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CHAPTER ONE.
' A WORLD AT PEACE.

The close of the second World War had inaugurated an
era of vast changes.

From the wreckage and devastation of that titanic struggle
had emerged not only a universal desire for peace but an
implementation of that wish. In fact the road to peace of a
‘kind was indicated by the emergence of the Confederated
States of America—extending from Alaska to Cape Horn— |
as such an overwhelming colossus that no Power, or possible
combination of Powers, could challenge its supremacy, but
the world's peace was not built on such a slender foundation
as the dominance of any one group. It emerged, more or
less, from a general sense of the menace of universal disaster
—a consciousness that the machine had indeed mastered the
man, and that another such struggle would wipe out the
human race altogether, or leave nothing better than a few
Eskimos or wandering cannibals as its sole survivors,

As in a flood hunters and hunted, carnivores and their
weak victims, birds and snakes, may be found herded to-
gether on some small island all quietened by the common
danger, so the menace of racial doom softened old conflicts
and relaxed the grip of greed and selfishness. It was all very
well, for example, to sell guns to savages to kill a few of
one’s neighbours, but where was the gain to anybody in
1, building engines that could tear up the whole of the world’s
cities by the roots?

The first indication of a great social change was the estah-
lishment of a series of state-controlled trusts, each of which ;
directed the whole of the productive forces in its own sphere. e
The old idea of unrestrained competition, with its rule-of- ;
thumb “law of supply and demand,” was thrown right over- {
board, and production and distribution were fully regulated. 'éb

ey became, in fact, matters of planning and statistics. 3 "

It was on a calm summer evening of this new era—as
unlike the old as aeroplanes are unlike push-barrows—that
Professor Fergus Klado, the famed physicist of the University
of Boggabri, sat on the broad verandah of his spacious bun-
galow looking southward over the sweeping silver crescent
of Bondi Beach. He was at that moment reading a letter—
an amazing document.

Professor Fergus Klado was an elder] man. He had been
in his prime twenty-five years before wKen the second Great

SJBLICLIBRAR 1 0F YICTGRI
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World War had been settled by the Treaty of Bombay, and
to-day his hair was grev and thin, yet he bore himself erect
and straight as a ramred and was as slender as in his youth.

He smiled as he sat back in his great lounge chair and
digested the contents of the epistle, looking dreamily our
over the great blue expanse of water and reflecting on the
strangeness of things in general and this piece of news in
particular.

A s=oft footstep sounded on the polished plastic floor of
the verandah, and the Professor's daughter Vera emerged
from the adjacent parlor. Fergus Klado turned:

“Well, Vera, what do you make of this?"” handing her
the letter. g

While holding the sheet of typewritten paper she smiled
unconsciously. A young woman of a little more than medium
height, she was fair-haired, plump and active, with a full
round face and big grey eyes. She was of what might be
described as a jolly type, always on the move, and always
ready to find something which merited a soft pleasing laugh
or a winning smile.

There was, however, nothing humorous in the letter she
was reading. It was from Professor Neale Anders, a col-
league of Klado's in the same university, and read:

“Dear Fergus,—You will be pleased to know that that
Digger Friend of ours, Freddo Demarr, who went to sleep in
Port Moresby during the Big Struggle of 1939-1945, has
just finished his long hibernation and, having come to nicely,
will be ready, almost rizht away, to give us the good oil
about the days that are gone and the shape of things as they
are presently shaped. It was your skill that carried him right
along, though I can claim the finishing touches that brought
him to fit and well. You must not miss the interview to-
morrow night. He will be guite ready for a long talk by
that time, and will come before the Academy to get a [ew
pointers about his new surroundings before being turned
loose to see the brand-new world for himself. It would be
too bad altogether, don’t you think, to set him down in the
midst of this changed and, to him, incomprehensible \'-’_ol'ld
without a little preparation. So the Academy interview is to
break him in, as it were. Be there at 6 p.m.—Anders.

“How thrilling] You #hd Anders worked so hard on that
poor chap. You both deserve the victory."” She handed
him back the letter.

“I flatter myself we do,”" he answered airily. ;

“Don’t flatter yourself too much, dad; '—this with a_f’“"[e
which would have devastated the entire Academy— after
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all, if he’'d been awake and well he could have lived that
long."

“The point is that he didn’t. He snoozed, fair damsel, he
snoozed. The world marched on and time bogged. For
him it stayed put with both feet in the mire.”

“But if he'd only slept a century or sol’ [

“All things are relative, my dear. He has, in fact, slept
many, many centuries.”’

*“Now you're talking right over my head."”

“Swim out, darling, swim out. ['m simply telling you
that the world has moved along many centuries during the
past twenty-five years. Will you compare it, for example,
with a thousand years of Greek, Roman, Egyptian or Chinese
history? We have seen more change in any five years of
our present post-war period than in any previous century.”

“Well, I hope I'm not too dense to see that.”

“You're not, darling, but unfortunately a lot of people are.
For instance, it took the sad experience of mass air raids to
prove that the progress of aviation had changed the world
more between 1918 and 1939 than it had changed between
1818 and 1918.

“Oh, yes, that's obvious.” !

“Nothing is obvious to the great mass of the genus homo
non-sapiens, little baa lamb, till the novelty falls on
humanity’s head like a waggon-load of bricks falling from a
chimney struck by lightning. Then Mr. Average Man wakes
up and starts to run in the wrong direction, or in several
wrong directions, till he finds the right one.”

"So you think your Digger will be panicky in this new
world. You want to break him into it. Like teaching a baby
to walk and talk, isn't it?"’

"Yes, there are so many pitfalls. You remember, Vera,
the Wild Western story of ‘Lo, the poor Indian, whose un-
tutored mind clothes him in front and leaves him bare
behind?' Whooping across the prah-ay-ahree one day on
his wild mustang he saw for the frst time in his life an un-
tamed monster from the chimney stack forests of the Baldwin
Loco:potive Works in Phi!adelphia. ‘Heap big buffalo,’ said
Lo, 'Heap plenty meat,’ and he promptly lassooed the
smokestack. At the next station, lo and behold, a lump of
raw meat was scraped off the safety-valve dome. That was
all that was left of poor Lo." - O
_ "But seriously, dad, you and Anders have been very much
in earnest about this experiment. You think you can keep
people alive—in a state of dormancy, as Anders puts it—
for ages, the same way that you kept this fellow going?”’

i . .
k}fﬁ'ﬂim&'lﬂ e ST ) p—y R R TR TR LR I NS




10 A VOYAGE TO VENUS

“Why, Fertainly. If twenty-five years' hibernation, wh,
not 2500?"

“Anders says it's better than making a historic talkije pi
ture. You transfer the people from one age to another, an(
they just walk in and tell the present world what their ow,
jolly old world was like."”

“That's a corking idea, too. It's not my idea of makin.
history, of course, but it has its possibilities. Imagine Holly
wood with a cast of real live Elizabethan men and women
People who actually saw and talked with Queen Bess, Franci:
Drake, Raleigh, Bill Shakespeare, and all those nutties.”

“Wouldn't work, dad!’

“No, Vera? You surprise mel”

“It wouldn't. Al the people of that day were lousy, and
what would the fans say if they saw the stars scratching them
selves? Besides, they didn't wash in those days—Lizzie
never had a bath in her life—and with these new Teknib
Natural Aroma films—""

“Astonishing, my dear, the cold, practical wisdom in tha
fair head of yours.”

“You think I'm a bit dense, don't you, dad?””

“Naturally, my dear. What woman of your beauty
wfou]dn't prefer to be a bit dense rather than lose one iota
of it?"”

“Go on, I'll chase you,” she said, picking up a chair
cushion and tossing it at his head.

“Pardon me if I've come to quell a riot.””

The voice sounded from the parlor door, which opened on
to the verandah, and Vera's fiancé stepped out, laughing at
her antics.

Eric Morant was much taller than his sweetheart, and b
contrast dark-haired and brown-eyed. Though his profes
sion as a chemist in a big industrial concern involved much
application to study and research, he had an athletic appear
ance and a free and easy manner. He had come unan
nounced, as he knew that the Klado home was wide open to
him, and Vera, caught in the cushion-throwing act, was in no
way embarrassed.

“Hello, stranger!’” she said. '“What brings you here?”’

“Hedge-bus,” he answered in one word.

That was the popular name given to the fast-flying gyro-
copters which could rise almost straight up, and come down,
as someone had said, in a chimney. They could take off
from alongside a hedge, and, without rising far, land within
a few feet of the other side—hence the name.

“Oh, that old crock,” said Vera. ‘You'll land at the

bottom of a well some day.
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“Slanderer, | meant to offer you a ride to Honolulu and
back to-morrow.”

“Okay, but shall we be back in time to attend the academy
at 6 pm.? | want to hear dad's patient—you know the
sleep-awhile boy—give his first impressions of 1967 A‘:D. off
his chest. I'm awfully interested in dad’s experiment.

“She is, Eric, and if it weren't for some of our fossilised
old troglodytes, it wouldn't be 1967 A.D. either. For my
part I'd much rather date human history from the time when
it really began.”

“And when did it begin?’’ asked Eric. y

“It began, of course,” said Professor Klado, “‘when written
records replaced word-of-mouth tradition. You perceive,
naturally, that there could be no history built on such a shifty
basis as mere memory and word of mouth. Tell a story and
let someone else repeat it without writing it down and you'll
see what a fine mess of things you'd have that way. You see,
then, that only when man started to write could he record
history. Prior to that you have the primitive—the world
without dates—scientific guesses like the geological epochs if
you like, but still guesses. Now the first accurately recorded
date in human history happens to be the year 4241 B.C.
There is quite a story as to how that date was arrived at, but
no matter. It belongs to old Egypt, which gave the world
its first writing system. Reckon from there and you know
where you're starting from and why. That reckoning would
place us to-day in the year 6208—a straight number without
any handle.”

“Don’t encourage him or we'll be in 7208 before he
stops.”

“Your dad bores you sometimes, doesn't he, fair one?"

said Klado.

“But you're the sweetest dad in the world just the same,”
she answered.

“And you're a flippant young lady,” added Eric with pre-
tended severity.

"Don't lecture me, pal. | own up I'm a bit dense, but I
do know that if it weren't for highbrows like my dad and
my cool, hard-headed Eric, there wouldn't be any scientific
gadgets to turn out all those twirligigs, and if it weren't for
the twirligigs that make the wheels spin. how would the old
hedge-bus get to Honolulu and back before lunch?"'

"By Jove, yes, and how could | rescue the fair damsel if
we crashed at the foot of Nuuanu Pali and were chased by

‘the wild mongooses there?"
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“All right, you two young larrikins. Run along to Hawaii,
Hamburg, Helsinki or Heligoland, or wherever you're fAying
to, and let me ring up Anders. ['ll have a good talk to him
about that experiment while you're buzzing off,”

CHAPTER TWO.
AT THE ACADEMY.

At the evening session of the Academy of Arts .nd
Sciences, Professor Klado, his colleague, Neale Anders, and
the subject of their great experiment, Digger Demarr, were
the cynosure of all eyes.

Eric Morant and Vera had hopped back from their trip to
the Pali—that famous precipice in the mountains behind
Honolulu, where the trade winds roar through a gorge and
the mist-like rain sprays the luxuriant wvegetation with an
eternal dew—going and coming between breakfast and tea,
and were now among the throng.

Digger Demarr, a fine strapping young fellow, was still a
bit groggy on his pins. He had an excuse for that so soon
after a sleep of twenty-five years. To say that the case had
attracted world-wide attention would convey little. In a
world made small by stratosphere navigation, that meant no
more than the phrase “‘talk of the town' in the nineteenth
century. The rebuke of Tennyson's knight to the village
blacksmith, ‘‘You think the rustic cackle of your burg the
murmur of the world,” would have little sting in a world
which itself had become a village, where neighbours could
flash through space their emotions as well as their speech. [t
was easy now to hop straight up into the semi-vacuum of the
upper air in one of those “hedge-bus’' crates and speed af
1000 miles an hour to any part of the globe. A complete
easterly circuit took only twenty-four hours, and, if going
westward, one could save on power by letting the old mud-
ball rotate below, then diving straight down when it had
removed the starting point far to the west and brought some
distant city right under the plane.

To date an incident of one's life from “That time 1 was
in New York,” or “When I was in Yakhutsk,”" or "The day
we landed in Labrador,” would be like impressing your
andiende with | Dnlthat fomentous occasion when 1 polished
my shoes,” or “That day I took a bath.” A traveller who
sought to impress by his travels would most likely be regarded
as non compos mentis or a bit senile.

.' nuisance than the Jap bombers, and had been invalided back

' had shown no sign of coming out of that trance in a hurry,

. questions,

_ the North Pole to the South: *What do you know for Rand-
- wick on Saturday?"
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Digger Demarr had seen active service in New Guinea,
where the dengue-carrying mosquito had proved a greater

to Sydney after a bout of illness. He also had a piece of
shrapnel in him, and in removing this he was not put under
an anaesthetic. He was hypnotised and put in a trance while
the sluz was being removed. For some unknown reason he

and it was then that Professor Klado had suggested his bold
experiment. ' For some time prior to this, he and his col-
league, Dr. Neale Anders, had been doing research work
on the prolongation of life by bringing about a state of
molecular rest in the bodies of animals.

Every living organism continually takes in new atoms and
throws off old ones, and by reducing the wear and tear te
almost zero and carefully restoring the slight loss of atomic
balance, they had succeeded in keeping small animals alive
for long periods in a sort of cold storage. For this purpose
they had built a cosmic ray chamber, and when the Demarr
case came under their notice they had obtained permission
to place him in it. That was in 1945, and he had heen
carefully tended and treated every day since.

As Neale Anders had stated in his letter to Dr. Klado,
their patient, or subject as they preferred to call him, was now
out of his long sleep, and, having been built up a little, was
ready to appear before the Academy for a world-wide broad-
cast. . The cream of the world's scientists were there. Truly
he had a story to tell—eagerly they waited to hear it.

here were few formalities. Demarr sat on the platform
o}[:posite Professor Winterton, the microphone hetween
them.

“Now, folks, here and everywhere," the Professor began,
“you are about to hear a talk from a man who has come back
from another world so to speak. Only a span in time, but
what an epoch in progress! First of all our visitor will ask
I'll answer them. Go ahead, Brother Demarr.
Fire away.”

Back came the answer—it sped on electronic wings from

The Digger's humour fell flat on a calm audience. Back
shot Winterton's reply: ‘“The answer is that there isn't a race-
course left in all the world to-day.’

. "Gawd blimey, what's become of all the nags?”

"There are more horses now than there ever were, but
¥ don't give the mug punters headaches. They're mostly
in the fields for the fun of the young folks. Most of

Py



14 A VOYAGE TO VENUS

them in fact are ponies of the Shetland type, though we still
find use for many giant draughts.”

“Then | won't go broke on Saturday!’

“Next question, please.”

::Do they brew good beer in Sydney now?"”

¥ YFS, as good as you've ever tasted, and we put more
vitamins into it. Those are the little things that help to
keep you alive and well. You've heard of the publican who
hung out a sign on a ten-storey pub, ‘I built this on beer.’
Well, Digger, history tells us a much better one than that.
Before Columbus came to America, the Aztecs of Mexico had
built colossal pyramids and temples of enduring stone,
drained a lake, and built a city. They even developed a
crude form of writing and made records, which raises the
question whether they were a civilised people and the Incas
of Peru to the south of them merely grand barbarians, for
civilisation does not antedate written records. The Axztecs
had no beasts of burden and were ignorant of the wheel or
pulley. Just imagine how they toiled. Now, these people
lived on a meagre diet, the most important element of which
was maize. That wouldn't have kept them alive if it weren't
for the beverage they drank. Mexico is the home of a natural
brewery—the fat-leafed maguey plant. If you tap it with a
knife you can readily fill a cup with the sap, which is as good
a stingo as Tooth or Toohey ever brewed. The Aztec
Mexicans drank it freely, and it supplied the vitamins which
were lacking in the maize. Now, our friend only built a pub,
but those people built up an amazing civilisation with vast
monuments—o# beer! Do I hear my temperance friends
protest?”’

“Yes, Brother Winterton,” came a thin voice from the
centre of the hall. “You will please make it clear that you
are referring to the natural juice of the maguey plant and not
to the devil's own distillates like tequila and mescal which
are brewed from it.”

*“| agree, Brother Landon, but the natural maguey juice is
a fair dinkum alcoholic tanglefoot.”

“I'll have a pot of 1970 double X at the first chance,”
said Demarr.

“Next question,”” said Winterton.

“Oh, yes. Did the Japs. knock the Harbour Bridge?"’

“No, but it has been removed, all except the pylons, to
make room for a broader one that carries four railway tracks
on the universal structure gauge of fifteen feet.”

“Blimey, tracks fifteen feet wide!” : g

*“No, my friend,”" said Winterton. “‘Our guest to-night,
he added, “shows the usual confusion of thought which pre-
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, Australia regarding railway measurements—a con-
ich blinded people to the fact that the general run
iges on the Queensland railway tracks of 3ft. 6in.
wide as those in Victoria on 5ft. 3in. tracks. This
n was largely due to the common use of that muddled
way gauge for ‘track gauge.' Actually there are
ges: structure gauge, which means the width of a
r cutting from wall to wall; loading gauge, which
he height from railtop to ceiling of a tunnel; and,
portant of all, track gauge, or width between the
zes of two rails. On a one-rail system, of which
= several types, it would be hard to define track
Structure gauge determines the width to which rail-
jages can be built, and, in proportion, determines
ig It is, in fact, the real ‘railway gauge,' if
uld properly use such a term. For instance, the rail-
the United States, Britain, and New South Wales all
the same track width, but while those of Britain and her
jan copy-cat used a twelve-foot structure gauge and
s of Oft. 6in., America built a fourteen-foot structure
and ran engines and carriages of 11ft. 6in. on the same
with the same clearance of fifteen inches on each side.
u know why America’s locomotives were the biggest
st powerful in the world—more so even than those
nd the Argentine with 5ft. 6in. tracks. Ata world
ence of railway men held in Addis Ababa a few years
' was decided to adopt a world standard of fifteen feet
re gauge, seventeen and a half feet loading gauge, and
track gauge. Carriages were built to a width of
et, leaving a better safety margin of three feet, in-
the old two and a half feet, which was not enough
working."
you,” said Demarr. “"You tossed the old decking
chway out, then put down four tracks with carriages
feat wide——that's two and a half feet wider than the

; also we put on another deck for motor traffic, and
e of all that we reduced the total weight because we
“aluminium alloy instead of steel.”
| sacked all the painters!”
is sally of Demarr's there was general laughter.
‘we gave them better jobs."

what have you done with our Harbour—pushed it
a bit?"
, we linked up Botany Bay with the Harbour at
h Bay by a canal running most of the way along
er. What you called Granville is now a busier

ol
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p]acetfor °"ie“i:335 .shipping than Darling Harbour was in
your time. t has its own repairing docks. Botany Bay ;
linked with Port Hacking by a smaller canal, and tlire “pyp;:
reaches of Lane Cove and Middle Harbour have been
dammed up for fresh water.”

“l suppose you've wiped out Surry Hills and the 'Loo}"

“Rather! Scattered Sydney arcund the landscape in fact,
You'll find in its place a score of cities averaging about
f‘5,000 people separated by cultivated strips, and each with
its own industries. You will note that the total is less than
the old Sydney, but there are towns of the 45,000 standard
scattered from here to the Darling River.””

“Threw the landscape round a bit, eh? What's become
of all the sporting girls in the 'Loo?"’

"“A good question,”’ said Winterton. “At last a res/
question. Up till now our visitor has been dabbling in trivi-
alities, but now we have got down to a real social problem.
I'll answer you in your own terms, Digger. We don't need
conscription for Home Service.”

“Conscription? | don’t get you.”

“‘Oh, so you don't grasp the fact that those sporting girls
were conscripts. They were driven by a bread and butter
compulsion into that game as truly as any slaves were herded
into labour camps by Fascist bayonets. But the plain truth
has become obvious to-day. When unemployment died out,
that game died with it."”

“Are the girls all angels now?" asked the bewildered
Digger, and a roar of laughter added to his confusion.

“Not by a long shot.”” It seemed that many of the ladies
in the audience would go into hysterics of laughter at Win-
terton’s answer.

*“It simply means,” he went on, “'that no woman has to sell
herself for a living. If she wants to give hereelf away that is
another matter. Even in your day no one flung mud at a
pretty girl in her teens marrying a fossilised millionaire of
eighty—out of pure love. It may interest you to know, too,
Brother Demarr, that we have not yet achieved a society
where everyone is sane, healthy and normal.”

“Well, blimey, I'm glad you put me wise to a few thinga.
A bloke like me will feel like a fish out of water for a while
in this joint.”

“You will, no doubt. So now, friend Demarr, and all you
folks who are listening in, it will help him a lot, no doubt, if
| outline the events of the past twenty-five years. It won't
hurt you to be reminded of them, either.

“After the settling up following the Big Mess, we fugnd
that a lot of things had happened. In the first place, China,
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restored to something like its old frontiers of the 1890's, less
Manchuria and Corea, which are to-day ind.ependcnt and
 powerful states, became a tranguil country instead of an
astern cockpit. Result—it took on an industrial develop-
ent which dwarfed Japan into the position of a third-rate
ountry—its proper position actually, considering its size and
paucity of natural resources.

“India, too, took on an enormous industrial development.
It is still, just as it was even in Demarr's day, the most
‘populous country on earth.”

. “What about China’s 400,000,0002" put in Demarr.

“Mythical, my friend, mythical,”’ said Winterton. “No
census was taken in China until a few years ago. Then it
‘confirmed what many shrewd observers had surmised—that
''China was not nearly as populous as was generally supposed.
Concerning the 400,000,000 of India, Burma and Ceylon,
that had for long been a matter of reliable statistics. The
living standard of the Indian masses has increased enor-
mously, and to-day no country of its size equals India in
combined industrial and agricultural output.

‘“We turn now to another country which was among the
‘also rans' of the war period—Brazil. To-day it produces
more iron and steel than any other country on earth, using
the enormous waterpower of the Amazon's tributaries and
the southern waterfalls to generate electric power to smelt it
Brazil, home of the world's best rubber, has regained its
original position in the output of that article. It is also the
world's leading producer of plastic materials used for all
kinds of things that were made of metal in your day.

“One of the world's greatest shipbuilding countries to-day
is Indo-China, where the jungle teakwood is pulped, impreg-
nated with a plastic solution, then moulded into ships' hulls
and frames. Some of these hulls are towed to the remotest
parts of the world to be engined.

""The Congo Free State, as it was called in your time,
Brother Demarr, is another great centre of industry. In the
innumerable waterfalls of the Congo River it possesses greater

. hydro-electric power than is to be found in any similar area
. on earth. You will guess from all this that the big centres of
production and industry have moved a great deal since your
ime. In fact, the Indian Ocean, on account of the enormous
evelopment of Africa, Southern Asia, the East Indies and
ustralia has become very much busier than the Atlantic,
d its incidental air services are superior. [ts seagoing
ets are enormous, and its skies are black with planes.”

W!;Ea_t do you want bigger railways for with all those
es 3
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“Our railways whirl along freight trains of 15,000 tons at
thirty-five miles an hour, and it would take a lot of planes
to move such loads. Each instrument serves its own pur‘--
pose, you know. Even the horse still has his uses.’

“Goodo!" said Demarr, “but do you still have poor stiffs
standing in the bread line?"”

“We don't, and all our industrial changes wouldn't I
worth a pinch of snuff if we had.” (Loud hear, hears from
the audience.) ‘“Industry, production, transport, housing—
all such things—have been placed under the control of the
International Convention and its subsidiary bodies. It is not
my purpose to go into the events which brought about these
changes, but | have said enough to give Demarr a guide for
his journey through this new world, and it must seem very
strange indeed to him.”

“Too Irish, yes. 1 thought you'd still be wangling the
European boundaries.” i

“In the first place there aren’t any boundaries to wangle,
and in the second place Europe is a thing of the past. The
whole of it, from the Urals westwards to Portugal, is not
equal in industrial output to what was once the United States,
and when it comes to places like India, China, Brazil, Central
and South Africa, any two of its former states wouldn’t make
a second-rate province.

“Now, Brother Demarr, you grab a stratosphere plane and
have a ‘hop around,” as you would call it, to see things for
yourself.

e

- * *

Doctors Klado and Anders, with Vera and Eric Morant,
stayed in the Academy hall after the broadcast had finished
and were discussing it.

“A great success, Dr. Klado,” said Anders. ‘I didn't
realise till | heard that poor chap and Winterton talking that
we'd moved so far in a mere half of a lifetime."”

“You know, Dr. Anders,” said Klado, “‘the acceleration of
the rate of human progress is like the increasing speed of a
falling stone. You know how a falling stone starts off very
slowly, then increases its speed the farther it travels.”

“There you go, dad, running off into your old mathe-
matics,”’ said Vera.

“If you prefer to be poetical, young lady,” said Anders,
“you can say that we have moved from the stagnancy of the
swamp to the rushing of the cataract. Take the swamp
period as the stagnant centuries that followed the fall of the
Roman Empire. Now we're in the cataract. Our past
twenty-five years equals a former 2500, but suppose we take
2500 years of our present cataract rate of human progress—
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then what lies beyond that? hCol?qu;sst? of E&;;?:; ?gngo:g
i lanets perhaps—who kno .
ﬁtoi};;:egne to Seep an actual, not merely a figurative,

enty-five centuties::'
‘By Jingo, ,l.\leale,
0.
il..'{l: l;(:;tsunprofeasional language, of course, no;lf the less
. guite true. Serim[:s'l:}};,'llxcow do 13:10\;’ fa:;:zethe idea
! 1. ink it cou e i R
i --g/: I;c:l:f:i‘;ally think it could be done, Dr. Klado? Mkid
" Eric. “Would your machine and apparatus sta'.ncl up t? the
" strain of keeping a sleeper in cold storage, as it were, for a
" hundred times the duration of Demarr's doss? "
' ““A hundred,” said Klado enthusiastically. Why not a
million? The principle is exactly the same. You agree, Dr.
3o
An‘c'ller:lo, quite. The process would be the same, but the
attention necessarily would have to be carried on from gen-
eration to generation. . A matter that could be arranged, | T
am sure, by training attendants to take the places of others
as time and other factors dictated.”
“How'd I look after two thousand years in cold storage?"’
put in Vera flippantly.

“Perfectly charming, as you are now,’ replied Anders
~ half-teasingly. "Let me traverse the process as it worked
out in Demarr's case. Firstly, there is the conditioning
course; perfect diet, exercise, sleep, complete mental balance
and so on. After the proper state of fitness has been pro-
duced by careful training, the subject is placed in the Leth-
argy Inducing Chamber. Here he is put into a complete
coma by hypnosis. All waste matter of life's processes are
wiped off, as it were, and the subject is then moved to the
Stabilisation Chamber. Here a state of perfect stabilisation
of the atomic and sub-atomic particles of the body is brought
about. Bodily wear and tear is ended and the breaking
‘down of tissues averted. Your subject then becomes like a
lock of marble, and this condition can be maintained in-
definitely, given the necessary care.”

. "The Stahilising Chamber, Dr, Anders, would need to be
a place of some size. We managed all right with a make-
ift in Der:narrs case, but|you remember you were quite
1 }_:hcal_ of success yourself.' i )
j ;;Sn ‘what would you suggest, Dr. Klado?"

"Quite a fair-sized laboratory or special hospital, | should

One big enough to house several doctors, nurses
usts and scientific attendants. The central part would
low-pressure chamber in which the subject would be

said Klado, ‘‘you said a mouthful if [

azs "HENEEEET

TR
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placed. _This would be entered through air-locks by attend-
ants equipped with oxygen masks. Absolute uniformity of
hght, pressure and temperature would be necessary, and
alsol perfect silence. Under these conditions | believe that a
subject could be preserved indefinitely and wake up in pos-
session of all his faculties.”

“Very nice, too,” said Eric, “but on whom would you try
it out? Not so many shell-shocked Diggers these days, you
know.”

“I think that we could choose a better type of subject than
Demarr. That poor beggar hadn't much of a messagze for
this generation. Clearly he understood little or nothing of
the make-up of the society into which he was born. Now
suppose instead of a fellow like that we took a well-informed
young man—or, as | would prefer—a young man and a
young woman. i

“Why, dad?” from Vera.

“Because, my young precious, you're only half a human
being." ;

“Oh, you are kind. When was | sawn in two?"

“Millions of years ago by a natural process of the division
of labour.”

“I'm still in a fog.”

“Naturally! But you do know that the job of keeping
the race going has been handed over to one half of it, leaving
the other half to grow bigger, stronger, tougher—"

“"And more conceited!”

“Maybe, daughter mine, but some of our radical friends
like August Bebel, who preach that the physical differences
between man and woman are largely of man'’s evil contriving
and don't exist in the animal world, should take a look at the
male and female gorilla. He could put her in his pocket if
he had one.”

“You're no believer in equality of the sexes, dad.”

“Equality of light and shade, my dear: equality of ra:.nbo\f\a_'
colouring. Where was | before this unseemly interruption?

“Telling me 1 was sub-human.” .

“No, no! vile slanderer—telling you that a woman isn't a
complete human being, that a man isn’t a complete human
being. Together they are the unit of the human race. ‘

“In chemical terms, my charming young friend,” said
Anders pedagogically, “'the salt of the earth is a c'omP-f-U“‘]-
not an element. Sodium is an element; chloride is an
clement. Together they make the compound salt.

