrets of the Magic Profession now— 
Jor the first lime—disclosed to YOU in the great Tar 

bell Course in Magic. Learn to perform like a real 
magician in a short time—in your spare time—at home. 
Be the life of every party—the center of every crowd, 
whereveryougo. Business and social success are YOURS 
whenyouknowMagic. It'seasywith theTarbellSystem! 

Astonlsh Your Frlends 
Study the first lesson and your friends will be amazed 
at your wonderful Magical powers. You wili have that 
Magnetic power that gives you instant popularity in 
any crowd. Everyone will marvel at your apparently 

supernatural, psychic power. YOU possess this talent 
now! Surprisingly easy to bring it out. Send the 
coupon below now — and find out how easily you 
can do it. 

Earn $250 to $1000 a Month 

From Impromptu Tricks through Sleight of Hand to 
Great Stage Illusions—EVERYTHING is taught to you 
so that you can go right out and MAKE B1G MONEY 
WITH MAGIC. There is a tremendous demand for 
Magic Entertainment. Clubs, churches, schools, con- 
ventions, theaters are on the lookout for Magicians— 

Tarbell System, Inc., Studio 11-97 
1926 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, III. 

Please send me your big FREE illustrated and colored 
booklet giving full information on the Tarbell System 
of Magic. No obligation on my part whatever. 

Name    

Address  

City and State. 

and they pay $25 to $100 for perhaps half an hour's 
program. Keep your job and make a lot of EXTRA 
MONEY on the side. Just master a few easy tricks. 
Salesmen—businessmen—professional men—-ail can 
use Magic to gain popularity and profits. Easy for YOU 
•o make $250 to $1000 a month! 

Mail Coupon! 
You can now get this great course, endorsed by the 
world's greatest magicians, at a spécial low price. But 
you have to act quickly to get in on this offer. Write 
today SURE! 

Tarbell System^ Inc., studio 11-97 
1926 Sunnyside Avenue. Chicago, IU. 

-Age. 