“Oh, yeah,” said Vera, “‘and each element by itself is rank
poison. You boys think of everything, don't you?
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ve got to,” said Anders. ‘“In an excursion like this
ﬁfﬁe . ogmke care of every jolly atom and electron or the
le scheme goes phut. Now, how Wtﬂlld you 1_l_kc a
age through time and space like that, ;roung lad}'?
“Splendid, and bring my boy friend along so that we could
 up house in 1970 A.D. plus 2500, that's double four seven
wought After Dark. What a splash we'd make as the only
ventieth century folks in society. We'd be invited every-
eve.  Would you take it on, Eric?" A
ine,” said Eric, “‘and suppose we rolled in our marbles
e what-do-you-call-it incubator. We just wouldn't know
thing, would we?"’ ( jtee A
““Of course not, silly boy. We'd be together, and if we
eed out together neither of us would be left behind to
worry. Then lock at the fun we'd have if it turned out okay.
. Those stratosphere flights and deep-sea dives wouldn't be in
the race.”” ¢ |

“Dad,” she added more seriously. “Do you really think
there would be a sporting chance of success that would war-
rant taking the risk?' B
- "My dear, there never was anything worth while that
~didn’t involve taking a risk. Imagine the risk that Columbus
took, and how extremely lucky he was not to bump coral, or
l_ae,_ .u}rcrwl_m]me'd by a hurricane, in those cranky craft of his.
But if you were his wife I'm sure you'd be the last person in
he world to discourage him from making the voyage. I'm
ud of you, Vera, and that's all there is to that.” .
C'All right, I'm agreeable, too,” said Eric.  "If we don't

e it we don't, and if we 4o, oh boy, what a thrill.”" ;

And we'll still have each other in the Away Beyond,”
id Vera, a little romantically. Al LT
‘Just as 1 :wquld.have wished it,"” said Klado, ."Ygu'mre
ir mfr: like y;z:r_ deaf, dead mother tha_n' at this moment,
ra. Let me take you in my arms and kiss you, child,”

L CHAPTER THRER | ) ‘
 THERE WERE THREE VOYAGERS,
e (SR
S, i B0 Mol v R
d introduced the .b:if l:tl::; ::i::t' ﬁ;:l:fée' o ;
from her point of view, = e ot
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It was not that Nayella cared for Eric so much, but the
calm way in which Vera had marched him off from the first
day of their acquaintance annoyed her. “That dame,” she
told a girl friend, “just said, ‘That bloke's mine,” and grabbed
him—the cooing little can of molasses.”

Nayella was just like that—perfectly candid about things.
Of course, she was a brunette. You couldn’t expect her to
be hard and practical, and with a good deal of that feminine
rmannishness that a lot of men like if she were a blonde,
could you?

Her face wasn't pretty. Some cats would have called it
ugly, but if it was, it really had a lot of charm which no merely
pretty face could have possessed. She had glossy black hair
to crown a high forehead, and big, bold eyes that could
swear at a man, without saying a word, and her nose was
much too prominent. But it wasn't Oriental or ungram-
matical (that is to say Non-Aryan, seeing that “Aryan’ is a
purely linguistic term). No! That type of nose is common
to all mountain dwelling people from Bavaria to Afghanistan.
and if anybody tells you it belongs to any tribe or sect, he's
just a Himmler poll parrot, a boloney shooter, and a ham-
burger hooey machine. Her mouth was good and froggy,
and when it opened wide showed a lot of big sound pegs,
and her rich contralto voice sounded surprisingly soft and
friendly, even if you were looking at her hard dial when she
spoke.

That girl was tall as a fair-sized man—5ft, 1in. exactly.
She wasn't reedy, either. None of your HollywoPd bunko
for Naya. She was just eleven stone and not a bit stout at
that—a trifle angular in fact—and her shoulders would have
utterly wrecked a Hollywood mush and molasses plot be-
cause they were broad and fine, and her arms were firm and
strong, and her hands big enough to take_ a good grip of an
axe-handle, and her finger nails were nice and wh1te., and
she didn't tiger-claw them with points and blood-red japan.

Now that's enough to tell you about Naya, but you should
know it all because there's going to be quite a lot of her in
this story. And I forgot to tell you that she was tough.

“Tough as brattice,”” as one cat said of her, but she was a
cat. Nayella had parted from her husband. That cat [ just
mentioned said it was because he was a fine big stamp of a
man instead of a weedy little runt that she could order about,
but that cat was a little five-foot squirt herself, and she Wa?
the one that pirated Naya's husband and gave her a lot o
cheek over the long-distance wire from Me]bofurnei] i

couldn’t altogether blame Naya for that, but 1
wa?:o:;ll: the way she tgcated her little boy of five, packing
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him off to a boarding-school with an, “‘Oh, blast it. Let hin
grow up to be just like his old man.”

Strange that such a contrasting character, having listened
to the Demarr broadcast, had arrived at the same adven-
turous conclusion as Vera. It was like her, too, that she
needed no prompting that the experiment might be carried
further. She had listened in with a friend, and when it was
over said in her own forthright manner:

“What a dope that Demarr is! He knows nothing. Now,
if I could jump ahead a thousand years.”

That was just like her—always thinking with the personal
pronoun in big, black type. So she rang up cousin Vera, and
in that rich, deep vocie of hers said:

“Vera, darling, how about bringing yourself and Eric
along to-morrow night. I'm so awfully interested in that
performance of your dad’'s. Wasn't it just simply wonderful?”

Vera said that she'd think about it but was rather busy.
She wasn’t keen on cousin Naya at all, but that was the nicest
way of putting it.

Then Nayella went on playing a Handel Oratorio in that
organ-like contralto, and Vera, having an ear for music like
most girls, began to think that Naya wasn't so bad after all.
In fact, if she kept on talking long enough she might have
been ‘“just a dear.” It was like drinking champagne with a
man you'd just called a hunk of outlawed biology. After
a few drinks he's not a bad fellow at all, but if you keep it up
too long you'll want to pick up a gun next morning and
remedy his parents’ negligence.

It really was strange about those two girls. [f Vera had
met her cousin as a stranger, she'd have summed up that pan
of hers in a lightning glance, and ticked her off as a fair cow
even if she was a brunette. But the two had been brought
up together, played together, fought together—Vera could
swing a dirty left too—and now, although Miss Klado didn't
think that her cousin was too nice, she could not place her
as easily as she would have a stranger.

. ' So Vera changed her mind at last and said that she would
come, and Cousin said, "Oh, you're a darling, Vera.”
And Vera forgot to say she knew it and didn't need a hard-
boiled egg like Naya to tell her so, and Naya cooed: “Oh, I
could hug you,” and Vera thought, “Grizzly bear — you
could, too,” but didn't say it, and everything was sweet,

- Now behold the peerless Gaba in the kitchen recess of her

f} flatette home. Why she used it at all I don't know, because

' she could have had beautiful meals delivered under sealed

- covers from a splendid nearby restaurant, but she used her
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kitchen instead, and when | say that she used it, [ mean tha,
she didn't use it at all—you follow me?

Take another look at her. ;

She's all dolled up in a hair ribbon that isn't tied, and »
brassiere with one string busted, a pair of cami-knickers tha
are stained where she sat on the stove, and a pair of fe|
slippers with the toes out. The floor hadn’t been swept and
the stove was greasy, and the enamel tray under the jets was
full of crumbs and scraps. Mind you, I'm not criticising the
girl. She was just a dinkum Aussie flattiste, and if any one
of your smart Yankee doughboys wants to toss that old
American gag that English girls are the worst cooks on carih,
just ask him how long does he think he's been in the country
anvhow.

But if the lady had known that gas stove jets often |
and coal gas isn't wholesome, she'd have kept the main tap
of the stove turned off, and there wouldn't have been gas in
the kitchen, and she wouldn't have had a headache and taken
two aspros that morning and followed them up with the
cigarette she was puffing.

There was no cloth on the table, which was quite all right
for the laundry, because there were spots of jam, honey,
spaghetti, tomato sauce, baked beans, worcester sauce, chut
ney, picalilli, olive oil, milk, cream, tea, coffee, butter, baco
fat, ecgs, mustard and meat extract on the board.
there were flies, flies, damn your blasted eyes—and flies aftes
that.

There were crumbs on the sink because there was a bread
board there with an unwiped saw knife on it. There was an
uncovered milk jug, too, subject to enemy action from the
Stuka-fly dive-bombers. There were also open tins of jam.
molasses and the other things just mentioned, but you
couldn't blame her for the fact that the aluminium saucepans
were pitted, as most people don’t know they get that way
unless they are put away dry at night. There was carbon on
the bottom of one pan where the food had burned up—
enough of it to black a truck tyre. There was burnt milk o0
the bottom and sides of another; there was gummy rice pud
ding on a third, and there were shells around. Nothing mor

worse than hard-boiled eggs, fortunately, for the war was
over. Tea leaves left in the teapot, a sink choked with rind
and potato peelings, a pile of unwashed dishes under th¢
tap, and what more could you wish to make up the perfe
kitchen?

Naya had a wonderful precision of judgment. She took !
all in in one sweeping glance and summed it up magniﬁcfll[]‘
in two words:
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“Oh, gawd!’”
Then she flashed another look and decided again:
“'Oh, hell!”

At this critical stage her little pet mouse, Winkypoo, came
to the rescue. He slid out from beneath the up-ended gar-
‘bage tin where he nested in the corner. Was Naya afraid of
‘a mouse, you ask me? Well, don't!

“Oh, Winky, darling!” she blurbed, and as the little
blighter balanced cheekily on his hind legs begging for a
tithit, she spat with amazing accuracy into his left eye, knock-
ing him endways. .

- Winky picked himself up, rubbing the saliva and nicotine
‘off his head with his forepaws, and what he called Naya in
mouse language wouldn’t pass the censor.

“Mummy's "ittle lamb! Did mummy hurt her ‘ittle Winky
lamb?"’ observed Naya with charming feminine logic. Then
she placed a saucer of milk in front of the tiny rodent's
refuge.
~ Her mind was made up now. The advent of the little
louse seemed to have given her strength. Leaving the kit-
hen just as it was, she flung on a dressing gown over her
s and dashed out to the nearby delicatessen. She came
k soon, plumped some tins of baked beans and spaghetti,
1e ‘“‘splits” of lager, and some buttered scones on the
e. 3

ere, that'll feed the stinkpots,”” said the charming
ss,
was well for Vera and Eric that their hostess's parlour
'in marked contrast to her kitchen. The Gaba knew
ugh to avoid the useless frills which meant hard work.
r windows had no curtains, just plain roller blinds, and
were only a few small rugs on the well-polished lino-
These could easily be vacuum-cleaned, then tossed
o the sunshine or hung on the clothes-line to sterilise.
rniture consisted simply of a good lounge suite, a
. and a small sideboard which her strong arms could
‘push around, and she left no dusty corners when she
over the floor with the vacuum cleaner. Unlike most
keepers, she used it occasionally with good effect on
pered walls, too, and hopping on to a chair would,
long arms and good height, put the nozzle easily to
ling and clean up there. The result was a bright and
arlour—severe but wholesome.

glad you've come, dear,” said Nayella to Vera when
e all settled down. “Now I'm just dying to hear
out this experiment of Uncle Fergus's, the dear old
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boy. Fancy being able to keep that Rip Van Winkle in cold
storage for twenty-five years!”

“Dad says he could do the same for 1000 years.”

“Really, the old dear. He'd have long whiskers by then
wouldn't he?” :

“'Oh, I don’t mean that he'd be there supervising the job
all that time. Dad will take the knock like the rest of us when
his time comes, but the work would go on from year to year

in other hands till the subject woke up.”

“Reallyl What a thrill to wake up in a thousand years'
time."’

“That's just what we were thinking,”’ said Eric. ‘‘In fact,
Vera and | are contemplating some delay in our setting up
house on account of that.”

“Really. [ thought that you two would be just about
going into partnership by now.”

“Oh. but a trifling delay of two thousand years won't
hurt,” said Eric coolly.

“That's just Eric's way of blufiing it out, Naya. Really,
we ve just made a big decision, and [ suppose it hurts a lot
more than either of us would care to admit.”

“Why, what's the very big decision, and why does it hurt
so much?"

“To know that we're giving up all our friends and imme
diate prospects on the hazard of lighting down in quite a new
and strange world a few thousand years hence.”

“Good gracious! Does Uncle want to carry on the experi-
ment with you two?”’

“He does, and we're quite ready to have it on,"”’ said Eric.

“Well, what an adventure. [ was about to ring up Uncls
Fergus and put the hard word on him myself."

“You were, were you?' said Vera. '"You know what
you're tackling, of course?’’

“Of course | do. A dip into the future a thousand year:
hence. I can take it—unless you want to stop me,” she
added, looking at her guests questioningly.

“No, | don’t think we should,”” said Eric. ‘The old ga:
applies—it's your own neck you're risking." i

“And it won't be a thousand years; it's to be 2500," said
Vera solemnly.

“Who cares? - Two thousand or two million. How ca
any of us say what it is going to be once we are asleep anc
in the hands of others? Your dad can't order future genera-
tions what to do with us, can he?”

“‘No, | suppose not,”” =aid Eric. ‘"All that he can do is t©
wrap us up in a package and ask for delivery on a certain
date, and if the post is delayed—'""

. been stirred up by the “‘Talkie-Smellies.”

Mﬁwﬁ” LT o e o i
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“Let it be jolly well delayed,”” said Naya.

“You'd really like to come along then?" said Vera.

“I really feel | must. After hearing that talk of Winterton
and Demarr's | feel like building a machine of my own ans!
hiring a couple of eternity chauffeurs if you knock me back.

“M/e won't knock you back, Cousin. If dad. and Neale
Anders are agreeable, you can come right along.” 4

“Okay, then. [I'll call up uncle and we can arrange it.

And she did. Nayella Gaba had a way with her.

* * #

“Sailing Day for the Time Voyage —that was the rather
fanciful title given by the daily papers to the day the three
young people entered the Stabilising Chamber.

The great experiment of the two eminent Boggabri pro-
fessors, Fergus Klado and Neale Anders, was followed with
the keenest interest throughout the world.

“Deuced lucky world to have nothing more terrible to get
excited about,” was Klado's own comment, and that, too,
was flashed around the world with all the other chatter,
descriptive matter, discussion and incidental controversy.

The newspapers, radios, television sets and news-flash rib-
bons were all full of it, but the greatest interest of all had
This was the
rather inelegant title given to the new Teknibo Natural
Aroma pictures which had been developed just a year ago
and—=zo rapid was the technical progress of the world—were
now being shown in every theatre on earth. They were soon
to be followed by the Psychological Reflex ‘‘Soullies,”” which
laid bare all the hidden and complex emotions, and by means
of which the human brain could vocalise its weirdest ideas
on a sound reel without the medium of ordinary speech. But
the “Aromatics” were bad enough for the diechards of a
generation which was being hustled off its feet by the rapid
rate of progress.

There now arose harsh critics who said that the beauteous
Vera “smelt punk”” and wouldn't convey the right flavour
from the twentieth century.

Digger Demarr had been following events with keen in-
terest, too, and when he heard this criticism his comment
was: ""The s ought to have lived in my time.”"

. Of course, that was good enough to make front page news
also.

Fortunately, the International Soap Combine now con-
trolled the whole of the world’s output of that article, and
body odour advertising had perished from the face of the
earth. Few people cared whether Vera was attar of roses
or jockey club, and the diehards took Nayella for granted.




28 A VOYAGE TO VENUS

It was Naya herself who made the hit of the day. 5.,
of the diehards had protested that the idea was too daring
They stated solemnly: “It is forbidden to man to medd],
with some things.” And Naya, gazing with big, bold cyes
from every screen on the globe, had asked quite naturally i,
that big, soft, contralto voice of hers: e

“Who the hell forbade him?"

That ended the controversy.

The newspaper reporters wanted to know all kinds of

things.

“What do you expect to find when you wake up 2000
years hence?” one of them asked Nayella.

“Possibly a man,” she answered promptly, and that, 100

went on the front pages and the news boards all around the

world.

So everything went off swimmingly, and an orchest

played soft music as the voyagers were lulled off to sleep
The professors were photographed a hundred times alon

side the strange outfit. They talked endlessly about the

interactions of cosmic rays, solar rays, and the vibrations of
the immaterial, which had nothing at all to vibrate. B

nobody listened. They were all too excited for that. Then

the three young people, prepared as carefully as scie

could prepare them, were moved off into the great Stabilising

Chamber, the doors were closed, and they were passed o
to the unremitting care of the attendants.

That attention was to go on and on from generation
generation, through years, centuries—tens of centuries.

Then at last in the year 4470—

But was it to be the year 44702

We shall see.

CHAPTER FOUR.
THE GARDEN OF FRUITS THAT WERE SHAPEL

It was a green and pleasant land, and a vast expans
sparsely timbered country spread far and wide.

Dominating the scene stood a tall, spreading tree !
broad leaves of deepest green, and beneath that tree tV
people lay softly sleeping. Above them the canopy
heaven was packed with feecy clouds, beautiful ro!"
cumuli, which packed up into all manner of weird shap
then lazily floated away in the gentle breeze, to be chascd
others rolling up into more fantastic shapes.
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There were certain features about the sleepers, a young
man and two young women, which suggested a certain period
and a country called Australia, but it needed no second
glance at that grey sky and cool, pleasant landscape to tell
that they were a long way from home. Glaring sunshine
and hard-blue sky colouring were quite alien to that place,
and one could easily see that those abundantly watered
meadows had never known drought.

Yet a close observer would have noticed something weird
about the setting. Great, rolling meads—one could almost
picture the elves dancing on them in the starlight—sparsely
studded with trees and covered with lush grass, stretched
away to the horizon, but stretched in a vast, chilly and eerie
silence.

If this were an English landscape—and so it might seem
with its chivvying clouds and changing colours—where were
the grazing flocks? Where were the golden-throated song-
birds to fAll the countryside with plenteous sound? Void,
void of all life save the three sleepers was this silent, still,
yet smiling world. There was not even an insect crawling on
the grass.

The sleepers breathed gently, heads resting on curved arms
in the soft herbage. Suddenly the smaller of the two girls
moved, opened wide her big, blue eyes, and sat up.

“Exic, Ericl”" she called softly.

At that call the young man addressed woke and sat up.
The other girl stirred and woke up also, and now all three,
wide awake, took in with staring eyes their strange sur-
roundings, beautiful yet fraught with a subtle menace, which
they began to feel without understanding—that total lack of
living companionship.

The taller of the two girls, who was also dark-haired,
sprang to her feet, jumped and flung wide her arms, putting
the blood into circulation. The others followed her example
less energetically.

“Gosh, Vera,” said the tall, dark-haired girl, “‘doesn’t it
fee.l‘ good to be alive?’'

: You bet it does, Naya,”" said the fair-haired, blue-eyed
g:rl. who was called Vera. "Look at Eric throwing hand-
springs on the grass. You must be feeling pretty good, too.
It's the spring-time weather, darling. Doesn’t it make you
want to sing and throw things around.”

Say, where the blazes am I,”" answered Eric, “out in a
paddock with two charming young ladies, one blonde and
tl'ne;‘othcr brunette?"

e S b e
m overnight,”' said Naya.
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“But where are we?'’ repeated Eric. ‘It seems we're ou
on somebody’s lawn. Looks like the morning after the night
before. Vera, dear, does your mother know you're out?”

“And what happened at that terrible party?” chimed in
Naya.

“Pull yourselves together and brush your brains,’ said
Vera. While quieter than the other two, she had been think-
ing harder and was the first to sum up the situation. Do
you remember where we were when we lost consciousness?”

The others quietened down suddenly. Their grave looks
were now almost comical by contrast. Eric spoke first:

“Now, let me see. As [ remember it all now, I, Eric
Morant, and you, my sweetheart, Vera Klado, and your
cousin, Nayella Gaba here, were all put to rest in that what-
do-you-call-it machine.”

“And we were promised a ride of 2000 years, weren't
we?"" asked Naya,

“Two thousand, was it, or 25002"" asked Vera.

“Oh, a jolly trifle of 500 years won't matter one way or
the other,” said Eric.

“Not unless the Time Chauffeur has gone batty and put
the Jigger into reverse gear,”’ said Naya. “Five hundred
years further back into the primitive might make a pile of
difference.”

“Too right! Bally awkward to meet Mr. Dinosaurus,
Brontosaurus, lcthyosaurus, or any of that old-time gang
before breakfast when you haven't got a shanghai,” said
Eric.

“Or be dive-bombed by Mr. Pterodactyl, the bird with
teeth a foot long,” suggested Naya.

“When you two smart guys have done wise-cracking,”’
said Vera, "you'll wake up to the fact that we're here in 2
land that we know nothing about, under conditions we are
wholly ignorant of, and not one of us has a weapon of an
kind.”

“Cheerful soul,”” said Naya. "'Oh, you are a comfort
dear.”

“I'm facing facts, anyhow,” retorted Vera.

“Don’t argue, girls, don't argue. Now leave it all to Eric
the Bold.”

“Oh, sure,” said Naya, “the man of the party. He's sur
to find the way to lead us out. Rescue the fair damsels, Sir
Knight.”

“No, no! One fair damsel and one brunette.”

“Okay, to the rescue, Dandelion Heart." i

Eric paused and, putting on a dramatic air, stood “’,‘th
hand on forehead. . *I have it.”’ he said, “Girls, youve
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juj been rescued from a dire and deadly peril by the knight

on he rseback."”’

' “How?"'—from both of them at once.

“By using a bit of bally common sense. Consider the
desperate plight of the man who thought he'd swallowed his
false teeth. The agony and anguish! Then he finds he
hasn't swallowed them. Rescue—a happy rescue.”’

*“Why, what the hell—" began Naya.

“5.s.sh! Calm down. Deduction, logical deduction, girls.
Item one: we didn’t come here, we were placed here. Item
two: the scientific gents who put us here were far too wise to
taka= risks on such an obvious danger as wild animals. Item
three: the blighters are probably watching us. Item four:
there's something fishy about the place because its fishless
and flyless. Can you imagine even a garden lawn without
bird or insect life of some kind? Look around you. There's
not a sign of life anywhere. And look at that foliage. Can
you see any sign of fungus or parasite?”’

“No fungus—no parasite,” said Vera.

“Not a parasite on earth,” said Eric. “Have | slept a
thousand years or a million?”

“We're a long way from Sydney,” said Vera; “the sky, the
trees—""

““And what's the first thing to do in a new world?” asked
Nayella.

“Eat,” said Vera. ‘I'm hungry.”

“Aren’'t we all,”” said Eric. ‘Let’s toddle.”

They linked arms and tripped across the lawn-like green-
sward to a natural hedge. Eric and Nayella cleared it at a
bound. Vera climbed over.

“Hello,” said Eric. ‘‘What's this? Girls, we're just in
time for lunch.”

Close to the hedge what looked like a large orange tree
spread its sturdy branches. They were laden with fruit—-
the queerest kind of fruit that mortal man ever gazed upon—
cooked and dressed turkeys wrapped in transparent cellu-
lose. Attached like any other fruit to a stout stem, they
dangled in the breeze from the limb of a tree which, apart
from its strange fruit, seemed quite commonplace. |

With a quick turn of the wrist Vera removed one.

“Now plates and knives and forks,”’ she said.

“By Jingo, you're a fusspot, aren’t you? You find cooked
tur.key on a tree and expect to find knives and forks.”

‘You're not the only logical person, Master Eric. Where
you can grow turkey it's very much easier to grow the cutlery

_"g,nd dishes. Here are your plates for a start—nice, broad,
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strong, white leaves—here are spike affairs for forks ang
these blady-grass leaves will do for knives.”

At a first glance those knives might have been mistake,
for long, narrow blades of grass, but they were stout-backe
stif, and sharp-edged, and the stem made a very goo
handle. ¥

In a few minutes the meat was carved up and had all dis.
appeared. It was delicious poultry all the way through, and
no bones.

“You can't have turkey without good liquor to wash i
down,” said Nayella. “What's in those bottle-shaped gourd:
over there?"”

“Champagne, foaming lager, pineapple juice, lemon
squash, or at the very least soda pop,” said Eric. “What
less could you expect in a garden like this? Deon't drag off
the crown seal when removing from the stalk.”

He took three bottles, handed his partners one each, and
opened his own.

*“Not bad, not bad—good pineapple juice.”

They drank the cool, fresh liquor and marched on. The;
had gone only about three hundred yards when the scenc
suddenly changed. Trees gave way to bushes, and the
emerged on an open, rolling slope and beheld a sight t!
took their breath away. Two huge and towering pilla
polished stone, not unlike the red-veined marble of Boren
New South Wales, stood about forty feet apart and
joined above by an arch. At the foot of the one on il
right was a big golden tablet inscribed with words i
familiar Latin characters adopted by most civilised count
They read—or tried to read:

CHI TIU JARDENO ENHAVAS MULTAYN STH
JAYN FRUKTOYN. ARTO KAY SCIENCO ESI:
FORMIGITAY ILIN TAMEN ILI ESTAS FRUKIO.
HOMARTO NUR FARAS LA ARBOYN PRODUI
LAU ORDONO ANSTATAU SENREGULE.

By a sort of tacit agreement among themselves, the
agers had decided that they were not to express astonish
at anything in this strange, new world. It was to be ju
free-and-easy, self-directed, tourist trip in that cool, ©
spring air. So Nayella was trying hard not to seem impre:
by that imposing work of art when she enguired:

“What's all that Dago lingo, Eric? Can you read an
of it?"”

“As far as | can see,”” said the young man, assuming
most learned manner, "it seems to be written in a soTt ¢
synthetic language. You know that there are a host of Wo'™
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common to most European languages—though their form be
clightly altered like the English and German ‘vater an
‘father.” This seems to have been built up in that way.

“Observe how the ‘jardeno’ is half-way between French
‘jardin’ and English ‘garden.” Note also the French ‘la’ for
‘the’ and the ‘estas’ from ‘est,’ which in both French and
Latin means is. And there are quite a number of words
even in this little text which make it quite clear that the
language is a synthesis from the common words or roots of
several European languages.”’

“Good for you, Eric,” said Nayella. “After that nice
little speech, professor, you should be able to read it standing
on your head.”

“I'll do my best, Naya. Here goes:

‘This garden has many strange fruits, which, though
changed by art and science, are still fruit. Man's art
has merely made the trees produce to order instead of
haphazardly.” "

“What's it all about?’’ asked Vera.

“There's a strong suggestion,”’ replied her fiancé, “‘that
science has progressed quite a lot on this jolly old mudball
cince we went off into a tiddleywink. Mass production of
eatables, as I see it. They did some jolly clever things with
plant species even in our time, but this knocks Luther Bur-
bank cockeyed.”

*“Well, after all,”’ said Vera, “‘changing oranges into grape-
{ruit isn't so far from changing them into wrapped, roast,
boneless turkey, is it, dear?”’

“'Quite a different process, darling. In our world the
plant leaf turned the radiant energy of the sun into food, and
the cow had to chew it up before we had meat and milk.
There's been a short circuit of the process here, it seems.
They've sacked the cow, and the, turkey gobbler and the
little red hen, and here's the whole scheme from root to
cookshop. A bit cramped, isn't it? But we must bow to

- progress.”’

*“‘Oh, yes, yes, worthy guide, philosopher and friend,’’ said
Naya. “After all, we do expect to see things on a thousand
year tour, don't we?"’

“This looks like an entry to some place,”” said Vera.
“Let's move on."”

They marched accordingly and came up to a sign: “Food
garden.”” An endless array of shrubs spread before them.

Here were the sardine trees with fish-fruit packed in olive
oil, and can openers attached. Here, too, were oyster plants
with bivalves on the shell, egg-plants with hard-boiled ostrich
eggs, caviar and pate-de-foie-gras bushes, lobster and mayon-

i,
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naise vines, fried fish shrubs, and a host of other noveltie

“Look out!”" shouted Naya to Vera as a flexible, heavi]'%'
laden bough swung low, nearly brushing the top of her hﬁ,?j

“Boloney!’” retorted Naya. '

“Sure, it's boloney. You'll be busted in the eye with a
cartload of it if you don’t move."

“Okay, sister. Spot the little jar-trees. My, what a layout
for an out-of-doors kitchen!”

There were screw-top jars swinging from those trees—
hundreds of them. Jam in jars, honey in jars, lemon butter,
spread cheese, nuts, candy, fish paste, barley sugar, jelly and
a host of other things.

Then there were the biscuit trees. They carried their fruit
in big, round, glass jars with tight lids, and there were
creams, puffs, rolls, shortcakes, jam sandwiches, chocolate-
dipped, candy-coated, and all the other sorts.

Rows and rows of transparent, succulent canes! There
were the long soups, the spaghettis, the chicken broths, tic
malted milks and a lot more. Coconut husks that swayed
from the stout-trunked palms had zip fasteners, and wer
stuffed with preserved figs, glucose candies, dates and swee:
litchi nuts.

From the Delicatessen Forest the voyagers passed alon
to the bottle trees. Some of them were familiar enough
outward appearance. So like the big boled bottle trees ¢
Queensland—those huge natural puncheons sloping in
wards the top and crowned with leaves and branches
“Rather like the leaves on jolly old Bacchus's brow,”" as I:
put it. But what tropical tree ever grew with a spigot co
veniently placed, or swung a neat and gaily coloured plast
pail from a handy limb?

Bottle trees! Yes, scores of them, but what thirsty sw:
man on the long, hot and dusty trail from Barcaldine
Blackall, if he encountered a tree laden with long-neck
lager beer bottles, with bunches of crown seal openers hand:
would doubt that he was seeing things that were not the:

There were stone jars and demijohns, fluted green bottl
and clear ones with the golden liquid showing bright 27¢
gparkling. There were square bottles, round bottles, sealed
jugs, decanters, flasks and flagons, and there were vats, ho:
heads, barrels, drums, pipes and kegs. There were acres !
what looked like clear sugar cane, but the canes were tubes
filled with sparkling wines, and there were melons with
spigots attached.

And so the visitors might have rambled on for hours. but
suddenly they made a new discovery and found themselves
absorbed in quite another interest.

CHAPTER FIVE.
. THE GARDEN OF THINGS THAT FLEW.

" They had rambled into a sort of amphitheatre with nah.gral
ats on a level lawn of grass, which was coloured a beautiful
urple, and found themselves facing a large screen mlade
of some sort of glass in considerable depth. Light reflections
from the lawn gave a clue as to the purpose of its con-
ction. It was intended to throw a three-dimensional pic-
e one with depth as well as length and breadth. The
e like nature of the figures which soon appeared on' that
screen was simply startling, and as the trio gazed at it a voice,
coming out of the screen, began to speak:

. “Voyagers from afar in space and time, how do you like
the new scenery? You are fully aware by now that you
are in a new world and age. Also you have accepted your
new environment like sensible people, not giving way to
superstitious awe or dread. Such being the case, we shall
now present to you on this screen the figures of two people
with whom you are quite familiar. You will see them moving
about in a perfectly natural way, you will notice every detail
down to the laces on their shoes as they stand before you—
but that is not all. Don't be alarmed if they actually leave
the screen and come out to meet you, or sit beside you on
the benches and talk to you. You will not be seeing your
friends in person, and you must not be alarmed to find that
you can poke sticks through them. What you actually will
be seeing is a sort of disembodied entity, or physical reflex,
which is merely an advance on your television sereen with
its talking figure of a friend. You are assured that you are
dealing with realities and not with the occult or mystic. We
ask you to treat this novelty as a continuance of your educa-
tional experiences in the sub-atomic garden.

“You know, friends and voyagers,’ the voice went on,
“that bread is the basis of life. Man doesn't live by bread
alone, but let him try to live without it—the poor cow!
Culture is based on material progress, and if you folks hadn't
eaten in the garden this merning, you'd be much more con-
cerned with your hunger by now than with the display that
we are about to give you. Food production comes hefore
art. Do you catch on? Right.
 "Now meet two of your cobbers.’
~ The voice ceased, and the trio gasped as there stepped on

. 'Itn the screen Vera's father and his friend, Neale Anders.

i
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“Hello, Vera; hello, Eric; hello, Nayella,” said Kladg
Anders merely smiled and nodded to each of them. ‘

“Surprised to see us, ch,” Klado went on. “We're here
and we're not here, so to say. Ask us questions, if you wan:
to, but you are requested to keep them on certain lines
Nothing personal, you understand. These things will be e
plained to you later.”

“The idea,”’ put in Dr. Anders, "is to familiarise you with
your new surroundings, just as we did with Digger Demarr,
you remember. An educational process, you understand?’

But this was more than human nature could stand. Vera
burst out: “‘Dad! dad! are you alive and well?"”

“Sorry, Vera darling, but that's just the kind of question
that's not to be asked or answered at this stage.”

“Then suppose we let you do all the talking for a start,
old gabby spook,” said Eric. "“We can ask questions after-
wards. Give us the good oil, shadow sparrer. [ don't care
whether you're a spark from the astral plane or an electronic
impulse from the sguare-root-of-minus-nought-dimensional so
long as you give us a fair spin and don't toss a double-
header.””

“Let me repeat,”” said the Shadow, “‘the lesson that you
learned in the Garden of the Infinitesimal Whatnots this
morning—that eatables are the most important thing in the
world.™

“It needs no ghost come from the grave to tell us this,
quoted Eric. ** ‘Quills on the fretful porcupine,” as Hamlet s
old man said, and also horse feathers to you.”

“Oh, doesn’t it?"" retorted Klado's shadow, ‘“but if you
piled up on Randwick Race-course all the books written b
fancy-flying Galaxy riders and bunko steerers of the Milky
Way who calmly assume that another million years of human
progress will still see rags and slums, brothels and bread-
lines, white slavers, gangsters, grafters, food speculators, and
inflated currencies, you'd have snow falling on top of th:
heap. Now, Eric, my lad, what deduction have you drawn
from your view of that garden this morning?”’

“Clever—dashed clever. The world bas advanced 2
lot, hasn't it?""

“And you, Nayella?" asked Klado.

“I'll tell you what I think, old shadow-bag,B said Naya.
““This cheapjack joint of yours is no place for a nice girl.”

“Why?"

“This morning | picked up in that junkshop of yours @
real diamond of the first water. I know rocks when I handl
‘em, and | know how to wear "em, but that slab was big as 2
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¢in and, according to all the rules of the game, worth
st ten million quid.”
ou could find anyone to give the price for it,”" said

es, and I'll tell you another thing about this dump,”
Naya. 'There isn't a loafing blighter round here does a
f work. They all eat free.”

walify it, Naya,”” said the Talking Shadow on the screen,
mean food chasing work of the rough sort. You don't
k that idlers planted that garden, do you?"

That's one on me.”’ .

You've lived in the South Seas, haven't you?" Klado

“Too right. [ was in Pago Pago, Samoa, and never saw a
native do a tap of work there.”
e

““They dressed in leaf wraps, slept under thatch, and
on bananas, coconuts and fish, which were free to every-
. Nobody worked and [ had to polish my own damm

‘You mean they wouldn't work for you, Naya. [@'ve met

imoan natives who would trot all around that island with

'a suitcase for ten cents or an old shirt, but you couldn’t hire

" themn for a week's work for a million dollars. It isn't such a

~ far cry from Samoa to here, Naya. You have brains, so try

 to adjust yourself to your new environment. It may be
harder for you than for the others to do that. You've got
ideas which you may not be able to change easily, and
animals which cannot adapt themselves to changed condi-
tions always perish.”

“Can you tell us how this garden was produced?’ asked
Eric.

“As clearly as [ can in a few words,” said Klade. You
know that all our scientific progress in the latter part of the
nineteenth century and the early part of the twentieth was
based on the discovery of the atom. The atom was—so far
as then known—the smallest particle of matter existing in a
pure form. All the ninety-two elements, from rarest radium

~ to commonest oxygen, were composed of atoms. You
~couldn't break up an atom, but by linking atoms with other
atoms you could get all sorts of compounds, from salt to
smokeless powder. You've seen such synthetic products as
- camphor and rubber built up from their component atoms,
and you know the story of the coal tar dyes, which replaced
indigo and other natural ones.

‘Then early in the twentieth century science took another
p and went into the world of the sub-atom. Instead of

o
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the final particle, the atom became a world in itself, full of
protons, electrons, neutrons, deutrons and other particles.
Puli a central nucleus, called a proton, out of an atom of
mercury and there you have pure gold—the long-sought-for
alchemist’s trick.”

“If it could be done,” said Eric, “it would be at many
times the cost of production of gold."

“Without knowing it, Eric,”’ said Klado, “you're just tell-
ing me that work, not gold, is the stuff that produces things—
gold itself included. We had reached the sub-atom even in
your day, and wireless telegraphy was built up on the elec-
trons and ions. In this day and age we've gone into the sub-
sub-atom, and then again down below that.”’

“And found what, finally?"’

“That the smallest particle of matter is also the smallest
particle of mind. The infinitely small is the substance of the
infinitely great. Mind and matter are inseparable, and our
highest thoughts are by no means from chemical and physical
influences.”

“What then?' asked Eric.

“The people who planted that garden knew how to handle
those ultimate particles. For your benefit I'l] call them simply
the infinitesimal what-nots. They trained them like monkeys
in a circus, told them what to do, what shapes to assume,
and where to pile up material. They could have made the
rocks and cliffs do the same thing as the plants in that garden,
but with the expenditure of a great deal more energy.

“As you know, Eric, the green leaf is the only real food-
factory on earth. By means of photo-synthesis, to use a big
word, it takes the radiant energy of the sun, sets it to work
on the chemicals of air and soil, and, hey presto, there you
have food. What follows is merely a storing, or concentra-
tion of that food. Your animals help to refine it, but even
man, omnivore as he is, can live on plant food alone.”

“So now you have the secret of the sub-sub-atomic garden
and the Infinitesimal Whatnots that are simply taught to be
have.”

“Say, what do folks wear around here?’’ asked Naya.

“See for yourself. Your next stroll will be in the clothing
and the mechanical equipment departments of this cosmi
emporium. Two hundred yards ahead, then turn to the left
No need for an escalator.

“Good-bye, folks, and in accordance with the tradition:
of the stage, our screen stars don't fade out: they just wall
out.

As Klado said this, both professors stepped off the pictur
walked on to the grass, and stood beside the screen for @
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waving their hands in farewell, then disappeared
‘the screen.
was rather sad and tearful, leaning on Eric as they
d along.
llowing the course indicated, they found the clothing
n in which Nayella showed much more interest than the
. feeling sheer silks and gorgeous life-like furs and
laces. Beyond that was a display of another kind-—
arden of Things that Flew. There they were growing
the stalks of gargantuan creepers and vines: aeroplanes,
| aeroplane engines, electric motors, gliders and gyro-
opters, buses that ran on land and flew in the air, dirigibles
t special purposes, and weird mechanical contrivances of
l kinds. But more interesting than all this to the twentieth
antury folk was a simple thing—the water-pipe plant with ils
bes of uniform diameter. After all, it was not so unlike
bamboo stems—those tubes of giant grass—which are so
ommonly used in India and China for the same purpose.
' They moved along, and there came to their ears with an
creasing volume of sound the low thunder of a mighty
waterfall.

Curiosity stirred within them, and they ran in the direction
from which the noise came. A winding path led through a
cleft in a cliff face, and it was this formation which had
sca'eene.d and thrown back in another direction the roar of a
. mighty waterfall. Now, as they emerged into the open, they
found themselves on the edge of a sparkling pool, and the
thunder of the Niagara-like flood which poured over a ledge
five hundred feet above burst on them. Myriads of bubbles
rose to the surface of that vast lake, and it shone with a
sparkling fire and glowing incandescence beyond compare.

They stooped and drank eagerly. Whatever there was in
tha_l: pure, sparkling fluid, it gave them a sense of elation
which made them feel as if they were walking on air. Then
::; ;:::jr tlootll-‘fd acro&m the lake, a sound of distant music was
‘wa o them, and soo i i
andTl:ilently S nr: a powered boat was racing swiftly

e boat contained a score of men and wome
ity w?:-e dreasec? alike. They had the same one~piecen.;leael:rilc:sl
.' i;o e extending only to the knees, sandalled feet, and bare
4 _eads with short-cropped hair. All seemed of about th
~ same age physically, but there was a slowness of motio ;

:wﬁ of mlett;‘ noticeable among some of them Thesen\:;'e
the ¢ !

: Iﬁ e t;.ll.'lse i;)rlive: elderly young whose fitness endured to the
_ Their spokesman,

l

. . s a tall, slim fellow, stood i
i boat as it crunched on the pebbly ;:::ch :]:admc:]}ll:db:::

’ A B
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in a musical voice:

“Chu vi parolas nian lingvon?”

“I guess what you're driving at, Chief. You want to know
if we talk your language.”

He looked perplexed for a moment, then turned to
young woman in the boat beside him: i

“Kion li diras, Floreto? '—(What's he saying?)

And Floreto answered with a rippling laugh:

“Oh, 1 can understand all right. He's talking that old, old
English of the world he lived in. It nearly drove me crazy
learning it.” i o) :

“Say, young lady,” said Eric, “weve been wandering
round this place and it's a bit of a conundrum to us. We're
mighty glad to meet some real people—if you are real
after what we saw on the screen—and hope you'll lead u:
somewhere where we'll feel at home. Now, just where are

we?'’
Floreto's smile vanished, and she eyed the group sym
pathetically. b o 4
“Tough on you, strangers, she answered. Yes, mightv
tough.”

“Well, where are we?"” i

“yOU ARE ON THE PLANET VENUS, AND YOUR
OLD MOTHER EARTH IS LIFELESS, DEAD Al
GONE."

CHAPTER SIX.
WHEN FRIENDS AND PLANETS MEET.

Floreto's announcement left the terrestrial visitors daze
stunned and bewildered. L
There was tense silence for a moment, then the V enusi
girl added, in a soft, silvery voice which cheered her guc
even more than her words: S
“l] don't know whether to envy or to pity you. You a
the most important people in the world just now and may!
the saddest, but cheer up. You're among friends. Just l.-‘-.-
into the boat and we can talk while we're scooting across &
lake.” 4 L
They stepped into the boat, and it moved oﬂ swiftly an
silently, skimming the calm waters of the lake like a S‘T’l’“”f'. ;
Vera, sitting alongside Floreto (her full name was F g
Mara), found her a very charming companion, thoughrl-“_iz
was a little depressed by the staggering announcement ™ 1
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just heard her make. Vera had little hope now of
any more than the screen shadow of her father.

to explained that on the other side of the lake was a
typical of all the other cities in Venusia—the whole
ot being one country under one government.

promise you a lot of surprises,” said Floreto, “and most
| a pleasant one.”

ough it was about forty miles wide, they were across
lake in no time, and there was the city all right. Delago
the Lake City—Floreto called it, but there was no sign of
v close-packed mass of ill-assorted and bizarre buildings
the cities they were used to.

They landed on a little wharf, and, with Floreto as their
nly guide, climbed into a gyrocopter taxi. With an almost
imperceptible motion it took off, rose high, and in an instant
Janded on the flat roof of a tall building.

“Here we are,”’ said their guide, and she led them down a
flight of marble steps to the vast assembly hall below.

At the further end of the hall was a group of people. Vera
uttered a cry and rushed towards them. She had seen her
father standing there with his old colleague, Dr. Neale
Anders, of Boggabri University. She flung her arms round
her father's neck, hugging and kissing him.

“Are you really and truly alive, dad?"”

“Don’t I feel like it?”

“After that screen affair it's hard to believe that you're not
just a spook ready to float away from me."

“Oh, that was merely a little modern television and mech-
anised telepathy. ‘Elementary, my dear Watson, elemen-
tary,’ as Sherlock Holmes would say. Dr. Anders, here, is
alive and well, too.”

“"And delighted to see you all, too,” said Anders, as Eric
and Nayella joined the group. “Now be seated, all of you.
_You want to know what happened, when it happened, why
it ha?_pened, and, of course, you want to know all that at
once. ;

“If not sooner,” said Eric. “‘Floreto here has told us that
the old mudl:'ua.l] has been bumped off and we're on another
planet. A bit sudden waking up and finding the old world
gone, We']] have to get used to it, but what a beastly nuis-
ance having to learn all my maps over again. [ was always
S0 rotten on geography.’

“The absence of boundary lines will hel ou,” i
Ai'fders. “You'll be tickled pink to see a rnappofyth:a wzt:ig
g;:atm;‘:-cu_lour job. Tradition tells us that when the Brother-
t90d. o Prmt_ers turned out their first world map as a uniform
- all the lithograph artists, stereo hands, compositors and
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press men got roaring fou as Tam o' Shanter and mad, ,
bonfire of all the multi-colour jobs on the planet, to the grey
loss of history. Quite a loss to the community—] dq,,
think.”

“What skittled the old mudball, dad?"" asked Vera. '"'Dig
something bump into it?"

“Not at all. A matter of simple progression like the con.
ing together of two stones falling to the ground. The date of
the disaster was a simple matter of calculation even in your
time.""

“And, you will easily infer from that,”” said Anders, “that
you have been asleep for a long time.”

“A long time,”' said Vera. “"Why, of course, it was to Le
2500 years, wasn't it?"’

“Very much longer,”’ said Anders.

“Many thousands of years?"

“Much more,” the Professor replied.

“Millions?"”" asked Vera incredulously.

“Yes, millions,” said Anders. "In fact, it would be better
not to try to express it in years at all, as such a tremendous
lapse of time is really beyond your mental grasp. But you
see the earth wasn't smashed up by any strange or unfore
cause. It ran its course and perished in a way which scientisis
foresaw even in your time.'

“Died of jolly old age?’ said Eric.

“No; died violently, terribly. Committed suicide and
perished in one vast and horrific cataclysm.” :

“l don't quite follow that,” said Eric. “You say thal i
took millions of years. Death was hovering all that time
Then there was the final burst up.”

“Yes,”" said Anders. ‘‘Like the progress of a cancer
the human body which moves along, slowly, quietly, pai
lessly, till it reaches the stage when the doom of the patient
is obvious.”

“When did the trouble start?”

“When the other planet was born.” 3

“The other planet? But I understood you to say. Dr.
Anders,” said Eric, 'that the earth’'s ruin came from within

“It did, too. By the way, how many planets werc there
moving in the earth's orbit when you last saw it?

“One, of course—the earth itself,”’ said Eric. bt

“You're mistaken. There were two of them, The ot
one was called the moon."

“'A mere satellite!"’ said Eric.

“No. Quite a respectable sized planet, or rz:.\ther b
other part of a twin planet. The most colossal thing © i
kind and the greatest freak in the solar system. Comp*

the
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the tiny satellites of Mars—a planet about the size of
h—and you'll see what | mean. In the early stages
arth’'s development its top part flew off and sailed
ce. Maybe the Pacific Ocean is the great scar it
ehind. The moon reached its maximum distance, but
not escape entirely. In your time it was at that limit,
once a month on its axis, showing only one side to
th and exerting a big pull which expressed itself in
of tides, and in earthquakes too.
'hen it began to move more slowly, and as it did so it
| to creep back to the parent earth, imperceptibly at
ut later in a way to completely upset the balance of
With each lunar rotation the two doomed planets drew
and the moon, being the smaller, was the first to
signs of the strain. There were terrific earthquakes,
slides, and the tumbling down of mountains. With the
aiments then in use, it was possible to record for human
he awful crashing, grinding and collapsing on the sur-
f that dead world. It was the signal of the doom of
uman race—the approaching end.”
1t of ‘Get off the earth’ sign,” said Eric.
hop it?”
t so fast, my friend,"” said Anders. “As [ have said,
moon's approach was a slow and gruesome affair. Man
iven plenty of what you call ‘notice to quit.” Some of the
id manage lo quit, but that's another story. The twin
s drew closer together, and the air was heated by the
ant showers of meteors. These were the fragments of
cliffs and mountains that fell from the moon. At firet
r was a shield, but later it was burned up by the friction
t terrible bombardment. Aerial raids by human hands
those of Coventry and Cologne were as nothing com-
with this cosmic havoc. There were earthquakes in
h whole cities disappeared, and tidal waves which en-
ed others. Finally the moon burst asunder, and the
1 was overwhelmed in that awful avalanche. [t dis-
.ted into a swarm of asteroids and meteors like those
it shattered star's orbit between Mars and Jupiter.”

ut the smash couldn't have been big encugh to have
up the solar system,”” said Eric, “or we wouldn't be
bright and smiling on Venus, this new mudball named
the honky-tonk jane.'"

"Did the

» you would not. It caused a nasty flare-up, but not
to wreck the neighbouring planets.”™

Dr. Anders, you haven't told us how we three came
nd why we find you and dad here already.”

5
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“That's a long story, Vera, but to put it briefly.  Aftc,
vou had been stowed away and we had watched the troq.
ment long enough to be sure that it was a success, your fatl,
and | underwent a similar process. Generations of guardiay,
came and went. The stipulated period of 2500 years had
been greatly exceeded, but no one seemed to bother about 3
It was so easy to put oﬂ’ the job of waking us up to anothe,
generation, and time passed on. First one generation would
pass it on to another, with a few notes and some data, they
the next would pass it on to the next, and so on. Yecars
passed—ages, epochs, aeons. Time marched on like the old
church chant ‘in saecula saeculorum.” Then the problem of
interplanetﬂry ﬂight was solved, peoplc Were moving out to
Venus and they brought us along. Then at last they decided
to wake us up in this bright new world. Lucky that Venus
was in an earlier stage of evolution than the earth, and,

a comfort to the survivors of the Great Flop, it has no m
It will no doubt last as long as the sun shines, and then
Another migration, no doubt."”

said Eric.

“No, there are not,”” said Anders impatiently. “'Dashed
careless fellows those astronomers calling a mere galaxy of
stars a universe— the expanding universe,’ ‘the finite uni-
verse,” and all that ballyhoo. The universe is the infin
the All-in-All of All Things—and don’t imagine that you
get outside it by doing the blackfellow's trick of calling it
something else. A galaxy, like the one that centres round
the Milky Way, is only a small part of the universe. Care-
less chaps those astronomers! Fancy lending an umbre
to a fellow who would misplace a galaxy.”

““There are other universes, of course,”
L] 1

HEY

“Not surprising in the least,” said Eric. ‘'In my time
school books had it that there were five continents, thot
there were really eight including South America, Antarc!
and Greenland.”

“Quite appropriate,”’ remarked Klado. ‘‘By Jingo, I
glad you mentioned that uninhabited island bigger than Aus
tralia which so few Australians knew anything about, thou®
they sguealed so loudly about the foreigners' ignorance o
their unrivalled country.

The best informed of them cou!
not find that South Polar island—in its true insular form—
a flat wall map of the world. | mention it because wh =n
old mudball warmed up with the moon's approach, Antal
tica became by far the most 1mportant place on Parth b

“I'd like to know how we got here,”” put in Vera. “Rathe
a long ride from the earth to here, and I didn’t have a chanc
to shake hands with the taxi-driver.”
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that part of the storv myself not so long ago,
. We were all brought here on one of the inter-
- ships that were built for such voyages. There was
wuance of our sleep when we got here, but about six
go your father and | were taken out of the cooler
tored to normal life. We then had an opportunity
it a lot of things so that we in turn could put you
your new surroundings. They knew how we had
emarr in to his new world, and they usecl the same
vith us and with you to-day. It was my own idea
should be put in that strange garden and left to
yut for yourselves when you weoke up. That screen
is old stuff in Venusia. A citizen of this country is
ly photographed or finger-printed. They make a
shadowy duplicate of him—a mental and physical
ich lasts as long as he lives. He can control it
make it walk and talk and do all sorts of tricks,
to be alert; watching and guiding it no matter how
it travels. Also it takes a lot of apparatus con-
‘a lot cf people to make it hop around. That is
‘conditions of life on this planet. Without one's
s one can do so very very little—with them one
ish so much. It all makes for peace and good

you reached that happy state where no cne wants

ﬁ'uure his -ualghbcurs or bring sorrew to them?"

ut, just about,” said the Professor. ' think that

y that Venus shows an 1mprovement on the old
many ways—morally as well as economically.”

“idt us make ourselves at home,” he added. "‘To-

. can get up early and see the whole planet.”

whole planet,”” Vera exclaimed. "How long will

five minutes. Delago is so like every other city
sit out on the roof of our flat and see the whole
t time. Come along, folks. We'll soon get used
all, the first billion vears is always the worst.”




CHAPTER SEVEN.
NAYELLA MEETS HER AFFINITY.

Delago was indeed unlike any city that the earth-folks 4
ever seen. i

There was one enormously wide thoroughfare from which
all the narrower streets and lanes branched off. The arteria|
hichway ran up to the foot of a small hill, and crowning this
was the immense Civic Centre Building. Housed in it were
a host of clubs, schools, theatres, lecture rooms and labora-
tories, while the flat roof with its beautiful palm garden was
used as a landing ground for gyroplanes, This building was
1000 feet high, with a special fire-fighting eguipment of it
own, and plenty of space around it—a solitary and dominant
structure. All other buildings were limited to a height of 180
feet or fifteen twelve-foot storeys. '

All the buildings were in blocks of uniform skyline, though
this was not always up to the maximum allowed, and they
were of symmetrical proportions and properly related to the
neighbouring structures. Grass plots separated each building,
which thus had light and air on all four sides.

There were no factory areas, production being carried oul
in the sub-atomic gardens like the one which had astonished
the visitors. There were no slaughter-houses, laundri r
cookshops. Radio-broadcasting was a silent and individ
ised arrangement, You adjusted your own thought impulses
to the proper wave-length: then you could take in an o
chestral programme, a football match, or an historic
cording of the final lunar crash, in a room full of people, who
could carry on a conversation guite undisturbed and withou!
even hearing a sound of it

Outside of the main thoroughfare, on which streams ol
huge trucks and buses moved, traffic was mostly on foot o
by gyrocepter plane. These gyrocopters, which hopped [rom
roof to roof like sparrows, were the taxis of the community:

Every city on the globe was just like Delago, and the
means of transport were in the hands of one central Com-
munity Group, which controlled every ship and vehicle ©
land, sea and in air. In spite of the mammoth ocean liner

and the myziads of fliers, there were still railways—not
sprawling, many-branched affairs of single or double e
but direct arterial lines of six, eight, and ten tracks, Wi
ran right round the planet, broken only by the sea barriers
Even the narrower arms of the sea were traversed by
railways. Enormous electric trains, with tractive powe’ ™
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hisked tremendous loads along at 100 miles an
ight runs of thousands of miles. To have shifted
yad over one of those runs would have required
nes cluttering the skies for weeks and weeks.
ure gauge of the planetary railways was twenty
trucks sixteen feet wide and a four-foot clearance,
rth folk did not cbserve what the track gauge was.
alians, they had heard and read so much bunk,
jooey and blah about track gauges, and that Euclid-
trosity the one-dimensional “railway gauge,” that
\ot even bother to notice whether the system used
il, overhead suspension with air propellers, or old
and .slleepers.

ing on Venus was standardised. If there had been
hey would have laid eggs with a yoke of uniforin
lour, identical in weight and in size exact to a
But there was no home-cooked poultry, and
, fried, poached or scrambled, grew on the same
omelettes. With an eye to mass production, the
re of ostrich size but of a delicate flavour.

world one would have been amazed indeed if
e had not been rationalised and dialects were still
‘he language had in fact been standardised long
migration from Mother Earth.

asked one day: ‘“What is the origin of the
anguage?”’ and received the puzzling answer:
o Venusian language.” Pressing for an explana-
was told that before the Venusians—who as she

ere only emigrants from earth like herself—
ed the art of interplanetary navigation, they had
 a simple language which had replaced the con-
sle of national lingoes by this scientific form of
Some of the national dialects had survived for a
odd places, but even these remnants had been
ng before the great migrations began,

d seen her first specimens of this language in the
garden on that memorable day when she had
from her long sleep, and she and the others had
oush of it to get along fairly well in the course of

Within a few months they were speaking it
ng acquired it entirely by wvocal lessons without
looked at a hook. Even with the old confused
national languages, devoid as they were of ra-
t was wonderful how readily a dweller in a
ould pick up a new language fram daily con-
e who always spoke it. With a scientific lan-
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guage—simple and regular as it was—it was simply amazing
what could be acquired in a few hours.

Instead of a mass of exceptions with a few rules thrgyy,
in at random—as in English—there were few rules and g,

exceptions. All in all it was a very simple and effectiye
vehicle of speech, and as it was watched over by the
Academy, its variation and improvement from time to time
had been guided along proper lines, instead of being left o
chance. So there were no disputes as to what was slang and
what was not.

Most people lived in flats, but many never slept under a
roof in their lives. These were the planetary and inter.

planetary hoboes. It was the crowning triumph of that |
liant historian, Professor Ostkap, to prove by prn_fon-.
search that the social phenomenon of the mechaniscd
had first made its appearance in the United States wi
mass production of automobiles. With the mass prc
of aeroplanes following World War Ii., the Hobcher
taken on wings, stealing chickens with 4‘:1'00 r_n.p.h.
Spitfires, and swooping on hen-roosts with dlve—bornl;:
The Venusian hoboes were by no means hung:{'. f
Who could be hungry in a land like Venusia? They were
simply people who refused to take life too serious nd
would not settle down to hard study and scientific rescaich
Because of the Transport Trust they could not beg, borrow
or steal machines, but they could hire them on long
term, pay-as-you-ride arrangements, and so they
from place to place, carrying a light silken tent for
or sleeping under cover wherever they found it.
Nor was there any social stigma attached to these h
In fact, in their own aimless way they often stumlv‘.rlr_-
great scientific discoveries. These celestial blanket-sti
dossers of the galactial immensity would jump into soi
jigger and saunter off to the orbit of the shattered eartl
listen to the music of the clashing meteors in the path ©
was once a gay world. Perhaps they would maku’_'
of that music or write fine poetry about it, and the 1t
Trust would figure that by and large it had made
bargain. Nor was there ever any jealousy or secrec
these discoveries. Everyone knows how a vast am
exploratory work was done by American whalers in t
arctic regions, but the fruits were lost to humamty b *
Business guarded its secrets. And every Austraiian =
boy knows how the Spaniards secreted the story ©!
mander Prado’s voyage through the coral-strewn straits 4
separate Australia and New Guinea. Those straits =
be re-named Amherst Straits, firstly in scorn of the

Sp jiards
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,who buried the secret in the Manila archives, and secondly
in honour of the general who, by storming Manila, made the
facts known for the benefit of the world in general and of
Captain Cook in particular.

It was on one of these leisurely jaunts into space that
Nayella Gaba met adventure and picked up a soul-mate. it
was an adventure of so grand a nature that it threatened to
change the whole life of Venusia—and not for the better.
Any change promoted by that hard and cynical young lady
was not likely to benefit anyone but Naya.

The others of the earth-born party had settled down to a

quiet and useful life, and cheerfully accepted their new sur-
roundings. The professors Klado and Anders were busy all
day assimilating the science of their new world and making
experiments of their own., Eric and Vera were their labora-
tory assistants. They had married and taken a nice flat,
which automatically blew its own dust up the chimney every
twelve hours, and, as there were neither clothes to wash nox
tfood to be cooked, they were having a grand time. Besides
busying themselves with the work of the laboratory, they
were finding out all that they could about Venusia and mak-
ing occasional long-distance hops in those handy gyrocopters.
On these trips they had hopped to the other side of the
planet, to find that the sun shone there in the daytime also,
and that land, air and water were much as they were back
home in the days before "the moon, refulgent lamp of night
(see Pope's atrocious translation of Homer) had started a
spiral and socked the old mudball for a row of goalposts.

Yes, Eric and Vera were happy as two cooing doves in a
dovecote, but none of that complacency for the gay and
charming Nayella. Her desire to roam was an unconscious
—or less than conscious—expression of her general dissatis-
faction_ with her new swrroundings. It seemed that she just
couldn’t place herself. After a dust-up with the Transport
Board, she found to her disgust that she could not buy out-
right a plane, an automobile, or even a push-bike. Thos=
things were only hired out to people who were fully qualified
to use them and not likely to injure others by their use.
Nayella got over the difficulty by forming a group or club of
four young and capable pilots. ~After she had qualified her-

self by a shor}‘. course of training, this group hired a space
s'l']l;l:; which with gentle irony she named the “Hallelujah

When asked to explain this strange title, she snorted:

Well, [ don't own a dashed thing, do [?"

When all was ready, Naya got her crew together and an-

Nounced to her friends that she was about to be off on a

|

e
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starry voyage. Her machine was parked on a big leve| lay,
a few miles from the Morants horr'le. and Vera and Exic.
with the two professors of Boggabri, had hopped along
see the start of the flight.

Floreto Mara, the young woman who had welcomed

three earth people to Venus and translated for them
there too. B

Floreto, small, dark-haired and vivacious, was a master of
languages, and that meant making long and weary searches
into the pages of history, yet no one could have been more

charmingly alive and up-to-date, It was Floreto who under.
stood Nayella best of all. She had summed'up her complex
nature more readily than any of her relatives could ha
done, and she noted with some concern that Naya's ill-
concealed hostility to her new environment was causing a
coolness. ‘

“That girl isn’t happy,” said Floreto one day. 'She just
can't fit herself in."” | .

“Why can’t she?” asked Vera, opening her big, blue eyes
wide in surprise. ‘s there anything to stop her making her-
self comfortable here instead of chasing rn.001'1bcam<~:?

“Some people chase moonbeams all their lives, my dz
Vera, and some others find it very convenient not to av
them to realities.”

“Naya is wide awake to realities; don’t you worry
that.” i

“No, she’s not, Vera. She’s awake to the realities of
long ago, and can’t make the jump between them and I

Floreto was pleased indeed to see Naya embarking 1
voyage, and greeted her with smiles as she stood li_\; the _L‘"-‘
machine. Nayella, tall, erect and strong, seemed beautift!
in her own way, and Vera greeted her familiarly:

“Where to, Nay?" _

“Nay me no neighs, sweet cherub. This Venusia ¢
is a horse’s neck.” b

“Well, what's wrong with it, pal?”’ Eric wanted [0 ¥

“Everything. I want to be somewhere where [ can
somebody.

“Sorry we can't change the stars for you .dﬁ‘“. i
Vera with mock sympathy. ‘‘Perhaps you'd filee [vierct™
better. So bright and sunny, you know.” B ing

Nayella knew quite enough about Mercury—that Fy
stone, airless and cloudless, flying in the very mouth of
fiery furnace.

She snorted: X

4% tallise mie to o to hell, you bluc-eyed dol!

ling

r the

yf yourd

' gald
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“Oh, no, no, dear,”” protested Vera. ‘You're not going
to hell, dear. You're taking it with you.”

Navella hopped in and slammed the door of the machine
with all the strength of her hefty arm for a reply. Her four
husky partners were already inside. All wore leather jackets
and carried oxygen suits which they would don higher up.
The big machine moved off, and the pilot set a course for
Mars. They passed through the orbit of the wrecked twin
planets, and still the machine purred on. It was a big
sphere and carried inside it five smaller spheres, which were
really smaller models of the machine itself. They were the
lifeboats, one for each of the crew, which could be used in
an emergency, a great door being made to allow their exit.

About half way between the wreck's orbit and Mars, a
huge black machine several times larger than the Venusian
loomed up out of space, and, swooping down from above,
dropped into their track and began to steadily overtake them.

Naya, who was not versed in the niceties of interplanetary
navigation, did not know that the machine had swooped
down from above—a recognised fighting tactic—but the
pilot knew and understood the significance of that hawk-like
approach.

North and south were no more meaningless terms to the
pilot of a space ship than they were to an ocean liner's cap-
tain. The machine was navigating in an imaginary sphere,
the centre of which was the sun’s centre, its equator the
orbit of remotest Pluto, and its axis a line drawn through the
sun's centre at right angles to the plane of that orbit. This
arrangement gave a proper sense of direction and gave
meaning to the terms “‘top’ and “bhottom’’ within the machine
itself. It also permitted the use of lines of latitude and
longitude.

When the Venusian pilot saw the manceuvre of the strange
sphere, he accelerated and at the same time sent out a
message to his home base. To his amazement there was no
reply. The rays had been jammed by enemy action and the
sinister sphere was fast overhauling them.

N? one on Ver_ms had imagined that there could be such
a thing as a hostile machine in space. It was an accepted
theory among the Venusians that the earth-born race which
had migrated to t.heir planet was the only one which could
handle_such machines. It was further agreed that no other
planet in the solar system could possibly be the home of in-
telligt'ﬂ.lt life: but there was that ominous black ball whizzing
along in their wake at a speed much higher than their best.

T_hey were not left long in doubt as to the enemy's in-
tentions. He drew nearer and nearer, ignoring all signals
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and calls to disclose his identity or state his purpose.
Venusian ship was guite una:‘lmed and helph:si_ It @
i T run away and was soon overtaken,
ﬁ:ﬁ:irstﬁr?l}:itn:mnce..thi black foe loosed a rocket torped
which crashed into the side of the Venusian, woundin: g
four men and momentarily stunning Naya. AS‘HTD Sttioke,
machine dropped rapidly towards the nadir, Na_ya jumped
into the lifeboat sphere, and, regardless of the lives of (.
others, steered through the great yent torn by the torpedo iy
the vessel's side and roared off into space. With the con
trols automatically set for the home l?ase‘._ she had no
to trouble about steering. The celestial “Iron Mike
do that for her, but she was not quick enough to escape
The hostile sphere zoomed down, and when it .drc:w alonp-
side the lifeboat, pulled it in with an overpowering magnet
force. A great door opened in the side of the bls

ck hull,
and the boat was drawn in and stowed inside. The little
sphere was then opened up and the captive dragged out
proud and defiant in spite of her adversity.

She looked around and found that the inside of the enemy
sphere was not unfamiliar. Its general appearance was much

. the same as that of the one that it had destroyed excep!

its fighting equipment. There were twelve men groups d
around her, and they might have been of the earth or

They were dressed in the polished leather suits of
sailors, and their heads and necks were bare. One o
bore a badse which evidently denoted some higher
What rather appealed to Naya was that he also wore a =
taire diamond in a gold ring on the third finger of |
hand. His arrogant demeanor also showed that ‘fw
sidered the crew to be his inferiors. He was sl _‘hf'i\ :
than any of them, but was really the least attractive of
There was nothing ferocious about any of the crew, but th
captain had a brutal face with piggy little cyes ben
overhanging eyebrows. ;

“What a charming captive,”’ he said, speaking in to
mon tongue of the Venusians. ‘1 am surprised @1 :
lighted.” 'he added. His tone was soft and purring, =U
did not d&ﬂﬂi"e Naya_ i

“What's the racket, Big Shot?” she fired back &
“First you torpedo us and bump off my crew. 1 hen yo
delighted to meet me. I am delighted too—I don't &7
 "So you are Venusian,” he replied in the same pti&™
tone, el RN _

“Not on your life, I don't belong to that crummy J7°
and don't want to,” fi
“Now I am more than delighted.”
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“At what?"”

“To find that you, too, are an enemy of Venusia. At the
same time | am mystified.”

“What's the mystery?”’

“Where do you belong to if you are not of the Venusians
yet speak their language?"”’

“It's a long story, Captain, and you wouldn't belicve it
anyhow. Say, who do you think you are?’’
 “Not so fast, young lady. Your ship has been torpedoed
and, as you say, | am the captain here.”

“You win, Blackjack. My name is Nayella Gaba, and my
late home the terrestrial and lunar twin planets, known in
the vernacular as the Old Mudball, rotating in 365 and a
quarter days in the third orbit from the central sun, and
being the abode of home non sapiens—destructive, batty
and clean bughouse—till it went cuckoo like its tenants and
started to chew itself up.”

""The Earth! Why, we're all of earthly antecedents. But
what is this you're saying? Do [ understand that you are
claiming to have lived on the Earth in some former existence
before the cataclysm?’’ 3

“There, now. [ knew you wouldn't believe me, Captain
What s-your-name.””

“Hipper, Captain Mark Hipper, Admiral of the Space
Navy of His Imperial Majesty the Czar of Protonia.”

“Well, how's the Imperial Ace-high and all the little
trumps? "’

“First you will clarify your story, Lady Nayella.”

“You don’t believe it? Nol But I solemnly assure you
it is all true, and it wouldn't matter a damn if it weren't.' I'm
In just as big a mess as if it were."”

“Be at ease, Lady Nayella. Calm yourself and sit down.
Pilot, steer direct to Protonia.'’

“Again | say, Lady Nayella, | am charmed and mystified,"’
he went on. i

“My,"" thought Naya, 'lisn’t this a break? First I meet a
guy who knows how to wear real rocks—not cattle pumpkins.
Now I'm Lady Navella to the Lord Hizh Admiral, not ‘Nay,
old girl.’ to the blanket-stiffs.”’

Her mental fog cleared. Her voice was smoother as she
answered Hipper:

“Here is my story,” Admiral. = Years ago-—a few billion
years more or less won't matter, | suppose—I was living on
t.}le Earth, and the full Moon as | knesw it was just a pleasant
little golden ball. My Uncle Fergus Klado and another pro-
i;u:o:r;v:;-: fn;:ktl;:g an experiment. Tbey'd ke]f.\t a man alive

enty-five years, and they decided that they
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could put someone to by-by for a hundred times that periqg
My cousin Vera, the blu_e~eyed doll, and her fiancé saiq
they were going to have it on. [ thought that it would k.
just simply wonderful to wake up twenty-five centuries ahead
and see all the marvels that had happened, so | went into the
freezer, too. Well, the next thing 1 knew, that baby do|
and her boy friend and 1 all woke up in a garden, where
bicycles, boiled eggs and motor buses all grew on trees, [f
anyone had told me that it was Sbﬂ_ol_,_Valhaﬂa\ L
Olympian godbox with all the dago divinities on the ran-tan,
I'd have believed him.”

“And what did they tell you?"

“They said that it was Venus. Not the honky-tonk girl,

but the planet. The Earth had taken the Kayo in a catch-

as-catch can with its lunar sparring partner—a feather-weight
not given a sporting chance by the books—and some of the
boys who'd refused to sink with the ship had carted the

freezer to the next planet.”

“And you, my charming one, doubt it?”’

“Oh, no! [I've seen too much with my own eyes to doubt
anything. I'm sure if it isn't Venus it's some other crummy
joint where everything is out of plumb and I don’t fit.

“But why not, Lady Nayella?” Again that soft purr of
the subtle Hipper. :

“In a place like that everybody's nobody and nobodys
everybody, but I want to be somebody and that's that

Hipper nodded. “Better to reign in hell than st
heaven,” he quoted. ‘You remember the hero of that
old pagan story, Paradise Lost, Nayella.” Then he v
her all over and purred:

“Beautiful lady, will you be mine?"”’ e

“Looks like I'll have to whether [ like it or not. ‘
don't mind being shelled, shattered, wrecked, sunk, s2!
and proposed to by the same gangster. I'm not a bit

“Your hostility to Venus interests me very mucl
went on.

“Why?"

“Because my country is about to make war on v
and |—with a big flourish—am Commander-in-Chiel
Protonian Navy.”

| :ci

CHAPTER EIGHT.
AN AMBUSH IN SPACE.

In a secluded spot overlooking the placid waters of the
lake, and close to the Venusian city of Delago, stood the
shrine of the Pundit Mahatma Oskhosh Obigosh.

To him were all the secrets of Heaven and Earth revealed,
and to his shrine journeyed men of lore from the four com-
pass points to hear the words of wisdom that flowed from
his lips.

Observe him now in the Holy of Holies in pious meditation
of the Mystery of the Seven Veils. His feet are on the mantel
shelf, and a fat cigar wobbles in the corner of his mouth.
From time to time he spits copiously into a great cuspidor—
its brass is as a sounding cymbal.

Look again and you will see that the Holy of Holies is
much like the executive office of a great corporation. There
is the same big table, the same padded chairs, and the same
soft carpet, but in the corner there is a small chemical labora-
tory, and strips of ribbon-like film pitted with strange marks
and weird symbols like unto those of a Mayan calendar stone.

The pundit himself is just a pot-bellied, bald-headed scien-
tist whose real name might be Smith, but in his ironical
moods he adopts the other title. He holds several criss-
crossed lengths of this strange film, and he thinks that it
justifies his jocular adoption of the title by which he has been
introduced to you, for not all the fakirs of India or the lamas
of Tibet could unfold anything nearly so marvellous as the
story imprinted on those narrow strips.

In tripped a charming young secretary with a typed decu-
ment in her hand.

“What are you stewing on, Osky?"" she asked.

“This, my little Rosebud,”’ he answered, “is what [ call
‘The Mystery of the Seven Veils Unveiled,’ and he held up
the film.

“High-sounding title,”” suggested Rosebud, "and what do
you call a mystery? "’ :

“A mystery, sweet one, is something which some stupid
stonehead can't understand and thinks no one else will ever
be able to understand.’

::A'nd how do you fit the title to that queer spider's web?"

It's like this,"’ said the Mahatma, shifting his cigar to the
other corner of his mouth. ‘In the dim ages past, when that
old mudball that men called the planet Earth was flourishing
and full of life, many people thought that the day of its
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dissolution would be wrapped in mystery, or aceompan;e |
by appalling manifestations of supernatural power—,,
certain solemn chant expressed it:

Dies irae, dies illa

Solvet sasclum in favilla.

Testat David cum Sibylla.

a

which is to say:
That Day of Wrath—that dreadful day
The Heavens and Earth shall pass away,
So David and the Damsel say.

“The Damsel-—what damsel?” asked Rosebud.

“Sibylla, the pagan Roman goddess who spccialised i
prophecy. You might wonder why, centuries after Romay,
paganism was supposed to have been liguidated by trium.
phant Christianity, one of its deities held a distinguished
place in the liturgy of a great Christian church. When that
church was getting a toehold on the mass mentality of Ron
so to speak, the idea was to impress upon hoi polloi the
credibility of David's prophecy because it agresd with that
of the wellknown Sibylla. In modern parlance, howe it
might be taken to mean that David himself was just a5 ~unk
a prophet as Sibylla.”

“Then what really happened to the old mudhall?’ asle
the Rosebud.

“Here,” said the Pundit Mahatma Oskhosh Obiges!
whom the innermost secrets of the Holy of Holies and th
Mysteries of the Seven Veils stood revealed, “here
sound film which tells the story of its decay and death.
perfectly natural process forecasted by unromantic m
matical calculations ages before the event. If the human
race had eat down to meet its fate with invocations and
Gregorian chants, you wouldn't be here to-day, sweel

cherub.”

“Tubum mira spargens sonum
Per sepulchra regionum,”
he went on. "Very freely translated, that means:
The frightful blast of Gabe's own trump
Shall set each ghost upon its rump.
He paused, and, with magnificent aim, smacked the cv
pid.?" on the other side of the room a resounding ' Ping!
“That." he concluded, “is the Bunk!”
WEH, there are some pcop]e outside who would v
much like to see that film,” said Rosebud.
"Who? The Earth people)” ey
Yes. Vera Klado, her husband, Eric Morant, and th¢
two professors, Fergus Klado and Neale Anders."
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e very people for whom | prepared the story. Show
; .ina.' b - - .
They trooped in at the girl secretary's invitation and sat

- Vera was the first to speak. "
. "We're all a bit worried about Naya,”' she said. She
floated off in the old rattletrap machine and hex"‘ messages
suddenly ceased. I'm afraid it's the end of Naya.”

" *Well, she hasn't to worry any more, has she?'’ asked
the pundit. i

 “Oh, yes, I know. We're living in a scientific age, :u‘_td I
chould take it philosophically and all that, but I'm afraid I
was unkind to my cousin, and it hurts me that she should
have suddenly disappeared like that.”

She showed signs of bursting into tears. i

“Now, don't you worry your pretty little head, my dear,’
said the pundit. ‘'l have an idea that Naya is all right. In
fact, we are the people who might have to do the worrying.

Vera changed her demeanor suddenly, sat up, and de-
manded to know why.

“With your intimate knowledge of vour cousin,”’ said the
pundit, “‘you will agree with me that if there is any mischief
to be found between here and Alpha Centauri, Naya is the
richt one to pick it up. Now, there is a theory current te-
day, though it lacks complete proof, that somewhere out in
the universe—not so far as that, but within the solar system,
in fact—there are living beings who may be capable of mis-
chief.”

“l thought,” said Professor Klado, “‘that Venusian science
had thoroughly investigated all the planets within the solar
system and declared them lifeless.”

“Is there an exception then?' asked Eric.

“There is one of the satellites of that giant of the solar
system, Jupiter, of which we would like to know a good
deal more,” said the pundit. "It is the largest of the many
Jovian moons.”

“Speaking from memory,” said Professor Anders,
promptly dipping into his noteboock, as all good journalists
do when they write that phrase, "‘Jupiter has nine moons, of
which the largest is quite a considerable affair, It has a
diameter of 3273 miles, which means that it exceeds the
planet Mercury and approaches Mars in size,’ {

_ "That is quite big enough to hold a considerable popula-
tion,” said Pundit Smith, “but we cannot say much about
conditions on its surface because it is covered with dense
ﬁlln_uda like those which once covered our own planet here.
fortunately, those clouds contain some kind of colouring
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matter which has the same effect as chlorophyll—the 5.,
ing matter of green plants—it is impervious to infra 1o
rays.’

“Hum,® said Klado. “A sort of planetary ambugh j,
which danger may lurk.” A

“Ambush, indeed,” said Smith. "In fact, it seems (L
some of our interplanetary ships have been ambushed there

“Indeed,” said Klado. "That is startling news. Why
haven't we heard it before?” :

“For reasons of what you used to call ‘national safety i,
your time. It is a matter which concerns the whole life of
our planet. We have quietly put ourselves on a war footing
and have taken all precautions against any possibility of a
surprise attack. Here is an outline of the course of events up
to date. IHaving undertaken a systematic survey of ou:
neighbouring planets and the parent sun, we went about it in
a thoronghgoing manner, which meant postponing for a long
time the investigation of minor bodies, including satellites.
When we at last turned our attention to the complex Jovian
system, we started to check up on its biggest satellite—a
body considerably larger than your own moon, by the w
but much smaller in proportion to the colossal parent body.
We were then disappointed to find that it was wrapped
an impenetrable fog, which, as [ have said, contained some
impervious colouring matter. So our next step had to be
sending out of a space ship to investigate. We receiv
messages from that ship continuously, right up to the '
when it was about to enter that blanket of fog. Then ther
wae a sudden silence; we had heard the last of the ship.
sent out another and another with the same result. [hen
we suspected that the satellite was inhabited by hostile people
sufficiently well-equipped to destroy approaching space ships
so we took the precautions which I have already referred to
Our next step will be to find out whether we have an actu®
enemy to combat. Naya's disappearance may be a link i
the solution of that problem.”

You consider it possible that her ship has been destr
bY‘Fnemy action?'’ asked Eric.

I do,” said Smith. “On the other hand it is possible h¢
she has been captured, and was not altogether unwilling 10 ™
captured, by enemies of this planet world. Maybe sh
a great destiny. At least she is the right type for it."’

My‘ cousin was always a simple girl if she had plent
fault_s. protested Vera. ‘“‘What's this high-flown talk abot
destiny? "’

“The destiny to inject into the monotonous life of this
utterly. utterly pcrf‘ect planct a spice of strife, Sh-q,lf_j\(ir’ an(
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combat. To me it is sometimes very boring. How I envy
some of the past generations of that old Earth of yours. The
economic order in which they grew up was so ut‘terly rotten
that no one could come to adult years under it without being
a grafter, a crook, an opportunist, or a racketee-r. If he
weren't one of those things, he could not have lived past
infancy. What a world] What a worldl There was a
field of battle for you—a field as broad as the planet itself—
strife, struggle, combat. Eventually, perbaps, improvement
__if not that, at least annihilation. But this place—this
Venusia of ours—is getting more like Heaven every day,
and the only good thing that 1 know about Heaven is that a
great Democrat named Satan once started an upheaval there
and succeeded in creating a monopoly of heat, ]igh!: an.d
power which left the heelers of the ancient regime sitting n
their bare pelts on the cold, golden slabs in the absolute zero
of interstellar space with hardly a one-sided box of matches
among them for their war-time stable tobacco. Just think
of it. No one has committed a crime on Venusia for tl‘ic‘past
million years. Why? Because there's no motive for it.”

“But surely, Mr. Smith,” said Eric, “you have a religion
here for people to dispute and quarrel over?”

“My young friend,” said the pundit, ‘you have already
observed, if you have looked around you, that there i no
private property here.”

*“Yes, | know; but a religion?”

“And how, by all that is wonderful,” replied the pundit,
“could we possibly have a religion without private property
for it to hold, cherish and protect?

‘What's religion, laad?

Only a rose that blows,

But proputty, proputty sticks,
And proputty, proputty grows.’

“Isn't it a remarkable coincidence,”’ the pundit went on,
“that just as we have found something to break heads over—
a hostile planet—we should rake up this queer bundle of
complexitics, Nayella Gaba, from the dim and distant past?
A being quite unsuited to her present environment, she is
bound to do her best to destroy it, or it will destroy her.”

“You don't seem to worry much about her,” said Vera
hotly.

“Why should [?'"" answered the pundit. “She's only a
bubble in the galactial froth of infinity."

“Rather inhuman, aren't you?" said Professor Klado.

i “Am 1? I'm a hundred per cent. Venusian, and where do
‘you think you are, friend Fergus?"
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“On a strange planet, of course,’ Klado replied, "1 |,
me the most disappointing part of the adventure is that F
find myself among frail human beings like myself wit, i
same physical and psychological shortcomings. Has ),
human race, having evolved through aeons from the Tl
protoplasm proved itself incapable of further evolutiony”

“You would have thought,” said Smith, “that after » lape:
of millions, or shall I say billions—"

“I've lost eount,”” said Klado, “but I'm not particul,,
about a billion or two here and there.”

“So," said the pundit, "is it distressing that after all th;,
immense lapse of time you still ind yourself among friends>
And do you, like Naya, feel a bit cut up about it? Yoy e
pected to find something much more nearly perfect than this
bifurcated walking radish, didn’t you?"

“Now I put it to you. Suppose, instead of fAnding vou
selves among genial people like me and Rosebud and liitl
Floreto Mara, who on the day you landed here pitied you
with all the sentimentalism of ten million B.B.C. (Before th
Big Crash), you woke up among super-intellectual fro
gnats, lizards, wasps, newts, scorpions, ants, bats, ¢
tarantulas, or bunyips? Or worse still—suppose 3
wakened up among eternally perfected beings, disen
intellects consisting of wavicles, vibrations, or sub-aton
particles, combining a sufficiency of force and intelli
with an almost entire lack of material presence. W
would you have been then? [ ask you.” And the
Mahatma Oskhosh Obigosh drew himself up to his full heizh
blowing out a cloud of smoke magnificently.

“As a scientist,” said Klado, '‘search me, but as a pol
tician, will you put the question in writing and have it pl

on the notice paper?’

_ "Ah, then, at least you recognise that we are now all ¢
_Hu.me, Sweet Home' in spite of our rather lengthy jour
In time and space.”’

"01_'!. t_}lat sounds a lot nicer,”’ said Vera, who seemed (0
be enjoying the conversation like a cat having a swim.

“And Naya will fulfil her mission to play the devil with:
any tears on our part,”’ suggested Smith.

"As you say,” said Vera, "but I can't help liking her ¥ it
all her faults,"”

“Nor can I,” said the pundit. ‘I think that che's the 110!
entertaining character whom we've imported from the &7
Beyond. The rest of you are a saintly lot of stinkpots

have left her behind would have been like playing o't
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¢t his racketeering step-father, or teaching Sunday
] without good old Sate.”

ell, now that we're clear on that subject,’”” said Pro-
r Anders, "'l would remind you of the purpose of this
. My. Smith.”

h, ves, yes. You would like to see, and hear, the story
Ee destruction of your former home, the planet Earth.
s right here in this film. I'll soon fix it up for you."”

With an alacrity which one would hardly have expected
from his portliness, he fixed up a screen on the wall and pre-
pared his apparatus for projection.”

. “Draw your chairs around this way,”” he said. "'This is no

mere talkie such as the Earth people were familiar with.
There are certain gzenerally accepted facts underlying its
make-up. In the last analysis, all matter throughout the
universe is made up of particles and wavicles of matter and
energy. They never perish, but simply change places, so that
if you happen to know the order in which those wavicles
were given off in the action of any past event, and know
their exact present location (which may be anywhere in the
infinite universe, of course), you may arrange them in their
proper order and re-enact, with perfect accuracy, any past
event.'’

“Sez you, pundit Mahatma,” observed Klado.

“Sez me, Professor Klado,” replied the pundit.

“Now,” continued the pundit, "“we have here a perfect
record, not only of form and sound, but of thought and feel-
ing—a record, too, of all the emotions, ambitions, hopes,
fears and anxieties of the people shown. Sitting here you
will feel yourselves transported right back into that old
world, watching its decay and the approach of its doom, And
you wil! feel yourselves actually part of that frenzied human
thr9ng in the days when the end was near. You will share
their hopes and fears, read their very thoughts, and live
among the.m as you are living here now. Watch, and when
yol: 'tf?'El like putting a question to me, don't be afraid to
ask it.

Back across time and space, back through millions of
years, the space voyagers rode on the wings of the wavicle
machine, and, with a certain feeling of home-sickness, which
they never could have endured if Venusia itself had not been
:ﬁaimnTe-hke, theg‘f found themselves bac:k'on the twin planet

nen superficially styled the Earth, without knowing—in
most instances—that there was a lot more to it than the mere

Earth itself.




CHAPTER NINE.
HOW THE OLD EARTH DIED.

I was a wonderful and happy old world that the voyagers
gazed upon, Such a world as astounded Digger Demarr
when he awoke to gaze on it. p

No more of destruction and strife, but everywhere con.
structive effort, energy and achievement. Gigantic engineer-
ing achievements which taxed to the utmost all the qualities
of skill. courage and daring which the human race possessed

The conquest of deserts, the diversion of seas, the girdling
of the globe with endless aerodromes, and the creation of
artificial islands which defied the stormiest of seas. They
saw the Sahara and the Australian deserts turned into smiling
and pleasant lands, and a vast lake at the head-waters of
the Amazon irrigating the Peruvian desert through a huge
tunnel in the Andes. To achieve some of these things
sands of men had laid down their lives courageously,
lessly, ungrudgingly—giving everything that the race might
live.

To this busy, hustling, adventurous and very happy
came a message of doom. Not in supernatural revelations
not in flaming meteors or portents in the sky. It came in
the carefully worked out mathematical calculations of dis
tinguished astronomers, and the message was simply this the
twin parts of the planet will come together again one da)
and their union will be a wedding of devastation—a ¢ ta
clysm.

Throughout the ages men had looked upon the Moon 2
a friendly thing shining gloriously with its reflected ligh!
Personified with a feminine title, its beauty was the subject of
poetical praise long before Homer.

The actual story of this great bare stone poised over 1
Earth was more romantic in its own way than old H
himself could have imagined. In the days when the
was a hot fluid mass, its rapid rotation broke the
formed cruet, the planet became pear-like in shape, an
part separating from the main body gradually moved awa)

Behind it it left a great scar which became the Pacific Ocea™
If the Earth became the abode of life through a scrit” |
freaks the Birth of the Moon was one of the greatest ['""
of all. In the whole solar system there is nothing like i
satellite with a quarter of the parent body's diameter
earth is, in fact, a dual system—a living thing ete™
chained to a corpse.

[he
e
nall)
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i g

o ,ggﬁgdually the smaller part reached the limit of its progres-

 from the greater. For ages it ran its course in its ultimate
bit.  Then one fatal day—the Dies lrae of which Sibylla
‘never dreamed and to which David never testifed—it began

th move in a spiral, gradually returning to the parent Earth.

~ The confirmation of the first calculation that the Moon
had moved a tiny fraction closer caused no stir. The human
race was happy, busy, hopeful. Then gradually the truth
soaked in to the mass mind that man's earthly home was
doomed, that it was well on its way to the final crack-up, and
would disappear long before the solar system had run its
course. Appalling as the crash would be when the two parts
of the original planet came together, there was no reason to
believe that it would tear the solar system asunder. The sun
would still shine, the other planets would still revolve in their
orbits. There was little reason to doubt that the sunshine
would still pour down on the shattered, scattered remnants

of the dead world. What then?
GET OFF THE EARTH!

The old taunt assumed a new and challenging meaning.

Yes—get off the Earth! But when, how, and where?

Here was a new problem for "homo sapiens’ —homo
“wake-up”’ who, fortunately, had given up many centuries
before the practice of trying to make the Earth tenantless by
colossal wars.

Seated in Smith's studio, and following the story with keen
interest, the Earth folk found themselves gazing down on a
scene in Times Square, New York. On a colossal sign the
whole scheme of the Moon's changing path and earthward
approach had been worked out beautifully in coloured lights
and diagrams. A crowd was milling to and fro discussing it
and arguing about the latest mathematical calculations as
eagerly as any crowd ever discussed the form, weights and
riders of the favourites at Randwick Racecourse. There
could be no question of the awakening of the mass mind to
the gravity of the subject. The people who jostled for a
glance at that huge map were as conscious of their position
as the occupants of a ship going through a danger zone
hatﬂnt&d by enemy submarines and bombers.

) W%xat are they getting so excited about?’” asked Vera.
They've got thousands and thousands of years in front of
them before the bump, haven't they?” ;

. “Yeah,”" said Smith, ‘‘and you've got millions of years be-
hind you, but you remember the last time you tore your

?tncking on Earth as if it were yesterday. These folks are
just race conscious, that's all."
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“In truth, they were neither panicky nor jocular, but simpls
treating the matter as a serious problem. No matter how
distant the catastrophe, their children would have to face
But, fortunately, there was ample time in which to tackle »
solution of the problem.” - .

“YWe all know now the answer to the question, "Where do
we go from here?’ " said Professor Anders, "but how long
did it take them to determine that Venus was to be man's

abode?”’
futg;fs a matter of fact,” replied Smith, “the probabilities
of this planet being the home of \primitive life were being
discussed long before the problem of ln'tf.bl‘p]anetary migra-
tion became a question of practical politics. In the early
stages of its planetary evolution, Venus was covered with
hot, steamy clouds which hid its surface from the first in.
vestigators. Beneath those dense clfnuds, as we now know,
the primitive forms of life were flourishing in much the same
weird and monstrous shapes as they had assumed on ea .

“In the steamy jungles and fetid swamps colossal vegetable
srowths were taking shape, colossal reptiles were.waﬂ_(‘-:-'mj
or tearing, clawing, rending each other to doom m_fr_l_c_r.:m,-
pools of funereal pitch which engulfed victor and victim

‘Dragons of the prime b
That tare each other in their slime.

“Ves, they were all there on the neighbouring plal_’lt’i -..-41“‘:.
the Earth was the abode of triumphant man. The :de’a that
Mars was inhabited had long been abandoned. It had b
the subject of much discussion, speculation and romance,
Mars was old and senile while the earth’s other neighbou
symbolically on the sunny side of space—was young, -t
and full of plenteous primeval life.”

t

“l could hardly imagine man as a contemporary of
plesiosaurus, icthyosaurus, and that flying dragon the plc
dactyl finding life congenial, finding life very congenial,
Anders, "He would face frightful climatic conditions an |
the ground quaky underfoot. No doubt with artillery,
planes and armored machines he would soon clean up
colossal saurians, slow and cumbrous as they were, but ho
could he tame those torrid jungles and swamps?

“From which you may reasonably infer,” said Smith,
long ages elapsed hetween the time when the fatal

the moon began and the mass exodus. In the interval i
ditions on Venus changed very much for the bet{er fro.m\ 1:‘“_.'
point of view. By the time the first men arrived its g7

ang

A ey 1
steam cloud envelope had vanished and its surface had « g
to a smiling and pleasant place with many landscapes =t¢
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ym; saw yourselves when you awoke in that sub-atomic
en.

ga{le:s." said Eric, “that was a pleasant land, indeed, with
enough of that primeval envelope left to fill the sky with a
glory of ever-changing shape and colour. I could never have
dreamed that there could be anything so stimulating and
beautiful.’ )

“So the first migrants thought,” said the pundit. “You
have read, no doubt how Admiral Byrd's men returning from
their long sojourn on the South Polar ice-cap wept for joy
at the sight of green trees growing and tossing their branches
to the breeze as their ship steamed up Dunedin Harbour. Can
you imagine the feelings of the first earth men to behold that
landscape which impressed you so forcibly? Men who knew
that a stricken world lay behind them, and that only here
on another planet were the really great achievements of the
human race about to begin!

“But | anticipate. Let us get back to the doomed earth.
We move to another great capital—London. Here is a
conference of scientific men from all over the globe. They
are discussing this problem which, in the interval that has
elapsed, has become a very wvital one—the problem of
whether the race can survive the wreck of its planetary home.
It is no longer a question of high adventure, conquest, the
thrill of exploration and discovery, it is a grimly practical
proposition.

“Here, says the chairman, is why we must get out. Here,
according to all the probabilities is where we must go to.
Now for the real problem—how do we get there?

"The world's most interesting conference begins. This
is no threat from some power-drunk despot with accumulated
engines of war. The Universe itself has delivered its ultimatum
to the whole human race.”

CHAPTER TEN.
THE CONQUEST OF SPACE.

“It was that London conference which accepted Nature's
tl'..hallenge and laid down certain plans to meet it,”" said Smith.
-Mfm was to remain master of the world though the world
pn::!shed.
~ "We pass now from the realm of scientific discussion to
that of practical effort. There is another lapse of time, and
w gaze at the scene which is presented before you.”

ek
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Before their eyes a great open field spread out. [t was
thronged with spectators and the centre of their interest W;;ri
a machine designed to set a great rocket in flight, [n thé
vacuum of interplanetary space—assuming that it was a
vacuum—no propeller could grip, but a rocket-driven pro.
jectile would derive its impetus from explosions which by
creating expanding gases would push it along regardless
of the absence of air resistance. In a sense it produced its
own atmosphere and kept on producing it as long as the
powder lasted. And in the absence of external friction
enormous speed could be achieved.

There were no passengers in the rocket, the object being
merely to hit the Moon. An explosion on impact would
create a vast smoke cloud which would be visible even through
a field glass. It was to be a test of certain calculations and
the first actual flight in space. If a projectile could be aimed
accurately enough to hit the Moon, enly 240,000 miles away,
one might be aimed to hit a more distant planet. Then there
would remain the problem of how to land it there intact and
how to pack people into it and land them alive. Distance
might be increased and aim and control improved by calcula-
tion, experiment and observation. It had been a long way
from Bleriot's flicht across the Channel to the London-
Melbourne centenary air race, and the Moon rocket was the
Channel flight.

To the crowd on the field no target was visible. The rocket
was not aimed at the Moon, it was aimed at the spot where
it would be when the rocket got there. Off it went with o
mighty roar. There was another roar of cheering from the
crowd and away sailed Voyager Number One. One after
another its big nest of rockets took up the job of propulsion,
when one burned out another lit up and the engineless engine
sailed merrily on.

Hours later when the Moon was shining full and clear in
a cloudless sky the watchers saw through every kind of optical
aid from giant telescopes to theatre binoculars a pillar ol
dense smoke rise up and spread out over its airless surface.
The aim was true and the rocket had delivered its message

A small step in the stellar journey—but still a step.

It has been said that human life on this planet marches
along as if balanced on a knife edge and everyone takes 1t
for granted that it will keep on marching. But let that balance
be upset in the slightest and there is disaster. No tremendous
drop of temperature was needed to cover almost the Wl?f‘f"
planet in a glacial shroud during the Great Ice Age. A slight
disturbance of the rotating revolving Earth, too much hea!
or cold, too great an atmospheric pressure, lack of air ©
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es that make them—any of these things could
Ages before the great inventors made their
jevements in electricity, chemistry and engineer~
own savages learned the use of fire. Blow out
ou have darkness. Take away from Man the
- light, heat and power and all his civilisation
pear just like that. That discovery of unknown
mnot been equalled in importance by all the Edisons
who ever lived. And without the invention of
savage who made a wheel out of a log end, no
uld function.
came to space travelling, man had to face the
ransporting a living machine delicately balanced
to a certain environment across a vast field
nvironment did not exist. Could he carry with
of his actual environment on a journey which
v nearly two years? That was how the problem
ut there was another aspect of the matter, and
distinguished Zulu scientist Umchah who presented
light.
ropose to steer a vehicle to Venus,” he said, “let
e hehavior in space of some of the tiny planets
s, some of which are no larger than our proposed

stellar super-camera on to one of the planetoids
which had come dangerously close to the earth
zed to find that it was inhabited by tiny beings
definitely passed out of the animal stage inasmuch
ﬁ'_learned the use of fire for lighting and cooking,
implements and built houses.

ncing this discovery Umchah said:

‘wish to travel across space in a small ship let us
rgonians and evolve a race of beings small enough
vk in it comfortably during its starry flicht. Let
“up to the highest intellectual level and endow
11 the latest equipment of science. Then let theirs
' feryying this world's culture to another planet and
' so that systematised knowledge may begin
we have left off, and not with the microscopic
- of the dragons that now wallow in Venusian
e, ourselves, have evolved from the protoplasm
n depths, can we not evolve some shape more
this grand task of conquering stellar space? Is
i‘mt ants and bees could not have risen to Man's
had not arrived first and blocked the path to
evolution——or to the evolution of any other
mpetitor for that matter? Are we to believe that
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in Man's shape alone is it possible for reason a ;
intelligence to walk the Earth? To me the ;ihcig::tn:mv-e
the thing, and I care not whether Venusia he cu]or;::l.éu 5
high-browed supermen or by warthogs, dingbats or -,: 1 IEJY
gong sharks if the highest forms of science and cult T
transplanted there.” e
“] should imagine,”’ said Klado as they gazed dow:
the panorama and heard Umchah himself speaking "rh?» ?n
was not an Aryan or a Nordic. Imagine how E,,Upur-;; l:‘.
would have been among the Nazi super race thcorists_'t o7
“Yes," said Anders dryly, “apparently one of the hest
methods of producing a super race is to bump off the R w {»‘ r of
that race every generation or so.” b

They looked once more at the powerful fizure on the
rostrum and heard Umchah's deep bass voice booming out
again: e

e

'"lf.the law of gravity becomes a minus quantity on a spac
ship, 1f.' as we are led to believe, liquids like tea, milk =
soup _w:ll float through the air in round balls without any
containers, and passengers may walk on space, then it s s
to me that a race of intelligent flies or spiders able to walk
upside down from the ceiling on gummy feet would be much
more capable than clumsy two-legged vertebrates of per
forming such voyages. You will remember that we still have
ages before us in which to evolve a specialised race and to
me it is not a guestion of preserving the supremacy of any
species but of preserving, perpetuating and adding to the
store of human knowledge. 3

e

: If we perish with the earth all our achievements arc im
vain:

'Al!d all my realm reels back into the beast and is no
more,

As t_he poet expresses it. But if enough of us reach Venus
to continue our progress who can set limits to the heights
which we may attain? [ say that we may eventually reach
that stage when instead of merely voyaging to new planets
we may be able to make planets of our own, and juggle the
mechanism of the whole shining universe around to pled®®
ourselves. Who says that there are bounds to the possibi
of progress—that there are things we cannot know.
does he lgnow we can't know, and how does he know
the wolﬂd s greatest minds will agree with him a million year
hence?

“You have just heard what the great Umchah taught,”
obierved Pundit Smith, "and experiments were made alone
the lines that he suggested, but the idea of raising and training

lities

) G
How
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specialised for the space navigation job was

t we are to be congratulated on that,” said

r present company much better.”

two schools of artificial environment and

gs,| continued Smith, “there was eventually
o rather another path was found which opened
Il the difficulties. The answer was suspended
ou will remember that during World War
dive-bombers were used in which the pilot
peed went into a mental blackout and the
| itself. It was along those lines that a solution

e itself took a hand in the game by dissolving
1 which hung over the planet and revealing to
aze of the astronomers a pleasant land. You
ourse, that we are dealing with a long period

ich, it seems,” said Klado, "the Moon was
g closer and closer to the Earth, and bringing
rly the menace of approaching doom.”

I shall leave that part of the story till later.
e to look upon the havoc of the final cataclysm
t yourself with the knowledge of what was

escopes and super-cameras scoured the surface
tos were taken from the stratosphere. There
bt about it. Venusia was Man's future home.
was to hit the planet with a tracer rocket as
with the Moon. When that had been achieved
hecking up of calculations, then a new kind
tried.
roblem hitherto had been to overcome landing
oblem did not present itself with an explosive
n of which was merely to register a hit but
t matter to safely land a sphere full of delicate

" said Klado.

Smith, ‘'l forget to mention that the first
us were scientific machines with something
ce based on chemical changes. When they
tock stock of their surroundings in an almost
and talked back to the home base giving all
ation.”

ch messages,” said Anders, “you must have
overcoming the ionic layer which prevents
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radio messages from being sent beyond the
atmosphere.”’

“Yes, we found that there were rays which penetrated evep
that.”

“And how was the problem of impact overcome?" usked

Klado.

“By a happy discovery which reduced the whole problem
to very simple terms. It is well known that the sun— that
vast central storehouse sends out tremendous energy of which
only a little is collected, in the form of sunlight, on the carth
the rest being dissipated in space. We found a means of
collecting some of that wasted energy and making it guide ow
great spheres across space by remote control. You have
seen how an aeroplane can be guided by distant radio direction
The principle was the same inasmuch as we were able to stce
our spheres from starting point to landing point but it differed
in this way that the sphere did not carry its own power. Th
source of that was the sun’'s energy concentrated in vast
powerhouses on Earth, and directed along a beam to the
space ship keeping it in a straight path to its destination.”

“But suppose,’’ said Anders, ‘it missed the planet through
some miscalculation?’’

“That would not matter unless the error was colossal. Th
sphere could easily be turned into the right path and, whe
it approached the Venusian atmosphere, slowed down
a gentle landing.”

“Without the occupants feeling anything?”’ asked Ande

“Certainly the occupants felt nothing, as I shall expl
to you presently,” said the pundit with a smile.

“But the shape of the space-ships,”’ said Anders. "I unde
stood you to say that they were spherical. Then they we
not stream-lined.”

“Not so far as atmospheric resistance was concerned. Bu!
what is the use of streamlining in the emptiness of space? Ou
space-ships were shaped like the planets themselves, qui
logically, 1 think.” :

“How long did the voyage to Venus take,” asked Klac:

“About a year and a half,” said Smith. "“The spheres wer
made to carry many passengers as one of your big ocedl
liners, a little over 5000 on each trip."

"How.‘could such numbers be accommodated? [t seem
amazing. .

“That,” said Smith, “‘was indeed the most amazinz P*'
of it all. The passengers were put into 2 state of suspended
animation, or trance. They travelled like fish frozen i #
block of ice, coming to life at the end of the journey On
arrival the sphere automatically opened and the voy2se™

Earth's
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, in the atmosphere of Venus just as you awoke in
" gaid Vera, “that they couldn't steer the

They must have higsediia) Jo€ of Fon, [

old 'buses. Lokt crkdn' steer

wouldn't give twopence for an aerop
"‘,‘B]:.your age, girl,"’ said the pundit. “In these enl?:ghteneci
days people don't talk about steering aeroplanes, ltE e:i; wan
to steer the planets themselves arounF] the sky. the sun
goes cold push Venus over to the orbit of A]pha Centauri—
that's the modern idea but, of course, that's not a one-man
taxi job."”

But the young lady was not to be‘repressed.

“Did everybody get off in time,”” she v:r.anted. to know,
“or did the captain go down with the ship?

“It was never intended to rescue the whole human race
or anything like it,” the pundit answered. ‘You have often
heard of the heroic few who died to save the many. The
process was reversed this time. The many were sacrificed
in order that the few might continue to live.”

“Then, how many people managed to cross space and
colonise Venus?'' Eric asked.

“Ten million in all and quite enough, too. They brought
along with them all of man's greatest achievements in science,
art, literature and so on. Everything in fact necessary to set
up civilisation on this planet where it had left off on earth. The
effect was to short-circuit the process of evolution on this
new world by many millions of years. We started from the
farthest possible limits of human achievement and not from
the scratch mark of the horrific wallowing reptiles of the
prime.

“Now,"” he added, "shall we glance at some of the scenes
which were enacted on earth as the inevitable end ap-
proached?’’ ]

They all agreed and the pundit threw another picture on
the screen. : I '
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
CATACLYSM.
Looking into the screen of the Wavicle Machine the
of four Earth folks seated in the office of the Venusian sc

seemed to see a great orb floating in space,
Presently it approached them, or rather they felt (]

falling through infinite space. Presently, with a slight sh.

they felt themselves land and looked out on a green lawn

They walked about and their surroundings seemed famil;
They sensed vaguely that they were back on earth, bur
the old, happy earth of their own time. In that distant |
the pulse of life, hope and energy beat strongly throughoul

whole land. It had been impossible in those far-off davs to

escape that buoyant feeling, a feeling of the presence
all-pervading activity even in the remotest and lonelies

on the globe. It could hardly be said, in fact, that the

a lonely spot in that busy and adventurous world. The evi
dences of man's colossal energy and constructive efforts wei
so universal that no place escaped them. Even in the
seas the ice would be suddenly rent asunder from |
as some giant submarine rose to the surface for a “breat!
Rezular lines were running under the polar cap from Behrir
Straits to Norway while overhead huge 'planes soared thro
the heavens.

But now the visitors sensed at once that things
different. The senile decay of the whole earthly world seen
to produce a penetrating psychological effect—the effect
an imaginative mind of being in a cemetery at night. Wi
a little shiver they loocked up at the sky and what they
struck a cold chill of horror into their very bones. Overh:
hung the moon, frightfully and menacingly enlarged.
longer the golden orb with its soft mellow light, but a th
of menace, shining with a baleful glare which blazoned o
dire menace to the world below.

As they looked it seemed that the weird and awesor
thing gave a shudder. A shiver ran through that cold ar
lifeless body, puffs of emoke and clouds of dust rose out of 1!
deep sun-scorched valleys and from the bottom of its dric

up seas, The whole sphere was covered with a haze, and ju
as suddenly as the visitors had descended to earth they s

up in their chairs in the Venusian's office to find themselve
gazing not at the earth but at the surface of the moon.

group

1entist

that

they were approaching it. They felt themselves falling, fallino

3
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what an appalling sight Ehey !’ehe]d‘ld Th:;l l:n;;n:il;z
with only a fraction of the earth’s weight an hv:ll f—
 reater than that of the earth’s surface rocks ha appt e
S h to feel the tremendous pull of the parent planet.
ot errific quake which shattered the lunar surface

‘ It was a terril which ¢ >
:3; ;z::*. masses of rock hurtling miles high. Into black and

' tains. Whole ranges

wning chasms moved whole moun ;
ﬁ:\{;ﬂm‘gvering peaks which woultz l:layeil stood out 3;; s?.lkiaearzz
T lavas slid into the beds of dried-up seas,
?é":ﬁzyup and the tremor which ral? thmugls the whole mass
vas like the dying agony of a stricken world. = }
m:['}l;le “:th d:y in every corner of the earth the main topllc
of conversation was the approaching end of the planet. 'bln
every observatory from which the satellite had been visible
that night telescopes and cameras had_ been turned on to its
curface. The quake had been anticipated and tht_ere was
no disputing its meaning. i

Time rolled on, as the human race, ll_ke passengers
imprisoned in the steel walls of a doomed ship felt the end
approaching and busied themselves with what became the
one rational motive of all human _effo_rt—:—the desire to
preserve that civilisation which had been built up so labor-

iously through aeons and aeons of effort and struggle, and

sacrifice. In the whole history of the race since ape-like

creatures had learned to chip stone into crude implements

there had been nothing finer than the co-operative spirit
with which the whole of society bent itself to the task of
moving the best elements of that society to another home
across the sky. A e :

And, as that little group of earth-folk who had lived so
long before the event, and were now living after it were made
to realise through the complex recordings of the Wavicle
Machine, the feeling of common humanity which pervaded

the world was splendid as the patience and courage with

which the great problem was being tackled,

In other periods of great crisis nerves had frayed and
tempers shortened, but now, as the grim truth sank into ‘the
general consciousness, there was cheerfulness, '.iindéfitan'ding
o_f"_the Weakrl.ess of others, and a general sense of member-
ship of one big human family, It is an old saying that there
 are many worse things than death and these people were

the ']ea‘st_ concerned about the possible shortening of
- own individual lives, They were not ‘concerned about

but about keeping civilisation alive, And there was

te about the nature of the common enemy. This
could not be blamed on any section—it threatened
ke. People became kindlier,

more patient and.

G
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more tolerant and helpful towards e.ach other. The doubtfy]
blessing of poverty, admired by philosophers who had never
endured it, had vanished long before and there was no scope
for patronising of one's neighbours even if people had been
inclined to do so. So while the gaiety had gone out of life
courage and good fellowship took its place.

It was strange, thought Eric and the two men of science,
that the generation which saw the dead moon shudder should
feel and act as if their doom were u_nphed. Surely they
knew that they would live out their lives before the end
But to Vera it did not seem strange at all. Sh._: alone fully
appreciated the attitude of the people and _dld not even
imagine that there was anything strange about it. She would
have been surprised herself had she known that the othe
found it hard to understand.

In the great cycle of time as it unfolded_ itself before them
it seemed but a few moments before a living generation was
feeling the convulsive death pangs of its plfmet !‘lom(‘ : The
Moon having only one-eightieth of the earth’s weight, though
it has a quarter of its diameter, naturally felt the te
of the great "pull” long before it affected the larger body,
but as it came closer its own pull was sufficient to become
disruptive. It had always caused tides and earth tremors
but now it began to convulse the earth’s surface on a coli
scale, There are two well-known earthquake belts
first surrounding the entire Pacific Ocean in a great T
and the second running from Portugal through ‘S:mn_w
Europe and the Mediterranean to Asia Minor, Persia, In
the East Indies and finally meeting the other fracture zor
the eastern tip of that hand-shaped island, New Gu
That finger tip might have been styled Main Street co
for the world's earthquake traffic.

Now, as the moon approached the great earthquake 1
from Chili to Alaska, from Kamchatka to New Zeala
became convulsed with upheavals that had dwarfed ev
thing that had gone before. In every part of that great o
which filled the gash left by the satellite's 'departure ¢!
tidal waves arose and rolling on like moving mountain <&
crashed on beaches and overwhelmed cities.

It was not merely coastal towns which were ovmjwh,-x
with all their wharves, docks and shipping, the rocking o
rushed on over plains and low hills to be stayed m(l'.'
the foot of mountains or table-lands. It seemed that M
was celebrating the home-coming of its daughter.
other fracture line islands sank and mountains Wer®
gsunder.

In -
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Then came the luminous skies when the Moon cracking
under the increasing stress began to shower down rocks and
fragments of shattered mountains. As they dashed into the
Earth's atmosphere at high speed they were mostly burned
up in the same way as other meteorites. But the stream was
too great and constant, the lunar fragments too large to be
stopped entirely by that aerial shield. Many struck the Earth
—great masses of stone and metal which occasionally
annihilated a big city or burned up a vast stretch of forest
—the others kept up the continuous torchlight in the skies.

The constant meteor showers had a disastrous effect apart
from the terrifying bombardment from which refuge was
impossible. The endless stream pouring into the atmosphere,
and generating heat by the constant friction which kept the
skies aglow by day and night, soon heated up air, land and
water alike. The seas became warmer, icebergs disappeared
entirely, and soon the eternal ice of the polar regions began
to give way. The effect was bad enough when the sea ice
of the Arctic Ocean faded away and the ice caps of Green-
land and Labrador swelled the volume of the Seven Seas,
but when the immense cap of that silent continent, Antarc-
tica began to melt the effect was cataclysmic. For ages tall
cliffs of ice had ringed around its shores in one vast barrier
and now as the seas warmed that barrier began to sink into
the sea, and the immense sheets of ice which lay deep over
the whole continent poured down behind it in floods which
made Niagara and the Amazon seem like trickles.

Round the whole globe, swelling the giant tides already
raised by that cosmic grapple, rushed a wall of water which
added to the devastation that the ocean had already spread
far inland. Populous lands vanished, plateaus and mountains
became islands. Mankind saving what it could from the
wreck, sought refuge on higher ground.

Then amid all the destruction came a compensation of the
balance of loss and disaster which for awhile gave the race
new life and hope. As the melting ice disappeared from the
great land masses which they had covered for epochs those
lands saw the dan"l of a new life. Spring awoke in the great
_South Polar Continent and a green mantle spread where
impenetrable ice had lain. Where blizzards had howled and
blinding snows driven uqceasingly palm trees waved in the
;fvarm bree:ze. - Antarctica becar_ne a warm and pleasant
and, and if the sun refused to shine on it for half the year
there was light enough in the skies with those planetary
funereal fires, and for the rest man had long ago mastered
:l}:;iiagr}:tzihﬂuorescent Iighting_ sufficiently to make his own

erever he wanted it. Fortunately Antarctica was

=
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for a long time almost free from bombardment, 5o i Wi
not surprising that that vast south pOlar p]ateau s0on I"f‘(‘hnm
the most important place on earth. Hither, by Means of
huge carrier planes dashing through the rain of death
from the skies were brought all the means and equipmeny
of the most advanced culture. It was a queer turn of event
which made this most isolated of all the continents—
greatest of all deserts when the world was in its prime—q},,
most populous and busiest place on earth, but before i},
end came it had more people than all the otl-mr_ continents
together. Its resources were immense and now easily worked,
and it was found to contain greater stores of certain ray
materials than had been found anywhere else.

It was from a spot adjacent to the South Pole wi
Amundsen and Scott had planted their rival flags that
first passenger-laden ray-controlled sphere was safely steerec
to Venusia. It was also the last place from which
passenger flights were made for it soon became isolated
from the rest of the world—man's last refuge. As the
warming-up process proceeded, the tropics bcc.::\mr. more
tropical and eventually the torrid zone l:iecame imp
even for aircraft. Great jungles went up in sheets of Hame,
vegetation vanished, huge lakes and rivers were sucked up
the barren land became as a hot stone anfl the seas a
boiling slime festering with the bodies of millions of

Then came the final stage. The last of the voyagers ha
landed safely on Venus, the accelerating march of approach
ing chaos rendered it impossible to despatch more. g i
such migration had been necessary, and the great bulk ©
the human race settled down to die. The great and obv s
consolation was that the race itself would not die and scien®
would not be plunged back untold ages though the ear rj
were shattered. Nature had been defeated and Nan 03¢
won a resounding victory over the Cosmos. The broacc®
announcement that the conquest of Venus had been a '
and that no more passengers would leave the earth s
to open the floodgates of a great dam of human emobt®
All over Antarctica it became a general holiday .]-h
taneous action and without any official proclamation
as the workers had poured out of the factories on AI™
Day of the first Great World War. fEEple just drob
everything and rushed into the streets. In the zred! |\\.|‘1|“
shops where the giant sphere machines had been bui :
toilers grabbed hammers, spanners, axes—everythin® crer)
could lay their hands on, and smashed up the mach o
in a frenzy of relief and abandonment. Rushing then here
the open fields they shook their clenched fists at the sky W

ple
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the falling satellite almost obscured the whole firmament, and
d: : J
ye['l'ixfE'VE LICKED YOU, YOU OLD BITCHI WE'VE

CKED YOUr”

L[Then by a sort of common consent they decided to turn
this cosmic death into a sort of Irish wake. And there was
no reason why they should not. In those last days the
population was entirely adult. It was not merely that pe.ople
knew that that was best, but the race seemed to have entirely
lost the capacity to reproduce itself, the cosmic disaster
having completely upset the balance of life.

Isolated on that continental plateau with the world falling
in ruins around them people threw all restraints aside.
Organised government ceased to exist, and routine work
was abandoned. Only insofar as it contributed to the general
fun and gaiety was it carried on irregularly and spasmodically.
The last remnants of the human race were like the crew of a
stricken ship singing comic songs as it sinks to the waves
beneath them.

“Was there an otgy of drunkenness and vice?” asked
Klado.

“Were there no Cagoulards, or Hooded Men rushing
round the parks with torches and fire-crackers prying into
other people’s morals?” Vera wanted to know.

“Morals,” laughed the pundit, blowing a cloud of cigar
smoke to the ceiling, "Morals! How some people imagine
the ideas of their own little day or corner to be eternal and
unchanging! A striking lesson of those dying days was that
morals, like all other things, are relative to space, time and
material conditions. You, new arrivals from the Great
Beyond, are well aware that an ancient moral code made
it a dreadful crime to teach a slave to read and write, but
do you think that in those Final Days—the ‘Reign of Chaos
and Old Night' beyond Milton's imagining—people went
around with copies of Moses' shorthand notes in their pockets?
I ask you was it a crime to steal when abandoned wealth
lay mountains high? Was it a crime to kill when life was
ghastly, appalling, and death a joyous release—when hope
was gone and achievement impossible? Would it interest
you to know that gangsterism and racketeering were un-
known, even undreamt of, in those days? Why? Firstly,
because robbery was impossible—it would have been like
stealing air or water—and secondly the idea of revenge
as a motive for killing when life had no value and no meaning
would have been screamingly funny.

. "Nol" he went on, “people were sober, chaste, and
Virtuous as marble statues, but I'll show you what happened.
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have vanished
k closely at the screen. Newspapers shed, Ly
}1‘::; cha]ke{l on the footpaths of the great Antarctic

ropolis you see a notice.
BIG BLOWOUT !'!'!

The friends, and enemies, of Mr: Kfoops—and
everybody else’s friends and enemies—are gorily
invited to a house-warming party in the meteor
wrecked Ocean Pavilion at 8 o'clock this evening.
Dance on the roof garden by the light of the
Moon—DBags of it.

Grab your own eats from the adjacent smashed
warehouse. At the end of the dance guests will
assemble in the Grand Pavilion. The orchestra
will play “I'll Stick to the Ship Lads,” and at the
touching of a button forty kegs (40) of trini-
trotoluol packed under the floor will explode.

Roll up! Roll up! !

Why go to Venus?

COME TO ——8 ——1 11
“Was the party a success? Look again at the record,
friends,” said the pundit. “See the guests assemblin

that great hall by the lurid light of the whizzing meteo:
They sing a rollicking chorus and at the pressing of a bul
the“whole structure leaps skywards with a titanic roar.
5 Tl_lat party was followed by another—a mock wed
in which pineapple bombs were used for confetti and ev:
one blasted his neighbours till he was blown out himscli
Then followed the ‘Great Acid Test, in which |
assembled in a huge refreshment bar to be served with
from colossal marble fountains which bubbled sulpl
:“h:l‘-:i and.hydrochl-oric acid. The stiffs were tossed
l']: oads nto a boiling sulphur spring nearby, and as
gw;:elwsu still crowded when ghastly dawn crept in on anotl
smc::h ay.the doors were closed and the whole o
ered in the lethal fumes of hydrocyanic acid.”
€ succeeding series of camera shots showed.

arti

Fri:r::l: ::tm became unnecessary. Instead of inviting
to meet th::-lme. E}l\long and be mopped up, = wen
this in the grent . Pineapple bombs and machine guns.
cared whatg}:atﬁﬂt of cheerfulness and good fellowship. \
tomato by arﬂ}“iz was blown up or squashed like a sti
release and ne tmg B s
the best kind of death was on

Long befo
rapidly accel::nttihn; s

€ sudden and unexpected
crash life had ceased. Then, °
speed the minor planet rushed forwa:

e would disagree with Julius Caesar th
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<eelf in a torrent of ruin

, and finally poured. itse o
bur:;)euzfrr;n Earth. The Earth in tum_burst asundtesr a‘r::lr .;d
anhirl of incandescent flame its clashing f?gmeqdepof s
=:lown the stream of space.I go?le }?;]E Lhefr::mevt\lrmwlcore o

: bit and a vast globular blo ) {
Eart}l:e?:l ocll‘o:‘vn on Venus to become a mountain \?f- mc.::::.
c::zme and iron worked for centuries by.the enusians.
ft was old Mother Earth's last gift to l:xer ﬁhl]dll::;tary e
i the p ;
the cosmic dust cleared a gap m t
sim‘%:r to that between Mars and giant J}lpltCI stoc?d bti:yveeg
Venus and Mars and along it whirled, in eccentrnic or :tssh.l
stream of asteroids—remnants of what had once been the
home of the human race. ; :

DBut the race had not perished, it had won to a hlgl}']edr
and fuller life, and in far off Venus the recorderu. watche:
with mingled feelings the spectacular end of their ancient

home.

CHAPTER TWELVE.
THE GANGSTERS OF GREENLAND

Mark Hipper's great black rocket-ship purred on through
space on its way from Mars to Protonia.

His captive, Nayella Gaba, sat beside him listening quietly
as he unfolded his ambitious plans. Mark had been rather
modest when he had described himself as merely the Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Protonian Navy. Nayella, with
memories of her former life still haunting her, had thought
that the commander of the air fleet should be an admiral,
but Hipper explained to her that distinctions between the
various parts of an armed force had become things of the
past with super-mechanisation and space navigation.

Naya had quietly accepted her position as the space pirate's
wife, and her first remark, after hearing his story of Protonia
and its people made it quite clear to the bold gentleman
tha‘lf the piracy was not to be all one-sided, '

0, Call yourself what you like, Slaughterhouse,” she said,
}n to me you're just the boss gangster of the universe.”
k. n fact Hipper had made it quite clear to her that he was
etact_:ep_ted leader of a gang of ruthless men who held
otonia in subjection. If there was a Czar there it was

because Hi?pef and his gang wanted him there, and the
story of their rise to power was amazing.
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Siberia, though f st-bound were not buried be-
B e Anta b the other hand, had

queerly named b | 3 neath glacial ice sheets. Antarctica, on
or was it a new one beyond the orbit of Pluto? Or ., . been so completely buried that much exploration had been
as i

away beyond the solar system altogether, a satellite spiny, necessary before it was determined that it was a continent
around some star in a similar state of density to Old “‘ and not a frozen archipelago.  During the brief summer
himself? How did Mark get there and why were ',1[" period the Arctic regions had basked in quite appreciable
Venusians—so far as she knew—unaware of its exiqt‘-n,-l,”‘ sunshine and even navigatioin from Norway to Behring

To answer all .Ehese‘queries and to avoid the spate of Siraits had been possible. There was, however, a parallel
burning words which his newly-won bride poured out \,”:: to Antarctica on a smaller scale. The minor continent of

her questions Mark Hipper turned on a penetrating psych; Greenland with an area almost one-third of that of Australia
' had been buried for ages under a thick glacial sheet. When
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Nayella wanted to know everything at once. Where ..

Protonia? Was that a new name for one of the plane,
y the earth folk after their mythical dei; W

ray which, so far as Nayella's personality was concerncd
turned back-_the wheels and cogs of space and time, ]1.," | it melted and the dawn of a cosmic spring-time clothed it
as the "Pund}t Mahatma Oskosh Obigosh had transported | with rapidly growing vegetation it became worthy of its name.
h gl 3 z ported v
]_13 zu ience into an age in which they had never consciously It was soon clad in a mantle of green and while not as abund-
ived, so the pirate chief of space led her back amid the | antI_',r endowed with mineral deposits as the great isolated
scelnesfof a t:hymi world. ; continent of the south it provided rich store of useful metals.
n fancy she found herself back in { : !
MR By 1L approach ofa tE::t a?e uiul In this favored spot there sprang up another centre of
e e ticking of th colossal lunar human‘ energy and effort, and for awhile events shaped them-
as ] et drev near e C?'?ll‘r'm clocl selves in much the same way as in Antarctica where men lived
R Rl Mhirss npproaches ATer. ick-toc ml:l toiled all unconseious of what was happening at the
When the seas began to boil through the heati other end of the axis. Researches were being made and
atmasphere the Torrid Zone became fn ime eatt:llqg b f_xpel'lrr;]ents 0 Bt it e i
between north and south, and the cu“tinuousp}?:?f l:e l—;_: 1 : l;::;es, ttg common starting point being the stage reached
lll:' combined with unimaginable storms closed tlh 1 km(?l : | 0'0:3 i cuttlnhg aiE ol sommp e
also, but Man still found a refuge in th Sisky rou pl’1 int was more than elementary. Both sides, in fact, began
there clung tenaciously to life Clgun in ]t e polar regions : t elrh _competitive race with the report of the first robot
Yo : . also t ing muc m 1
f,"f”ﬁ important than life—the hop eg o :; asomethlfn__,. mu th:Cel::hwhlch fh?cl landed on Ver‘n.xs and flashed back to
_EPZ bes.ltﬁ!’f tl-;e ti;a.::e_ BT tones it t:»l::l.l‘.E etl:.lr;nt a(t"}‘:ouml ot CO‘ndlthnsdt]‘\ere, I Ao
- melting of the South Polar i PralE, e planet was ready for occupati
. 4 4 i by pation,
:‘;E“@Fﬂ e:';“hf o homre lc‘ii;:}.—:\pn:i(ejr plrow(](]‘,‘{l conditions of land, sea, and air were fit for human life.
-italnéd o uantiti al wealth F . \ & :
il b:,- b B or re and o athor 1:auwhllt: l:fe_ in Greenland moved smoothly along the
_:],?nﬁm rﬁodi}:; l.:.lum, fungsten, chromium, magnesi guite f::l c;—operataref eﬁ'uﬂ: towards the desired goal—an aim
A , osmium d iridi T eBr: analg bar AR e Ui i
ere in such quantiti an iridium were foun: g de 5 understand, and then, like the
ous lands trivi 1€s as made the deposits of once p L aRE of a dormant cancer the teactio‘n H
rlgthi;?f%tm gﬁt‘ﬁﬁ? h rI\I,';r:rciml R o other ﬁitﬁthee(:ifﬂs: pr ll\Idf'my lﬁll:aug et ials 4, °“:l?w:::i
e (i, m«hu i ic an was not slow to a e ational Leader a Napoleon°
had, used it t , B w to appreci Dey Vahlen. Vahl eonic gangster named
emancipation of BiRGhieve Lis cherished dre: ' ahlen was a rare genius who ¢ i
ion ‘of some of th . ed dream, ! profound maste Eiab ; us who combined a
great mhwga o of the race, fo A L ry of abstract sc .
gt which ace, for it was here that | . of polit ience with a practical
uilt, Which made possible migrati politics and a ruthlessn £ Ay ARE
i RSN gration to Venus w Physics i : ess of character. A Prof
O e dssiti ysics in a Canadian Universit safensor. of
it “dﬂﬁx‘ﬂim side of the Glob . who had carried out explo t_Y- an-d an adventurous spirit
sniking A":fmhlt g obe the polar regions w: achievements had broughr h_ra l?ns in the stratosphere his
s ii &m&’ Pnle o {;(;ntrast was not nearl was something which he cr:‘r:edame and honors, but there
ocenn but th;wﬂxa:.: B (e Whirha considerable distan ‘ and domination over his fello more than either—power |
great ch soon became an op for flattery and whenever h d‘-:}'mm' l_"le had a weakness i
ity e did something great sought the

il B wasics of north widest publicity and was disappointed if he d
inted | e

id not get it.
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& conditions of the society which preyail.,
b gn th:h:rg:::}.wwau divided his faults would have |:;\i:,=:v,‘|
u:n?teiced and his good deeds have li\:edl after him, contrary
to the Shakespearean adage, but the isolation of Greenlan
e conditions radically. Unlike Antarctica j
changed tho p
had only a small population and in a place Wherc everyone
k:ows his neighbour’s business factional strife may easj],
w this, sensed the general drift of thing.
develop. Vahlen sa !
and conceived the bold idea of enslaving the masses oy
concentrating power in the hands of a small group with
monopoly of technical skill which would render their o
ents powerless. His chief lieutenant was Vern Ray
:m:cientis]: of equal capacity. Here thenhw;lail the fountain
head of that cosmic racket which had marched down the age:
and finally handed the mantle of power to Racketeer Mark
Hipper.

One day as Vahlen and Rayo were working together in
the latter's laboratory Vahlen unfolded to him his pl
The laboratory was a glassed-in affair and it stood

y . .
jagged sandstone cliff beside a great fiord which the
finger of the moving ice cap had chiselled out on it
to the sea. Below the cliff the warm waves of the
Arctic broke on tumbled rocks and piled up sand and
to the horizon stretched a waste of troubled waters
not so long before ice floes had drifted and crunch n
slow-moving mass.

::Rayo." said Vahlen suddenly, "'Got any ideas?"

ﬁl};ﬂut “l;hat, Dey?"

“About this cosmic racket. I mean who's going |
t}le. ':\hsmlv fn:lm now on.”

understand it, Dey, our job is to find way:
means of getting off this lousy old mudball before it :
lt!e‘l.f up into asteroids. Any objection?”’

dN""}" Whﬂte"c_r- As you put it, Vern, that is tl
:: th‘:krmt a bit ahead of our time in tackling it. I'd

v we were,'’
dat fwéido You mean ‘ahead of our time?' Isn’t the |
pau: :cﬂ e lunar burst-up as nicely calculated as that ol
and Wi‘llp.-e ef'the moon? Isn't it marked on the cal:

b “‘"u',gcnt person disputes it?"’

b“tS[}ﬂQ;g]nf at's why I'm with you all the way on that
ages, ep chfml Wh.at I mean. You've read, no doubt

Psﬁdoéimﬁﬁ.:ajom- a country called France there ©

i i hi i )] el
‘“"';‘%’_hﬂaury. ﬂﬂﬂn:itzn_rhmh dabbled in the subj

«niPe dreams in those da R R
No, . ¥s and conditions, saic

> in my opinion something worse than that, °

3
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Y.cuu will remember that this was on the eve of the Second

d
World War in which France was openly and g"’:l:h: ':.::trt';‘y;e
oll;er Nazi conguerors, and it seems to me l:een ety
(t::itical days space navigation must have

chloroform.

0 ?‘- ‘ J
"%?l\lr you see, Vern, if you start people chasing moon

beams or even talking about moonbeams or saying tl'!alt: th:rl:
greatest savants and most wor'shlpf'ul pillars of .soclletzin
chasin’ 'em, then you take their minds off p!'at:tn:.lla_l g:r
Maybe they were a lot of dithering 'old fogies who nev :
really meant it that way and maj'rbe ['ve learned to m}ftec
everybody and everybody's motives, but there must dave
been a lot of pro-Nazi Frenchmen who were tICHF to
death to see some of their learned compatriots gaping at
rocket-ships to Mars, instead of short-cn_rcultmg the telescope
and taking a good look at the diabolical sell-out that was
being readied up right under their noses. For we do know
now that France was being betrayed six years before the
Germans marched.” :

“Maybe you're right, Dey, but you'll have a job taking
the minds of the masses off Madam Luna any of these nights,
or days either. Man, she’s as big as a thundercloud and
tossing mountains at us like a nasty little boy with pellets in
a finger shanghai.”

“Which, as | sought to impress upon you in the first place,
my learned colleague, brings the whole matter within the
range of practical politics and justifies our honest toil.”

“Oh, I see, Dey, but surely some of the things that they
figured out in those days must have helped even if it was
only a tiny bit."”

“They'd have helped a lot more if some of the more
obvious messes had been cleared up first. ['ve no patience
with people who make science an excuse for running away
from re'ahties. First things first is logical reasoning, and it
is :?ytvui\.r ;ha.;l t}obreally great human problem can be pro-
perly tackled till it becomes pressi i i
everybody or hurt everybod:"ssmg sanngt N St

“Well, the problem of i i )
. ! getting off this blob o
wa.t.g_ sﬁem\s} to interest everybody now."” Al d
& oflfg? t Vern. Now do you want to be one of those who

"I certainly do. In fact, old d 't mi
ing you off to achieve ths i o i g

that h .
vou would bump me,"" appy result, just as | am sure

“"Why? Do you feel that your sterlin

above your fellow.men." g merits exalt you

ey
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“Damn my fellow-men,”’ answered Rayo.
“A splendid axiom, pal. Worthy to be inscribed in mg,,
and brass. Damn our fellow-men, but by all means ma].. .I

of them. The racket is punk if we can't. My sentinep,
precisely, Vern. That always bas been my sentiment, |,
1 want to see the human race rqarch from achievemen; |,
achievenient, leap from mo_untam crag to mountain \.
on the track of progress with ever more crags and mg,.
rocky heights before it? 'No by jingo, 1 want to live, to |.
happy, te enjoy things-," A 5

“What's your main idea of enjoying life, then, Vahlen)"

“To get wh&lxt {iwant and make other people bring it ¢,
me. | want to lead, to command, not to be one of the “ruck.”

“Surely you appreciate the esteem of your fellow-men, | -Jl“.—
I know you're a conceited ass for all your high and mi hti.
ness. | ;

“Esteem, bah. I'd just as soon have their hatred, -
am‘i‘ contempt if I can get what [ want out of them.”

i h'Bgt hs_urely the grﬁat Professor Vahlen wants to leave
ehind him a name that posterity will revere.”

Posterity,_hooey.' T'll tell you a fable, Vern. A
}ouse once sal_d to a dead lion, ‘We're both dust now |
or all the nice things they say about you and the nast
thlgga they say about me your dust is as my dust.” ~

"What then?"” asked Rayo.

Just this, Vern. That when it comes to the take-off and
!ph:eres start rolling across space to a super-world we
taking. the sheep with us. No my worthy pal and B lleagu
:lvel;i going to form a select company of our own.

o the migrating and let the herd of she ish.”

e A ep perish.

il 'e]uttoﬁ you af;et a.l_onﬁg without the sheep. If it's 0
pany of scientific wake- ho'll take o
A wake-ups who'll take « I

“Vﬂ i 4 ¥ .
ki %ﬁﬂﬂe:oy'blm going }to surprise you. We're
eaingi P because they're alveady there where

l.YN.\ : Ly ;

g ﬂ{;ﬁtlay YO}I mean that Venus is inhabited

Wy Venus in pa H

iyl particular?

i at the goal of all our efforts!”
the vkt oLy 0¥ Brather Rayo, will you recp

; : ,,-l'a_ﬂd?-venus. Tell ; hy rea
BRI me, again, the many
mortal man hb&n e[llxmg star so charming to the eye ©

e pEen. ¢ ';50!1 as his future abode?”’

tofessor Rayo, '‘It is our ne
¥ e b 88 8t times to within 26,0000
0 v and that means that with a rocke!

.
o
<
o

mm -tl‘:jei:_r_ seats witho
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the spatial vacuim—we'd get there in l?i.ﬂooh l;?ﬂrsl-\] Wvl:ﬂ;‘;
amounts to a few days under a year and a hath it |
to the habitability of Venus. We know that it has an atmos-
phere like our own, that it is terra firma and not a molten
mass. lIts surface gravity is 85 per cent. of that of the earth
and its diameter only 218 miles less than that. of our planet
which it resembles more than any other, Also it has no pesky
moon to play pranks at some future time, and its climate is
Learable, and lastly, as the observations of that _memorable
transit of June 8, 2004 A.D. at nine of the clock in the fore-
noon, Greenwich Mean Time, first established it is inhabited
by primitive forms of life."

“From all of which, Friend Rayo, you conclude that we
are steering straight for Venus? '’

“Am I mistaken, maestro?”’ ¥

“Yea, verily. So let me turn your eyes outwards not
inwards towards the central luminary.”

“You mean Mars! That dry senile waste of burning sand
z\a;ic;-ltezlwous wisp of atmosphere. Bah, you surprise me,

ahlen

“Do I? Look further again.’’

Beyond Mars the Orbit of Calamity. A mass of asteroids,
remnants of a shattered planet, sweeping along in a broad
path around the sun. Beyond that Jupiter.”

:'_\l‘:ﬁa. indeed, the giant Jupiter.”
‘That colossus of the solar system. A mass of fier .
! ; | ; - y magm
;mth a thin crust ever dlS{upted by the fires within, and ever
orming again till that distant epoch when it may become,
l‘}!:e {;’uf Eaﬂ}) which passed through the same process,
:uzha ode of life. But how could man dwell on a sphere of
Ouredgil:ganugn prﬂportu:]ns even if climatic conditions fav-
im. Contrast its diameter of 86,500 mil i
95 .t.}_ll_i Earlth 7}.19181 hThen imagine: e ikt
. I'he ploughman homeward plods his wear " wi
: S . v way, with all
_the tombﬂf{ncs of Grey's country churchyard tied to his fe
in .i.léat Jovian gravitational pulll” s gnt
_ "By jove, not bad,” said Vahlen. *But the old :
joss, if I may follow your cue to b l B}:t th olq f_le:?then
Pl Sl g e poetical has a family—
“Yes, friend Vah e ) il
sl tLen;nall;tstor;f records that a chap named
A i g aprﬁ.:i:::ﬁl"use of a ‘telescope
Yes, the poor old blighter was caé : :

of his days for finding out thi

the top-class intere i
. ; sts PE his day. Of u i
fp allow a paltry thing like Truth (;zm::t:l:ﬁ ct?::tfsl‘:;,l:f;

u.t making a fight _of it.| Great pity he

ed in his own home for
ngs that ran contrary to
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couldn't have discovered just what the heads wanted him ¢,
g

dlsﬁ"A‘; e it Vahlen! Had he been a Parliamentary clerk

handling figures he might have used those immortal wod;,
‘What does the honourable minister wish to provey "

“So, so, but I'll tell you_this_.' Vern. When | go racketee,.
ing in space, there's one thing I'll dread more than the impac
of all the bombs and engines of an embattle.d foe, and tha
is the plain unvarnished truth and its shattering influence o,
my heelers. I've never known or heard of any despotic
power W ich did not make a primary object of its sup-
pression.”’ 3 e

“Well, to get back to Jove,” said Rayo.

“Yes, Galileo discovered four of Jupiter's satellites in 2
bunch and gave them jossy names, lo, Europa, Ganymede and
Callisto. Jupiter has nine moons in all, and some of the oute;
and smaller ones may be merely fragmentary bodies—a:
oids—picked up by the gravitational pull of the giant in
sweep through starry space. So let us confine our attention 1o
the larger ones—the four Galilean stars, as the ancients called
them. Bearing in mind the earth’'s diameter of 7918 miles,
let us note what really substantial fellows they are. Here
are their diameters: lo 2109 miles, Europa 1865 miles,
Ganymede 32?3 Enilias, and Callisto 3142 miles. There is
orﬂ%r_ one satellite in the solar system bigger than Ganymed:
—Titan, !he h}:ger sate]_hte of Saturn. That the Moon c
pares in size with the b:g'gest of the satellites of those coll
9f.the solar' system, Jupiter and Saturn, shows what a |
lthia. Relatively to the parent planet, it is enormously gt
than any of them. A twin planet made up as our Earth wa
iﬁaund to come to grief sooner or later. You are well a
it::-;';iézhatf;a\l/l our astlronoziners have been devoting

; enus exclusively, and that Jove and his
ha\‘r_i“]:em neaglect‘a:cl—sadly neglected, in my opinion.’
B dﬂversnaht? queried Rayo.,

nd a strange one,”” added th ifa)
dend i the mf:estro. trang¢
i ' 'Qﬁiﬂzwt::t kti;e anclenli.‘.,s, who did quite a lot of

lon, were known to have mad gses
the habitability of . : i ac BuCS |

Gnnl:m !ty of one of the biggest of the Jovian sate!

"rW S
ately, a w! g."mh

: a lot about that historic period. Fo
micro-photo records have come down to us through
by makin g ME process. It revolutionised library w
baok Mi’am‘%le 5 pack the contents of a fair-s
A That was at

close of ‘s } _0{' @ postage stamp.

tsteps at the threshold of the >
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factured

It turned out to be the Age of Manu
i t th ients had thought themselves
e ancpnunds such as the dyes and

in building up com _
.tll;ey extracted from coal tar. The immutable ele-

emselves were now juggled about; for example,
'prbduced simply by pulling a proton out of an atom

!.};- face lit up suddenly. He slapped_his thigh in his
ent.. "By Jove and by Ganymede, a jolly good title.
11 it Protonia.’

‘1l call what?"” S

mede, the inhabited sub-planet of Jupiter.
ited—you're crazy. ;
c«:urse. ﬁf course, Vern Rayo, old boy. What dis-
or inventor wasn't that way to a lot of people?
the pre-historic applause, the rounds of blue-metal
that must have greeted that unknown savage, John
teven Roe, who made the greatest discovery of all
building up a fire. Bats in the belfry, eh what, and

nymede—your Protonia—rotates on its axis in the
its orbital revolution.”
. means in plain English, Vern, that it always
e face turned to the parent planet, just as our Lady
d before she took on an overload of ‘plenk’ and
‘on a terrific jag to smash the encarnadined galaxy."”
ch means, of course, that one side is dimly lighted by
of the distant Sun. How feeble that light must be
v from the fact that Jupiter is 367,000,000 miles
Earth, and that is about four times the Earth's
m the Sun. The other side of Protonia must be
ted by reflected light from Jupiter."”
dn't say that it was poorly lighted. You will re-
that Jupiter reflects forty-four per cent. of the sun-
t falls on it, and its diameter is eleven times that of
. The distance between Protonia and Jupiter is
ree times the Moon's original distance from us.
Il see it is'not a case of a pale orb lighting the
. What a magnificent sight Jupiter must be from
of Protonia—a miniature solar sysem with the
big satellites plainly visible, and the fiery surface
et itself ever changing.”
mcl!-;fife. the;," said R?yoﬁ “that conditions are
' ife on Protonia. In fac
. t, | understand you
Wﬂt::t.b Ve, my friend; | have positive proof
. y a species of anthropoids who, judging
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by their buildings, are at least as far advanced as the p.
Columbian o

“Your proof,” ‘Rayo almost shouted in his excitemen,
“Your proofl” )

“My Wﬂﬂhutn camera, answered Vahlen. “A,
great an advance on previous methods as Galileo’s optical
aid was in his day. You know how I have toiled and studie(
over it. At last I perfected it, and when it was ready |
turned it, not on the much-discussed evening star, but on
Protonia, and there | saw—1, the first human to gaze on this
wonder—evidences of structural work, colossal towers and
pyramids, ploughed fields and growing crops on this neg-
lected gem of the skies tucked away under the wing of Red
J“pimeU'

“You are sure of all this, Vern?"”

“Sure, absolutely sure. Not until I had eliminated every
possibility of error would I accept it.”

“And you alone know this?"”

."l slme. No one on Earth can possess such a camera as

mine.”

"l think that this should be kept a secret, even from
.maga_ban of the gang, till we have everything ready.”

_,Most decidedly. Don't say I'm looking for limelight
this time, Vern.”

“To turn this discovery to account, all we need is a spac
AR ki A » a space
ship that can make the journey, and we have now advanced
il!'mwh to rest assured that we shall soon have one ready.

hen what do you propose to do?"

%" M‘?'t-ll:;iﬂted before,'” said Vahlen. “‘We'll take

f our own select company on this stellar voyage. Let
ﬂ“w@f humanity rot. Nor am [ interested in salvaging
ary _g‘ﬁtﬂatute,“rnu,sic and the like.”
ided Rayo, “the sheep are there ready and wait-
n Protonia.”
fﬁ‘tmdﬁ'!. said the unscrupulous scientist-gang
ty of the whole thing. For too many cen
'_ﬁf ours has been lacking in inferior and
: W orders from superior persons like us

otonia are not only ready to be shorn, but
on one. side of the planet. Already in the

sayl Hal hat”
advantage of that, Dey?
‘We can give 'em the supernaturd
c‘ﬂﬂ!' handed it out to the Mexicans
: necks were angels' feathers
the same racket on the simplc

Won't we land
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hailed him as the great white god Lono,
him up and worshipped him.”
[ also know that they bumpe::l him off when
to him. No, friend Rayo. We'll have to make
te at home in our new surroumflmgs first. As
so much of ancient history, you'll know that
ears ago, or thereabouts, a people called_ The
ot into a lot of trouble with the Maoris by
wrong island of New Zealand. Hac_{ they
e south, where the climate favoured the migrants
es were few, they could have established them-
fortably and without interference; instead, they
e North Island, where the warmth-loving Poly-
taken firm root. Result—plenty of strife and

as Protonia is concerned, our Maoris are
the better side—maybe the only habitable area—
sious that they have never been compelled to shun
dark.”
m our point of view, Vern, is the better side
net.”’

't sound logical to me, Dey. Do we have to
e outer while the native sheep browse in Jove's
 Regardless of what happened to Jimmy Cook,
'm in favour of the Cortes act. Land right

and, just as the conquistadors’ quadrupeds
bells out of the simple heathen, let our stellar
awe into the Protonians.”
et, my friend Rayo, that Cortes, for all his fine
men in armour, didn't conquer Mexico. He
" himself to native armies, which helped him
‘the hated Aztecs. Men in great masses are
rd cattle, even though they be armed but with
t knights in armour. We'll land where we can
quite at home and are free from unwelcome
g!;.n.y comes when we can do, as you say, the
ct.

we'll perish on a dark and desolate waste,
he rules of the game, will be buried under a

exceptions to all rules, Vern Rayo, and in this
ctivity and boiling springs have made consid-
the darker side of Protonia habitable. We'll
. daylight by fluorescent lighting, and make
e too when.We are properly settled down.
d polar regions just as forbidding as any
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we're not taking a hig cr
of our own Black and Z;Zi :d
you count on, Dey?" i’
‘s quite enough for our purpose
c specialists. We'll set up Our
nd up the fat cattle who bask i,
nt side of our new globe. .

Me them pull.”

Have you arranged transport
sroblem already,” said the Leader

ersonal pronoun in black capitals
millions of scientists, living and
ted perhaps or mayhaps, in some
| result:

i i

‘Wk-sh ooter? "’

speare? Is he in our gang?”’

said Rayo solemnly, “behold the
f one who has had nothing but a
in an opportunistic environment
stride the void between here
volr rattle the Galilean stars like
you think that Bill Shakespeare is
man, Bill wrote so long ago that he
the sun ran round the earth, and:
e centre of the universe:

t this is passing strange!’ =

he anyhow?" the Big Boss still

| Vern Rayo, the super-gangste:
orm. ‘‘Why, he was the flun}
John' and made no reference 10
Vern, you wouldn't under
that, That's away and away
gling the satellites of Jupiter
dental things.” y

r when a uniformed officer

ter,” he said, saluting Vabh-
out the surplus humans ha9

counter move His Excellency

exe without awaiting YU
t headquarters.”’
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the two super-gangsters rushed out, led

rematurely exposed, and the gang was
_ Unless it gained the upper hand there
on at all from that side of the planet.

len, super-gangster of Greenland, and his
Rayo, rushed from the laboratory, they
war was in full blast.

; of the general disaster who had huddled
tual protection in Greenland did not number
illion and a quarter, and they were concen-
round the metropolis, Urbo Delfina. Agri-
since passed into the factory stage. Food-
onger produced directly from the land, but
‘tracts produced raw materials for the fac-
wsmuted them into all kinds of foods, vita-
' The raw substance of bread and

;ﬂf synthetic rubber, coke and limestone bore

nditions the countryside was a place of
laboratories rather than farms. It was a
g the raw stuff, and its farthest bounds did
than a hundred miles from the city's centre.
ore no isolated rural population at all.
onstant touch with his neighbour, and even
‘on the political chessboard became com-
and travelled fast. o

~gone beyond the blue-print stage. Ele-
e, in fact, being tried out, and hundreds
used up recklessly in experiments and
The task of transporting Greenland’s
away from the disintegr planet was
‘well within the bounds of pos

assumed that no distinction would be
e to the exodus. Everyone wanted to go,
felt that the prospect was the i

s lips,

e resemblance to plant or animal than the

rnble._ Venus wuihmmra!;?w
L AN R R e
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uth Seas to De Quiros. And De Quiros went
 as the pioneer of graft and the father of all
in Australia. It was his substitution of bottles
sold at a nice profit in Manila, for barrels of
thirsty sailors that led to the mutiny which
e ears back to Mexico, while his successor.
ing through the straits which were given his

ek Hand gang had other idea;,
: gf._inte“ectuals. burning with,
lesire to sacrifice themselves
: edit some of the ganggter;
1e others made plenty of cap;.
- really scheming to control
transport. With this monopoly
ly all of the best technicians
ey hoped to prevent the
federates. The new world
e way they wanted to rup
wer and privilege.

of this gang managed to keen
pping himself in a mantle of
e open work of strife and
_siﬁcatiun was carried out
were described by the real
d by Vahlen and Rayo.

being one-sided, Vahlen, too, could fall down
st things. He had never admitted to himself
more powerful and populous nation at the
e axis, Antarctica, might send out its own
ﬁiio:-Verms, though, as it turned out, those
merous enough and well enough equipped to
 the racketeers. Nor had he the slightest
s gang would, in any case, carry the seeds cof

ds that, when the mutineers of the “Bounty”
rn [sland, they tried to grab the whole of the
elves and make slaves of the Tahitians whom
ht along. Result, a general massacre in which
urvived. Vahlen's gang would have gone the
 had not been for the racketeer's great achieve-
ishing the fitness of Protonia for settlement

undertaking the much longer voyage. That
'not have saved the gang from suicidal strife,
of a weaker race on Protonia madg all the

often produce a variation in
reenland’s population may
nstability which was absent
e of the south. Whether the
ears formulated this theory
nained that the Urbo Delfina
r number of freaks—people
and terrors, and cowardly de-
sense of superiority, a wish
onviction that they should
ere the sacrifice of the rest

i i
a ever have been a Vahlen gang if the two

divided human family had determined to
set with each other by the roundabout course
in space outside of the narrowing orbit of the
efforts were concentrated on reaching another
1e, and both groups accepted isolation.

which called for an immediate showdown in
as the blowing up of Professor Dalny’s labora-
t Dalny and his skilled staff had, after many
evised a means of interplanetary navigation.
submit it to the Central Authority, fearing
ence of the gang on that body, but declared
 were ready they would produce machines on
eir intention was to provide transport suf-
‘the whole of the people to be moved to
scorned the theory of the survival of the
being whispered about by the gang, and
a large and well-organised group would

common people with a deep
instrument against them.

‘carefully hand-picked its
uld easily control. The one
a man too capable to be
nderstood Vahlen so well
he would bump him off

olony beyond the ocean of
day and night. [t was like
to Christopher Columbus
godly racket of nezr©
'ifng of the New _]EI'U'

T ;




turally caused the wildest excitemen
came the stunning news that the
been blown up and the whole of
‘of the “face-men" of the Black
s away by attributing it to a falling
 the flames of popular fury. Fvery.
lunar fragments were taking ap
“life, but they knew also that the
 distributors of the Black Hand
itions which made human life very
that a lunar fragment should fall
‘moment and wipe out the industrial
pes of the race were centred was
~ Demonstrations and riots broke
gholds of the gang were assailed.
struck when they did, they would
seditiously by Vahlen's gangsters,
e, and everything was in readiness
'L oke out. Instead of having an
le of machine-guns and the thud
toll of a defenceless people, the
lves hard-pressed.
n unpleasant way of throwing up
om nowhere, and to the dismav
his heeler, General Auter, the
g good generalship. They had
ans of communication by radio,
‘The central aerodromes, the big-
and the main car service stations
e trump card remained in the
was the great central power
storeys and acres of mach
~well-guarded citadel, and i
posing forces.
med by all the masters ol
of the air meant victory fo
power to shield advancing
ces, to bomb from grea
tion on a vast scale. But
e the best of weapons, and
of war does not remain

petually burning meteors,
“ceiling” it provided was
the celestial change:

A VOYAGE TO VENUS 99

aircraft and bombers came over, they
a barrage of heat rays which swept the skies
chlights away up and beyond the “ceiling”’
peeding planes. These rays were generated
ts deep down in the earth and secure from the
‘the heaviest bombs. Along a swaying beam
ted such terrific energy that, though nine-
dissipated in air, the other ten per cent. was
'n up any machine with which it came in con-
g the skies like giant searchlight beams, they
here at once, and there was no escaping them.
'made contact with the light metal of fuselage,
on, they burned it up; wherever they touched
cs, there was an explosion and the machine

nd broken, a few shattered survivors of the
Navy crept back to their bases, but not to
th and destruction followed fast. From the
del vast aerial rocket bombs took off, rose
 the air, and descended on dromes, wiping
Jeaving yawning black chasms of scorched
~ after rocket landed on all vantage points
popular forces. One rocket, one stronghold!
slogan. As each bomb fell, it wiped out a
tance, and soon all opposition to Vahlen's
ased, but the bombardment did not end there.
e perimeter of the battlefield, out into the
away into quiet centres where but a few
re gathered together at the daily tasks, flew
messengers of death. Some were loaded with
s of explosives which rocked the countryside
etonations, others were filled with lethal gases
waves of sudden death or loaded with fiery
hich laid waste fields, crops and houses under
e. Soon the whole place was a shambles,
reek and stench of foul smoke and pdisonous
of dead and dying humanity weltered amid

what Vahlen aptly described as “‘the clean-
e citadel special legions of gangsters rushed
 were armed with machine guns, hand-gren-
ers and hatchets, and they fanned out over
‘or groped through the city's ruins into every
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—re might be survivors. There they bombed
Pll:;e lﬁfgﬂﬂm’m{.g thing, even including pet animals, oy
SFit the sklisiggiths wounded in proper i en syl
sthen hiﬂh'["'ﬂ?ﬂ' the gang was supreme. Not a living thing

yemained to oppose 1t.

" CHAPTER FOURTEEN.
" THE FLIGHT TO PROTONIA.

i ioeesed the final scene of carnage which marked
theﬂmpilﬂ :,,?:he Vahlen regime, just prior to the flight of
the Black Hand gangsters to Protonia, Nayella came back to
her immadiitC‘-surtoundings with a start.

“Say, Mark Hipper,” she asked, ‘‘was that Vahlen the guy
that started your racket?”

“My dear,” answered the space pirate, “Vahlen was the
‘our Protonian nation. }Es ﬁos
h | know, Naya, my queen, every great nation has ha
ﬁn?ﬁif:ous \ ze.utn:.y rhome had its Romulus, Carthage
had its Dido, the Iroquois Confederation had its Hiawatha,
and Australia had Ned Kelly. It is true that Vahlen died
some billions of years ago, but his memory lives with us to-
day, and the grandeur of his noble deeds is an inspiration
 “Yeah,” said Naya, "I guess it would take at least a billion

years to live down a record like that.”
“You talk too much, little parrot,” protested the piratc.
p quiet while [ unfold to you the rest of this simple and

t of it. A few weeks had elapsed since the !}iif

in that interval there had been some cleaning

ral The gentle slopes of a big hill where

| buildings had once stood was now covered with o'’

springy grass and on it rested a colossal sphere of shiny plastic

material. In front of it stood the triumphant racketeer Vahlen
‘ R

\er moment ;'Nhyn was back in Urbo Delfina, or

'we're all ready for the plunge
There are plenty of others 1©
thﬂ assembly lines like motor

a, Dey. Are there enough of
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and to spare. We can complete one every three
on and as each of them can carry 500 people
2at we can shift the whole gang in ten weeks."'
have imagined something more torpedo-like,”’ said
> up at the globular space-ship.
ing in a vacuum,” replied Vahlen scornfully.
of a vacuum as we have been led to believe,”
~ “Stellar space which shows traces of tenuous
tions of temperature can hardly be called a
it were a complete vacuum light waves would not
bl

let us stir up old arguments, Vern. Enough
hat space is by no means all that the ancients
o be. Some of them were rather ready to make
by the way. When they found evidences of low
n the stratosphere of Jupiter’s dense atmosphere
e ready to assume that the planet’s surface was
of the convincing evidence of that great red and
ot floating on the surface of fiery magma. But
tter to which I must draw your attention. You
sence of any external projections on the sphere.”
ondering about that,” said Mayo. ‘“There is
or going outside the sphere during its flight

ption being, of course, that anyone could
ut into space anywhere between Greenland and
1oving along under an inky black sky observe
gently float back again into home comforts.”
gence of gravity it seems that that would be

ractice, Vern, it would be attended with one
antage.’’

ﬂiﬁg inconvenience of dropping down into the

the absence of gravity in stellar space is a rare
h ceased to do service as soon as someone
doubt it and the ability to test that doubt’.’

Vahlen, your Leader.”

ib! Proceed.’

vered,” resumed Vahlen, outwardly indif-
llite's sarcasm while inwardly determining
at the first opportunity, ‘‘that as the solar
it were a solid sphere, round the central
tre of gravity just as the Earth has. The
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avity in this case is the Sun’s centre, and any object
;::r:;; (;faf: of gm solar system has a tendency to fall tow;:rds
it. If, for instance,-the planets were released from the centri.
fugal force exerted by their flight they would drop into the
Sun.” )
“eeems logical enough, Dey. By the way, if you think
that the idea of gravitation began ‘wrth Newton aEnd his apple
tree read that passage in Dante's Inferno which refers to
the centre of the Earth as that point to which all things are
drawn!”
“Glad you mentioned that book, Vern. It might give me
a few ideas. In fact it does remind me. There's a little score
to be settled with our friend General Auter., He has been
conspiring with certain members of the gang to wipe out
both of us."”
“So, so.
together.”
“Quite! But ['ve arranged something rather sticky for His
Excellency, the generalissimo. He'll be the first to take off in
this sphere. You understand my method of navigation®”
“In general principle, yes. You'll concentrate as much
solar radiant energy as the citadel’'s powerhouse can collect,

Then we stick together, Dey, or come unstuck

direct a power beam towards Protonia and the sphere will

be propelled along it. The passengers in a state of suspended
animation will be packed inside, and on arrival near the

Protonian atmosphere the sphere’s motors will be slowed

down so that it can enter without destructive friction. When

it lands the doors will automatically open and the new

arrivals once more breathing fresh air all wake up and ge

A "

- "Not in Auter's case, Vern. The doors will open in th
Jovian atmosphere in a strata where the density is equal
t of our own at sea-level.”

“Why?"

“Se ﬂiﬁi"ﬁhefﬂ have a nice round trip. Round and rounc,

getting ever closer and closer to that immeasurable occ!
of fire and

e'd cho between being choked in Jupiter's den
:’:' “t‘w!‘aphw €ere at ~gr.ouncl level or plunged straight down int
‘OYW. R Ca‘llldton Df ﬁte."

And, n:fm m‘tpal' Vahlen,” chuckled Rayo, “‘a great P
deg &£ you know I'll do as much for you som™
su“" Mm“ W" now. Let's not forget it.”

v L .

et AR .

flame on Jove's Brobdingnagian surface. Wha!
be able to talk to them. [I'd like to ask Aute
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scheme of the sweet-natured Vahlen was,
ated by an unforeseen accident. As the first
@pheres rose and winged its way to the upper
there was a terrific explosion. The power ray
ned on too strongly so that instead of operating

motors it shattered the hull, and the whole
ew into a million fragments which burned up
' flame like a meteor falling through the skies.

v this accident, undaunted, even by the know-
e destruction might have been deliberately
heir ruthless leader, the gang's fanatical members
to embark. Another sphere was soon packed
freight, the necessary adjustments were made
r-house and up it went to the stratosphere.
" another followed at intervals of a few days.

and glory crew for the power-house had already
- These men were to keep the spheres in flight,
n one after another at their destination on
d then awaiting death or going to meet it. For
ould be no escape from the stricken planet
Iy, the lives of all those embarking would be
‘They would give life to others by sacrificing
o great was the fanaticism inspired by Vahlen
ollowers that hundreds of them fought for the
rforming this task. Lots were drawn and the
crew finally chosen. Vahlen and Raya went
the last machine to leave. Neither of the
Id trust the other, so they both packed them-
= same globe.

globes were now lined out in space one after the
n as one completed machine had left the factory
to the aerodrome, packed with its freight,
On a journey of such duration an interval of
as only a moment. It was comparatively less
val between railway trains on the same line
orking demands. Some of the spheres were
passengers, others were loaded with freight,
oks, and all the other odds and ends that

racketeering voyagers deemed necessary.
directed by that great beam of solar energy,

ath all wandering meteors and comets were
: e};ka chaff by the radiant energy of the spheres.

another they landed on the palm-clad plain
had chosen for them, and the doors were
y electric motors. As the warm fresh air of
with sulphur from gushing volcanic springs
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e cenwers throats they awoke and stepped oy
:f,t;]::! thtte ;:m, of their new plané_tary home. ;

Back at their post in the citadel the mixed crew of young,
fatuton B whom glory was greater than death and old
savants to whom life was an utter l:.mre stuck to their posts
ohssiting ‘guidm_;and checking till the last sphere had

ded safely.
lan’]‘hcn,_' ::;ym'-w“ried by a great task, they lay down 1o

sleep forever. B
On the wall of the great dynamo room, in imitation of one
of the minor poets, one of them had chalked up:

' No sound of slave-herds pouring

" To toil on concrete flooring,
 Or factory whistle roaring
The loathsome name of Boss.
Nor shriek of engines driven,
Nor clash of planets riven,

. Nor bugle blast from heaven
Shall mar that Timeless Doss.

. CHAPTER FIFTEEN.
THE PIONEERS OF PROTONIA.

Under the grey and leaden sky of Protonia a huge glob=!
space-ship came down on a steep slope. It did not rest, il
went rolling downhill. Crushing its way along it went bouncing
trom Iﬂﬁi to rock uprooting trees and pulverising boulders.
Over the bank of a deep lake it went, and with a tremendous
sh lobbed into the water. There it rolled ovtr and over.
ﬂmwm gleaming from its polished sides, then it floated
upright.

_!Qu\?te ahutt_crs in the top of the sphere opened,
.thﬁ_td_ was a stirring of life within. There
 whirring wheels and moving pinions, then

st to land the Big Man had chosen

; aming hero, and his was the last
all the others having landed safely. What
S f heels; what a waving of banners

less formal:
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Gang's all here.
1 do we care;
ell do we care

een more appropriate but the Big Boss was
ied the blaring of trumpets and bashing of

t Bower poked his head out the porthole
He wanted his share of the limelight too.
d rubber boats were launched, a cable
‘and the great sphere dragged inshore. One
ngers landed none the worse for their
. In that great naval battle of Jutland
ghty fleets had pounded each other for
there were men in the stokeholds who knew
7 in terms of pressure on the steam gauges
the Kaiser's coal-fired ships at least there
knew of it only in shovel loads of carben,
al voyage from a riven planet there were
knew that they had gone to sleep, perhaps
ke up in Protonia. Among them were the
now lapping up the applause, and little they
men who having steered them through the
ut to die in that terrestrial power-house.

pot had indeed been well-chosen, thanks
photo camera and its inventor. It was a
closely resembling the well-watered lake
of Tasmania with plenty of New Zealand's
thrown in. Here were hot springs and
steaming mud ponds, and terraces of beauti-
rble over which scalding waters flowed
mes rose from vents in the ground. But the
or tableland was not volcanic and the well-
ound the lake shores was firm underfoot.
to have provided this outlet for the fires
making the surrounding country quaky. In
r and lofty rose the white-mantled cone
. From its summit plumes of smoke rose
‘away in the breeze.
armed by those underground fires and
ot currents that Howed through that steam-
‘was spring—a variable spring tempered by
ept in occasionally from outer space where
. distant Sun battled with the grey clouds.
rew in abundance—tall, smooth-trunked,
‘which reminded the exiles of the stately
\lms—the grass was luxuriant and wild-
fusion. Beyond it was the Hyperborean
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Scythia—the 1o Vof night, of snow and ice and howling

H‘zﬁa:d:nylﬁm had landed all their equipment safely ang

igorously.
letl l:oaw;‘gtm_ of time they had laid the foundations of

well-organised community. Light, heat and
:o::;lemé“ ];mndgand building mater%als were fairly
plentiful. Days passed into wc_eks, weeks into months, and
months into years while the city grew but neither Vahlen
nor Rayo lived to see its completion. Each had promised
the other that he would bump him off at the first opportunity
and both had carried out the promise. :

A day had been set aside for the naming of the city; a
day when with all due ceremonial and solemnity it was to
be dubbed Brand New Angmagsalik. With the pioneers’ usual
paucity of ideas to be found among all pioneers the heads
chose to copy the name of a little island near Greenland.

Fortunately the little country called Wales had sunk into
the Atlantic Ocean about a million years before that, so no
one. thought of naming it The New Nor'-Nor'-East Sosspan
Fach. With Wales, too, had gone that troubled isle to the
west of it and so, at last, the Boyne Water of mystic com
position had been liquidated. When a Dutch King with
Pope Innocent as an ally in the League of Augsburg had
led an English army, equipped by the Papal treasury, across
an Irish stream to defeat the French, he not only won »
smashing Protestant victory which was celebrated with
Te Deum in St. Peters but stirred up so much mud, blood
and sectarian confusion that it took a thousand fathoms o
salt water to purge the place clean.

\E\:n neith;r of the head gangsters put in an appeara!nf-
on the great day a search party went out after them. Th:
were found lying on the grapss 3: few yards from each other
i@aﬁ&éhndy riddled with bullets from the machine-gun

eside them,

After the big clean-up back in Greenland the gang had
been rather loosely organised and much of its iron discipli
had been “h:“d in the joy and enthusiasm of building th
new city.  Another problem, too, had appeared. |h
K:i‘m&mﬂ\ﬂ: fiightful re‘;ll:rrdof chaos and mass murd: .
. £  childless less, but now children began to appear, an
l\"/w_“ %*’ﬂ m‘tﬁ the future of a permanent society ”.""
oy lbl me set &bo‘ll_t some window dressing. Nothin
haiats m"%;ﬁbﬂngud, but the new steerers were t©
witich 'k i i 2 sam:he first c;flv;hau}tc l;)_lng }in‘e of Czar

i E R L TR S to ar ipper's nomina!
chisf Tm:"“ﬁf! P- 'l'h\;'ﬁ:n been insta":dp with all due

S " g
G parge, J
[ L Tl .
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emonial, Czar Marlek issued unlimited ukases
ho wrote them sat around the table of the in-
uncil and paid the All-powerful Autocrat his
ry in the inflated currency of the realm. For
‘arrangement worked splendidly, but when the
st of constructive energy in which men and
" toiled joyfully in the big national workshops
own the Innermost Council found good reason
If of Vahlen's discovery that the other side of
inhabited by a rather primitive people.

these people? How did they live and how far
ture advanced. These were questions to be
he Council decided to find out the answers but
d to shut the door against any danger of an
dissipation of energies. Satisfied that the new
suitable home and that the future of the race
decided that there were to be no unnecessary
They did much the same thing as the
Imperial Spain did when it pigeon-holed
on’'—the story of the discovery of New
s Straits. It decided that new discoveries
harm than good, and broke up Vahlen's
their place a fleet of planes suitable to the
ere was built. Their range extended from
their immediate objective was a photo-
It]‘xe whole planet.

. of this task gave the Greenlanders a
. of their new globe. They decided that
active a place as the old Mudball had
configuration was quite different. One
mass, and one alone, stretched three-
¢ round the sub-planet, the most elevated
‘newcomers’ side. At the poles were icy
r lapped the shores of every part of the

' photographic survey and the hundreds
d with it much had been learned about the
er end of the continent, especially about
@md public works, It was noticed that
aces cyclopean dams and aqueducts and
rvatory towers. For this reason it was
m Stonelanders, as with proper gonserv-
rs had decided to retain the title of
the neighbouring country was obviously
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3
:

ne foot on the top of a narrow post if he
ere were no more beds than houses. Nor
owerful telescope discover any sign of
e of any kind and food stored in the
t indefinitely. Nature had indeed been
elandia and what Nature gave so lavishly
t exert themselves to produce. Food was
ept the people moving but on , | ‘around them, and there seemed to be little
. uniformity of temperature ;g _ iing it. Wherever water touched that rich
Unlike that of the earth the axjs ops sprang up but the plain outside was by
angles to the plane of its orbit, whig | ‘desert. [t was covered with patchy grass
no seasons. Eternal spring reigne | d out here and there big clumps of valvular
nelanders, and but for the volcan vular cacti plants were shaped like gigantic
Id have reigned on the other side tall stems towering 100 feet above the
was highly stimulating to ment| rong tap roots struck keep down into the
ile the lazy spring was not. ‘ untered the plentiful seepage which spread
1t on the shores of a mighty rive | . from the river. This they sucked up into
eh flowed calmly along through : t the top of each stem stood a valve t}ﬂd
nk for many miles water-wheels e to time these openef;l up and plentl'ful
m and poured it out far and wide water gushed forth spraying the surrounding
o the east stood a snow-capped nt_le rain, so _that at the feet of these cacti
ch 'a big tributary flowed down uriant and wild flowers grew in profusion.

tributary was dammed up i
and lower pool, the latter a vas
r was gravitated down to the
d masonry-lined canals.

h fell on that vast plain o
consequence of this simple facl
ers who observed it. The Stone
‘Here indeed was a contrast
into various strata indicated
sarments. [ here were the
hirts, Blueshirts, Yellowshirts
edshirts, Dirtyshirts, Coupo®
e Sweatyshirts of the lowes
lEnd was the home of the
e Pratonians had no shirts!

i g of
t they also had no houses el
-h};artily with the Gyps® ) y own eyes

; Imont. Go get a prescription from
the Demo? 1 Be ol & H P

mfa“ mct‘i\ watiwm which [ | . The thing is not only contrary to
e the arposes a1 [N _ ine it provides a scientific basis for social
observation p on, and mawkish sentimentalism.

i work mue I -
i DO atrucnghdm marké oot of good gangsterism and opportun-
e were no bo ’ indecent!”

i he un
e, o in humble obeisance before the ﬁ

nre B
ep on a taut barbed wir

g W‘hﬁ's good judgment in lapg; |

Bl h tinent. Wi 8
side of the contin ith the
at their disposal it was easy f,
out even into the icy wilderng,
g fluorescent moons rivalling
own lit up vast areas beyond ), |
variability of climate provide , |

lon was first observed by the famous pilot
ted it very carefully and hovered for some
up of workmen who were digging up a
Thus he carefully photographed the big tap
‘the signs of abundant moisture in the soil
th a natural color movie of the plant in
is report to the All-Highest. Czar Marlek
morning after the night before, and he lay
book of poems by the puritanical Long-
ay on the dressing table with a shoe horn
elmont presented his report he burst out:
lonstrous! Do you mean to tell me that in
stany there can be such a thing as a plant
selfishly storing up sustenance for itself
among its neighbours?”

jversd
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. 1 Who the hell do you think you are? Rai:
of E:;OE;; or Mayor of Woop.anop? Admit_tim,_ l;nfz
we're on a new planet, one of Jupiter's four fantastic moqp,
in fact, are we to assume that everyt'l"'nng does and goq,
or is and be's, just as it qsed to was? | ;

“Blow me down!” exclaimed the Czar looking at the
seat of the navy uniform he had tried to _chmb into the
evening before. “Blow me glov!rn. ?ky sailor, don'y o
think this story of Longfellow's is frightfully relevant)

“How and why?" asked Belmont.

“It is called The Discoverer of the North Cape.’ Get 4
earful of this:

Three days we sailed to the northward,
Three days without a night.

Round in a fiery ring

Went the great sun, O king,

With red and lurid light.

Here Alfred, King of the Saxons
Lifted his eyes from the book,
Eyeing the bearded Northman

With strange and puzzled look.

But Othere the old sea captain
He neither spoke nor stirred
Till the king took up his pen
Started writing again

And set down every word.

'"With that precedent, as the lawyers say, | pardon you
tlu?. time, Belmont, but don’t let it occur again.’
Surel Surel” said Belmont salaaming lowly, “and |

solemnly promise your Majesty that the next time | (ind @
valvular candelabrum cactus it will have your majcstvt
latest policy speech sprouting on every stem of it.’

Belmont made a great many flights after that, bu!
not until the actual conquest of Stonelandia began 1! the
;dvenm:m earth-men learned all about their strange n7%°

ours. Having spied out the land from above they <" out
3;";‘“4 parties to find means for a surface approac! :
:‘o Mpuﬂu -*ilﬂfing found a low-level pass across tecp
dumit&m?"hwh had baffled their efforts for some "'
prviis Mﬁuothﬂf side to find a lake of mode: ‘”‘._
try. M‘“ﬂb’ among low hills in lightly-wooded 7'
out of m“m‘d to find that a volume of water 9
proportion lhﬂ apparent size of the pool !

it
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hrough a cleft on the other side and rushed down-hill in
ng cascades. In the distance towered a high snow-clad
no from whose summit floated a wisp of smoke. Sur-
g some underground spring and eager to fathom the
Le they were about to descend the hollow when suddenly
the ground seemed to roll away from beneath their feet,
| :Iﬁ;ng them on the ground. Then with a terrific bellow
asifa thousand wild beasts had roared in chorus the smoking
one of the volcano belched forth a column of fire, smoke
and steam. Columns of red hot stones and cinders were
hurled high into the air and as the terrified travellers rose to
their feet they saw the white mantle of snow vanish com-
pletely. In its place stood the black and scorching sides of that
fiery cone, and with a terrific roar a billowing mass of boiling
water rushed down the mountain side sweeping everything
before it. Down came rocks and boulders, whole cliffs
vanished and a huge swath was cut through the crashing
forest at the foot of the volcano.  Fleeing in terror the
explorers reached higher ground just as that ocean of
suddenly freed water swept into the placid lake raising it in
a moment by some hundreds of feet and deluging the spot
where they had stood.

Out through the narrow ravine on the other side the flood
poured and went surging and crashing into the valley be-
low. All day and late into the night the waters continued to
rage. The night was cold in spite of the appalling beacon
that ﬂamed in the skies above, and the explorers huddled
around their fire on the hill top while the volcano bellowed

and. and red-hot rocks fell in the forest around them.

Nex! ing they decided to follow the course of the
waters a ng that the flow would lead to the main stream
of a bfeA -a river fed no doubt by the regular and less
5P50t?f:u1 ting of snows. They were not disappointed
;“[‘C}' 800 iI:I themselves on the bank of a broad stream.
q o I‘QW out canoes from logs of suitable timber they
oated down through forests so dense that no human being

fo‘l.»m_:: Ppenetrate them.  Tall, straight-stemmed hardwood
hr;gj_._gg:w‘almost trunk to trunk or were woven together
rﬁﬁ%&“m““s .of clinging prickly vines. Presently the
amé-w“:nd out into vast swamps but still the forest was
u-‘g'-d;m e trees rising out of the drowned soil and forming
i -by e:;opy overhead. Swarms of monkeys chattered
g branches, and bright-plumaged birds dashed in and

;’ . ‘raucous cries, but there was no sign of human life
l'rI;_mny lc‘la_vs they rowed on, occasionally shooting r;

r a monkey for food, then suddenly the river narrowed
e §nka rose cliff-like and sheer. The stream fowed
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cidly along, but when curiosity prompted them ¢,
i;:lrhey :fraund git to be 200 feet deep. Still waters were f,,,,
deep and the current was carrying them steadily fo,.,. ©
wll at last their frail barks were pushed far out into the ... I
of a broad lake. The forest had vanished and at (1. | "
entrance stood a big hill with boulder-strewn top. ke
hill was well enough known to them, having been m-.:,h;,t
graphed many times from above. They landed, by .
cairn, and chiselled names and dates on a rock wall,
From the other side of the lake the stream Montegy,,
flowed out and along for thousands of miles un[_ll'ti";>|.l|‘.,?
fall or cascade right through the heart of the Stonelay ol
country. B
The gateway was now open and it was now easy for (yar
Marlek's legions to enter by the mountain pass and "'.‘,j
easy mass transport on that river highway. THF

+]
fathor,
]n\._.-

CHAPTER SIXTEEN.
CONQUEST.

The opening of the river hichway stirred the Protonian
Innermost Council to action.
A road builders' battalion soon widened the trail, laid «
a road and paved it. Enormous motor wagons rolled
e eatabl_ish a depot at the head of navigation. An
Wlt.h ar_nphlbian tanks and all the latest war gear foll
ﬁ!nps in pre-fabricated sections were dragged along the
d‘ghw‘“' put together at the riverside, and launcl in
eep water, and soon a fleet was steaming down the |
E::: !].lgtl:l: “i:o the h_c:art of Stonelandia. It took the abo
unnoptizedy Y:l“rpnse. The high level aerial flights h:
o ;u‘:: they were all unaware of the f
vl Prepanng to descend upon their p
It .
e h‘::‘gr:l;:;d ma%i little difference if they had
could fte ed, € superior equipment of the iny
B - easily overwhelmed iti
ives lacked b \med any opposition, 1__.
of fighting had di organisation of any kind. Tl
thei g ha dled out when th =31 1 F: Ire 4
their nomadic habits ani e original _tnbes had dr :
an -scttled down In a pearj(?lll] :

federati

eﬁ:ﬁ;ﬁ: tt?: make the best of their new home.

without any -“h‘" in possession of the whole coun™
resistance the conquerors were a little pu-
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at first. Czar Marlek's advisers had already decideld to ]:reat
the natives like common cattle and copipletely enslave them,
but cattle are a valuabl..e asset sometimes. Nc_- stock—owpcr
welcomes a gcneraldepﬁle&nlc when st]oc;k ;:l‘lccl:stai;':ghﬁh
conquerors decided on a complete stock- . No
zﬁ"bf:eif M:rlek's followers had known all that they wished
to know about the aborigines and their country thf:y would
have treated them with the same ruthlessness as is usually
dealt out to conquered peoples, but being in an entirely new
world, and knowing that damage once done could never be
repaired, they decided to cause as little disturbance as
ossible till they had completed their investigations. Mean-
while they contented themselves with taking all power into
their own hands and grabbing the best of everything that
they could lay their hands on. Then they chose a staff
of scientists to live among the natives, learn their language,
study their ways and find out all that they could about the
country.
la?;_::twer cruelties the conquerors inflicted later future
generations had reason to be thankful for the detailed
information concerning the Stonelanders and their ways
which was compiled in the first years of the conguest. Know-
ing what they wanted and not being full of rank superstition
like the Spanish invaders of Mexico, the Greenlanders did
not indulge in wholesale destruction of native records.

It appeared that Stonelandia had been established by a
federation of nomadic tribes which had been terrified by
some obscure disaster—probably the falling of a huge meteor
-—-intb{:_ﬂeeing from their original habitat. Bound by their
common fear they had fled for many days together; then one
day found themselves in this great fertile plain. Here food
was to be had without effort and with no thought of parcelling
::::! 513; Jlar_ld they had simply camped beside the big river

1 in peace.
hl:-l-iﬁ:e:llbsavages th-.ise people had their ‘tribal council and
B oo priiive way, bul there: wes
i ay, bu e
no such qt}e.stion. Fish in the river, fat yamys which :;:d‘:a:
:e‘l‘)' aﬁstmr_ung porridge, birds in the trees, fruits, nuts and
B e e
Generation followed : Htl_OTC codu h 1

e geutera 1§n an lt' e populat:‘on mcre:asv_::d.
more than was requi pd ‘;llz;.'1 4 c‘:lltwa'hmm easll? providing
stored in the o enq “fl ‘ fe PRI o he W

Mises accordl;n :ln Traﬁ ree to all.

Bad "pundita agclo all the rules of the game, as laid down
nd written in the books, a society so con-




. A VOYAGE TO VENUS

A suld have rotted right away or stirred jiself o
:\tv‘::lr‘sit:il;:uand the ambitions of greedy men. Or iy ,j,,,,
at least have died out through '“b_rcecimg' but it refused |,
do any of those things. .]natcacl :t_had moved right ), ;
with a fine series of inventions and discoveries. Nets tq .y, i
fish were woven from reeds, then baskets were made an
the same material. Some of the women found (ha },
covering these baskets with clay and baking it hard they oyl
be made to carry water. Then the fashioning and 1,
were done without the wicker work and all kinds of
pans and vessels were made. Rough stone axes were fashion.
and with these logs were hollowed out making canoes
which to travel on the river. Bows and arrows were [ashio,
to shoot birds and fire-hardened sticks used to dig for van,
In due course came the greatest invention of all, the
duction of an alloy equal to the best steel. Like the smli;
of iron ore on earth it was a freak discovery which n
have been passed over for another thousand years and j
came about this way. As the Greenlanders discovered, there
were ninety-six elements on Protonia, which was only four
more than were to be found on earth. Moreover the relative
abundance of these elements was not the same. The old
Earth’s most plentiful metals were aluminium and iron
aluminium was much rarer on Protonia and copper almos
as abundant as iron,

Next to copper the commonest metal was potenciur :

own on Earth and possessing remarkable qualities. With
a melting point almost as low as that of lead it h:
hardening qualities of beryllium and was generally fo
association with copper so that it often happened that il h
VW"]mmc action an alloy of copp'er.pot:?ncium was

here this alloy had been formed into thin strips or plates it
cou!d b‘e .sl.larpened to a razor-like edge and one day =
of inquisitive youngsters made the
the two metals to form an axe-head
:ﬁ '.h“gh‘::c:hme fthe object of admiratio_n of the c
this eaﬂi]y-madat ﬁl'gee turned out a variety of tool:
astonished the ‘t;: ol G The Greenlanders were
s t]‘lueningte natives themselves when they firsi

ruments, for thgy had the appeara :

shining gold along with the hardness and sharpness o \

steel, : j
eel W8 were now easily made and one day whil:

was being rolled along to the water's e :
dge a playful you
:?acln::ithe smooth end to make a hgop- pTge pema
el . tt:hu of this d_iak, as it was trundled along the [
and ;gime which followed, attracted much attentio”
SRR RRRIRRNOWS Were soon in common uS

1

experiment of al
. It worked, an

1t

lossal pyramids and build-
ne who has seen the co

; i ?nﬁexico and Peru it may seem strange th'at tht;sz
e ?-,I barbarians,”’ the aborigines of those counh;ea. w r“
i ¢ of the uses of the wheel or pulley. Yet suc atp:pca
P and the Mexicans were unaided by any

;:?nl:ia‘:f ';:e:a‘;tﬂ:; c}::f;len, while the Peruvians had only that
i

e, notwithstanding
diminutive cat:rlxi:l ;tzultla:-ﬂ:i.r :!;};3;?35?35}__ Db s e
muchhlo;uno: reached the crowning achievement of the;
wiigy = eriod—the smelting of iron. As for the art o
baﬁ?anc E h marks the dawn of civilisation (inasmuch as
Wl'fil'ngt'v:\ :?mplies history and without written records there
o u;.etono history) the Mexicans had a crude system of
b iting and the Peruvians had none.
pm';"';:: g:one anders with their protencium-copper tools had
built dams and aqueducts and h_acl developed thelaxi: of
writing by conventional x;‘igpslpa1ntedthon woxi:in b‘:.- o(t:a “:‘;

o that in a technical sense they cou
S&?ﬁ:ed.s:nﬁa they had liquidalie_cl th:c system of b{ood
brotherhood, making everyone a citizen instead c:f a can:i
man they were on the level of the Greeks of Plato’s day an
that meant that they were far above the Babyloplans who,
as the Mammurabi code clcfarl(}i shows, had not risen above
ibal law and the blood feud.

ml:ﬁ.nd in weird Stonelandia the only beasts were fowl!

Like North America before Columbus it did not possess
even a goat or a donkey to pull a load. But that disadvantage
had been largely overcome by the development of a species
of enormous geese. These birds were much larger than any
terrestrial flying thing with the exception of those of the
prehistoric  pterodactyls—those horripilating mghtma'res
with the wing spread of a small aeroplane, and teeth like
marlin spikes. Quite unlike these the “gapooses” (as the
Stonelanders called them) were not in the least fearsome.
Originally they were just like the Earth-born geese or muscovy
ducks, but a rare stroke of genius had prompted the natives
to increase their size by selective breeding so that they could
fly fast with considerable loads. Being tame, docile and
intelligent they were naturally suited for this purpose and

y the process of artificial selection for many generations
they acquired bodies as large as mules with great wing-
spread and powers of endurance,

Wifh the help of these fliers a “gapoose office’ was
organised with regular deliveries to the remotest parts. Carry-
ing small packages the birds would fly alone going to destina-
:lvounx:[ dal directed or delivering lgtteru with their beaks. They

even carry small children on their backs for
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short distances, but for mass deliveries there .,
the "gapoosa mote’’ and the “gapoosa glide. Tk PR 50,
mote’ was a two-ton vehicle drawn by a team of big b,

harnessed in a long line and flying close to the ground. T},

“gapoosa glide’” was really an aeroplane for which the g,

kind of team supplied the motive power.

e

Some attempt had been made to use these intelligent biyg,
for delivering birthday greetings with musical accompan

ment, but their voices were raucous and their most mus;

note something like a donkey’s bray, so that they were more
suitable for razzing politicians than delivering happy birtl,.

day greetings.

Now all these things were revealed to Nayella Gaba, Quee
of the interplanetary underworld as she reclined in ©
Hipper's great space-ship, and they were also tabula

|

n

ticked off and indexed by the indefatigable staff of that

great scientific specialist and investigator Don Diego Bej
y Begorra.

Don Diego had migrated to Greenland after the thaw
still possessed that sunny southern temperament though i

a state of mild refrigeration. When he had gathered al
facts about that strange country called Stonelandia he
off in great excitement to lay them before Czar Ma

found the

Late in the morning he Czar emt

Berangier's ale-house monarch:

There was a king in Yvetot
Of whom renown hath little said;
He let all thoughts of glory go
And dawdled all his days in bed.

His big toe was sticking out from under the bed
when Don Diego broke in upon him and the poor Czar
with a howl as the savant took a firm grip upon 1if.
promptly donged the intruder in the eye, and Don
regaining his composure solemnly presented his repo

He concluded it by observing:

“Your Majesty, may I draw your attention to tl
consequences that may flow from placing facts whi
without precedent or parallel in human history befo
Cmf“nmn people of our own realm—the new Angmag:

But must we have an earthly precedent for eve:
that happens on Protonia, Don Diego?’ asked th

?‘“PPBBC we find a spot on this new Jovian globe ©!
sr {?r? stones fly upward and rivers run uphill. Once v

efinitely established that these things really do happ:

16
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should be to fnd out why they

business as scientists

happen: " said Don Diego Bejabers y
! regret to say, sal on | (i
[ very much regr professional  dignity, that your

Begorra, with proper | o)
2 ' scientific ideas are mid-Victorian. )
Ma'J'eDs?::.Ft ?'zlake it too hot, Bejabbers, said the All Highest.

] may be a few miI}i]cm YeBa“ out of date, but not quite a

illi ot a billion, Begorra.
blu'l‘;lr:;t qN;;et,l"tconceded Don Diego, 1 confess that the
late queen is a bit late according to our ch_ronology. bﬁt I
regret to say that you have that old-fashioned prejudice
for truth as truth. In Greenland, just l:fefnre the Al Capone
Hegira we changed all that. To-day it is well—ea.;tablmhedt by
all the rules of good gangsterism, that truth like all !:}'nngs
must be disciplined and made to serve higher interests.

“Ag a fomale her place should be in the home,” suggested
the Czar. e,

“Begorra, no, Your Serene Highness. Truth in Angmag-
salik should be without a home. By all the rules of the game
<he is the last person in the world with whom the common
people should be acquainted.”

“You interest me, Don Diego Bejabers y Begorra,” said
the Czar rolling out of bed and flopping into an easy chair, :
“Have a cigar—a good one—and cut out the Majesty stuff. fien
You've got the edge on me, Don. You're a man of education Ay
and scientific achievements, and I'm just a ‘face,’ shop-
window, or mouthpiece for a bunch of post-cataclysmic
gangsters who fear more than any good Christians ever feared

all t!‘le ﬁelnda of hell the simple thing you have just
mentioned.” |

"1Y_'ouTt|nean—-m" gl R
“The Truth, Don Diego and likewise Bejabers and Begor : AN 4
i 0 L Ta. SRR |
{hf‘:?g}l:st dl;l adml:'lt:'that iret:‘.ly Spanish custom which :%omits ‘
of a mother to d h 3\
as her husband’s, to her Zﬁildr::r'? g aa‘\.nre_ll
"Bah, :.10“ Te b‘;quminﬁ, Emshy and sentimental.’”
) , sure, and you' re me or get The L ot dd
it. You want a real caveman, a Czar of bloid' :i:l:?o: "
“Sou said it, Ma.rly,_. old sport—a Czar of blood &nd:‘iron."
i ur:.'i'. sure, and he'll grow more legs on his belly :th'an,t
the g:lt" from c.mwling to the lords of coal and irb:
uans of Sulphuric Acid, and the panjandrums of

Potash,
Don Diega leaned b in hi i
smoke to the ceili:g. a';telnmlﬁlds Z}:t‘::ir

t
vI";n::li_:k.sl.lpm'—alelem‘. extra-

an;!hiﬁlﬁmhu cloud of
: soothing fragrance of
terrestrial was hegi

He claught-- ]~;imaelfs ;i:nortlagi?&il:;‘llg;:‘l&:m%z::
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wasn't such a bad chap :
a trans-lunar racketeers
ness, an
somehow.

“\We are agree

alik nothing cou e
:he common herd and truth.

p after all, and just coulFln't help being
mouthpiece, but business was 1.
d the Stonelandia problem had to be liquidateq

d, friend Marlek,’ he said, “‘that in Angpa,.
ld be more terrible than contact betw,

en

“You should say, corrected the All-Highest, “that Ling
of truth which insists on being truthful and presentip,

i t way.

easant facts in an unpleasan '

Eg?ibers that with all our scientific achievements we
b -

not yet discovered a new kind of Truth.

of geometry from which you may prove anything once
axioms atre accepted. For instance :
straight line shall always be straight you can keep it that

but if you once admit even the slightest curve, the inf

distances of the universe will magnify that curve till

straight line is tied in knots ar}cl comes bac_k to .Iassr;.‘.: o
Why can't we work out some kind of fOur-dl'mensmnai I
whereby it can be proved to the profound joy of everyl
that a general massacre like that of Urbo Delfina, conducte

by a bunch of super-gangsters, is in the high?.r intere
the masses who yearn to be led by supermen? :

“But we solved the Delfina problem all right,”
Don Diego. ‘‘Now about this Stonelandia. A most inc
and impossible country.”

“Quite like the little boy's elephant, Begorra. "The
no such animall’ eh? What do you find most incredibl
gapoose office and the gapoosamotes?
able progress in that lazy climate?”

“Not quite, not quite that,"" said the Don, “but «
their lack of a Great Man. Why their affairs are run
wows in an aborigines tribal council. Then consi
material progress they have made without a Grealt
like you, for instance, Marly. Dare we tell our ow:
heel-clickers that story? Then consider that they -
fat peace in a mild climate and totally lack the sti
influence of war and invasion, I submit, Brothe
tha.ﬁ that is entirely without precedent.” _

. Not entirely, Don Diego,” replied the All

Bejabers an' Begorra, | don't think you're quite 1l
Egypt, the cradle of human civilisation was, [ be!

as much a freak.’

“Incredible!”
Not at all. Consider the Nile. The one and

river of the temperate zone flowing north; flow!

It has been
that besides the old-fashioned Euclid there are many f

Or is there rema

I often repret

if you insist that ;
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through a flat and treeless country €

: n for the plough
:ﬁiea:::peio]ated and protected by desert ramparts

foreign foes. Egypt secure and peacefu

arts which
ivilisation. To Egypt  disc
:lgc‘:very a thousand years ahead of its time—o©

of smelting iron.

belongs the discovery—a2a frea
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normously fertile and

A region with a mild and uniform
, rom

1, developed all those
lifted man out of barbarism on to the stream

f the art
That was the crowning achievement of

the long and interesting period of barbarism, al:ld the magtl:ry
of the art of writing, which opened the period of rirr::lt en
history or civilisation, belongs to E;.gypt.. too. Cl'use.e ﬂm
stone beside the waters of the placid Nile the v\furld s first
accurate date was recorded. The seasonal floodings of the
Nile sent men exploring the realms of astronomy and mathe-

matics and its reeds made the world’s first paper.’

“Rank heresy, Marlek! The Cult of the Supreme Angmag-
salik Race lays it down that only supermen can lead their

baser fellows out of darkness into light.”
“By blasting daylight through ‘em,” interposed Marlek.
Don Diego ignored the interruption and went on:

“You on the contrary assert that Stone Age troglodytes
were changed into civilised men by the material conditions of

the Nile Valley, and the arts and crafts that arose there.’

“And that to you is heresy, Don Diego, but are we not

quite at liberty to discuss the facts between ourselves?

I

repeat that Egypt was the mother of civilisation, and how

was that civilisation spread?

Across and along the calm

waters of that salt water lake the Mediterranean—the greatest
freak of the whole planet—a vast trough chiselled out by

the thawing glaciers of the Great Ice Age.
of Stonelandia as incredible.
pared with Egypt."”

You speak
Bah! it is commonplace com-

“ A precedent, Marlek. |

; ] ek. grant you Egypt as a precedent
thlICh throws some slight cloak of respectability over the
nudeness of these weird people, but it can’t save them.

In the immortal words of Il Duce, 'Abyssinia must diel' "

Or be put into harness to draw the Greenlanders’ waggon.

I agree friend Don Diego.
pe??le a religion?”
“g;ertalnly sire. | invented it for them.'
$ ait a moment! Wait a moment!"
impatiently. “You don't have to lie to
e In ct:lmh" then, the
8 so disgusted that | made
down the whole community
urch and of course

establishing that church.”

me.

By ‘the way, have these degraded

ex‘t:.!ai_mad the Czar

vy had no Established ‘C}m‘rch, but [

one for them. [ have written
as Hypothesians of the One
issued a ukgse"in your name
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“As a matter of courtesy you might have consulteq m
{455

before publishing i

“Sorry, old man, but I got the Innermost Council op,
long-distance 'phone and you know that by ancient tradj;,,
and custom established from time immemorial—"

“Yeah! Seeing we're on a new planet and just blowy ;,
five minutes ago.

“By ancient custom—ahem! —cantinued  the Don, ‘.
Innermost Council doesn't allow you to read your ukase.
before they're in the newspapers. I couldn’t let you g
it, though as a pal I should have liked very much to hay.
done so.”

“O sure, sure! Bejabbers an’ Begorra Don Diego, there
never was a Czar since history began who wasn't a slav
himself. Make a note of that, too, you slimy-tongued grafte;
and put it down to ‘custom from time immemorial.” They
what about these Hypothesians?”

“Well, it was this way. Very few people in Stonelandia
showed any desire to explain things which obviously co
be explained. One guess was as good as another, and
was like that with the origin of the universe which, of co
was quite outside the range of Stonelandia’s science.”

“But surely they tried to explain it, Diego?”

“Most of them didn't. They had an axiom, "We'll sc
Fly do it which meant that they'd leave it for the
men to crack their heads on, and just went on ch
bananas. But the wise men had their hypotheses. N
One said that it was all the work of a great Supe:
Number two said he was a Democrat, and it must
work of many Supermen working together; Number
said that the whole universe was a living thing and Pr
was one of its whiskers. Number Four said that he
know and wanted more information on the subjecl
lastly, Number Five said that there was enough evid
prove 'beyond reasonable doubt,’ as the judges sa
no such thing as the others claimed to exist could p
exist, and that Number Four was just a cold-footer who hadn!
the courage to say so.

Well the folks listened, got interested, and decid
put up places where these pundits could talk it o :

DRE dared to build a house, or even a four walled en

lfr: Stoneflandm 80 they put up three walled places witl
onts side side, and the people could walk alon: ;

stall to stall [istenin. i :
g to the oratory and eating peanul
everyone was happy about it.” g ’

re.d,. it‘n it
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. *Did no one ever think of building his own josshouse
elsewhere?” asked Marlek. i
“That would have been rank sectariani
would have set those Redskins on the warpa
war-whoops down the avenue. i ¥

“So there was unity of location with divergence of IVlewg.

“Exactly, Marly. So what does [ do? l proclaims ths
stalls to be the One and Only True Hypothesian Churf.h, an
by Order of the Czar, Head of all the Falthh}], [.].::-ullds me
front walls on all the stalls and puts doors on em.

“How did it work?"

“IS-Lolendid, but the mob wouldn't enter the doors. _Wby.
you couldn't get those house-hating buzzards to go into a
tent. Result, they left 'em all empty, and those big horse-
bodied gapooses parked in them. I am convinced, Mar.l:._r:
that those people should be wiped. ‘Deltnda es Carthago'.

*“Who said that, Begorra?™’

“One of our most eminent ancestors, a crook named Cato,
who, | believe, was a paid agent of that same Carthage
against which he fulminated. You see, his own name stank
so much on account of his practice of selling his old and in-
firm slaves that the Roman patricians must have thought
kindly of anything that the old rotter denounced.”

; .";('?u dig up ancient history, Don Diego. OFf what use
181t | 3

“Friend Marly, history is like a chromium steel chain. e
clo.esnt rust. Rub away the dirt and the first link is as
bright as the last. Let me tell you just a few things about
that same Carthage and its final siege. In the first place it
was a Soviet Republic 2000 years before Lenin was born.
It was run _co-operatively by freed slaves who set up war
workshops in which men and women toiled side by side in
regular shifts all round the clock. That was twenty centuries
before Britain dpﬁ:.the idea. And it licked Rome hollow till
i!:a own gangsters sold it out. Phineas Hamilcar beat Quis-
tl!:leg l:o t};le pu_ncb‘ by a tick under twenty-one centuries, and
R unch which betrayed the Carthaginian fleet which had

0 \; ;;: fts mer_(:y,clwould have astonished Admiral Darlan."

" you need not concern yourself fu ' ‘

Stonelanders, Brother Don Diego? Thef [lf:::ilr‘:da:boc:tux:i‘ial

has already deci _
chasios l:f:- i:;:l:[?a:h‘:; sth‘?; are to be the horses for our

the first place,” ' blen’s idea in coming here in

sm indeed. It
th trundling their

“Good; then I leave mg - nd
my report '
Marlek, Pm It on to the Innermo:: g:::cilli'a :cll:e‘nB;::l"::
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“Thanks for calling, Don, Delighted to have me; i

iabers v Begorra. B

Be}‘?Dbon'tymengticn it, pal. Good-bye!
L * -

As Czar Marlek had said, the lm'lermost (_:nuncil had
ready decided the fate of Stonelandia. lts history remaine
a sealed book to the Angmagsalik masses. The army (..
scended upon it, driving the people from th? open plain wit}
its mild climate on to the top of the great wind-swept platea,
where vast deposits of potencium had been located by i),
inquisitive invaders. Here the unfortunate aborigines were
set to work in the mines under armed overseers. Thousands
perished, and many generations came and went before a ney,
race of slaves had been evolved able to toil on that terribje
plateau, like the Indians of Bolivia who carry loads wh
strangers can hardly breathe. For on that small planet the
air became thin even at the height of a few thousand fee
Thousands of armed guards perished, too, in spite of ther
oxygen masks and constant changing of guards by aeroj
Eventually a race of super-slaves was evolved also, through
the mating' of guards and aborigines. They formed ink
between the grubbing miners and the conquering
landers on the other side of Protonia.

Ie

Czar Marlek soon went the way of all good gar
being bumped off because he insisted on reading on
own ukases before publication. Don Diego Bejaber:
Begorra succeeded him.

And what happened to Don Diego—savant, shyst:
diplomat?

He, too, was bumped—Bejabers y Begorra!l!

Precedent, thus established, soon became ‘‘ancient «
fr'um time immemorial,” so that every Czar had to d )
his boots on. After the lapse of a certain period, he v

topped off’ by the common hangman, and if he m
to die otherwise, his body was hung in irons so that !
lows might not be cheated.

Queer doings, perhaps? But was not this the land of
siﬁel]a.r gangsters, and was it not the realm of Jupi!
his nine moons? And if, as the simple folk said, ¢/
;::_mld l?enc} people batty, what might not be expected
b‘,mse with his nine moons, two of them colossal

igger than the planet Mercury?
custom from time,a- slave himself, and that, too, was :

Years rolled m:mt::én 0;}'::1 i BRI chai eal

# » e came to the chailr ¢
authority—the leadership of the Innermost Council—?"

ol
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Mark Hipper with the usual puppet, in this case the Czar

a. . "
Terﬂlflt with his own advent on the scene the Protonian ﬁ"::-:
chief felt that he had carried the story far enough, la“ -
li l!ftem:d his fair bride sufficiently as to the gensiss b= d :’o
l}lge switched off the psychological ray, and Naya returne

contemporary reality beside her beloved gangster chief.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN. I
CHICKENS FLY HOME.

“So that finishes your voyage into the realms of the past,
my charming lady,” said Mark Hipper pomPOUS‘Y-" ¢

“Thanks for the buggy ride,”” answered Naya. ‘So that's
Gangsterland, past and present!”

“How do you like it?" }

“Not bad. I was thinking of bumping off Terifa so that
you and I could be Czar and Czarina of the galaxy, but I
don’t like your ‘ancient custom from time immemorial.

‘“Well, you never know your luck as an astronaut.”

“A which? Say, are you hinting I'm a bad woman?"

*No. [ said ‘naut,’ not ‘naughty.’ That means a voyager
in starry realms.”

“'Oh, surel”

“Besides, you are a bad woman and lot more also. Now
you '\rve'[-l my queen and I like you that way."” i

ere to now?"’

“Back to Protonia. Make yourself comfy. [t should
ren‘l‘ly take a year or two, you know."
gran‘:m}:t;r 011:' twol In this crummy old bus! Suffering

ers
. 013, don't let.that worry you. Didn't they tell you in
enusia t_hat we live to a ripe old age in interstellar space?
! ou see, it takes a long time to buzz from Venusia to Jupiter,
ven at 2000 m.p.h., so we had to adjust our life period to
our new environment and become Methusalehs.'
"M: nl:;an:nedrto an]old rga:ll. Gosh!”
€, Im only a baby compared with
OH\XI;:‘I‘])W you're n{illions of years older." T e,
'mh ..t'wouldnt it t_ear ?:ou' Big BO}F?"
h, its guite all right,”” said Mark.

LL § . 2
o ,_lj'e,,- of time. You won't notice

You see, we've gone off the time
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“Gone off the time standard? Say, what in st
does that mean?"’ _ { .

“You see, darling Naya, we've simply adopted th. .
changers' slang of your own period. They got ‘of ¢,
standard’ and we've gone off the time standard.”

“How?"

“You see, they didn't jus!t inflate the currency in .,
days. They didn't even admit that all PADEr money s mey),
a promise to pay in real value of some kind and that, 4, o
many proved, a government’s [.O.U, may be just ,.
as any spieler's. Oh, no. Not at all, not at alll
would have been vulgarl They simply adjusted thjp,
that you could take a gold sovereign into any bank ip
tralia and buy two and a half pound notes for it. Apd .
English pound note, worth, say, fifteen shillings in oold
became ‘sterling’(!). That word, my dear, means 5
value. So that one honest value of fifteen shillings wx
to another honest value of twenty shillings. You follo
reasoning closely?"’

“Oh, sure. I knew a grocery store guy who got
avoirdupois standard by making a pound of sugar out of
fourteen ounces. I met him in the big house at l.on i

“Now, my darling Naya, that's just how we mastered he
problem of touring interstellar space at a paltry 2000 il
an hour. You might nose around from planet to planet a
that plodding speed, but when it comes to interstell jace
even the speed of light is painfully slow. There arc
far away that it takes a ray of light 1000 years to travel i
them to the sun. How could we find time to expl cn
appalling distances? The problem baffled all our s
and was solved at last not by mathematicians but !
torian delving in forgotten archives,”

“What did he find>"

“The story of how your financiers and politicians got 'off
tl.m gold standard.’ By an amazing stroke of genius he de
cided to apply the same principle to stellar navigat
We got so far away from the cramping bonds of tl 7
standard that one of our years is now equal to 1,000
yours. Now, .if we want to flit to Alpha Centauri, 5
fam::pv..m. We just give her the gas and flip over th
€W minutes—Protonian reckoning.”

150 1 better hurry up then. Maybe we'll be b
pa ace before | can powder my nose.”
laternggt' and here we are, Naya,”” said Mark a 3

N T on the heat, Bil

Who you bumping off now, gangster?” asked Na

arry
2TV 8DPaca

ley.

gold

Iotten
That
28 8p

A
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4 | don't mean it that way, precious Yout:::; wh:::.
o through the ionic layer of the upper a i prea“y
e ort of ceiling with a high temperature. E’ht .
That s afsbattle-ground between the atoms of sunhgh ald
:h(i)us:c}ufothe upper air. E.vzry plane_t has lt:;l a:l:l l::el: ia(:lio
| ar dust-up, it serve adir
E:ﬂ:a“fr:;fo::sl:il:g ]‘;ﬁt into aplajace. Here in Protonia it

serves an even more vital purpose.

“Keeps the rain out, what!'"’ ¢ ] L

it lippancy, it keeps the rain'm._ n
wo:g: itDl:::;s fh: I:tmg’sphere itself from flying into s]:llzla:(;:.
You see, Protonia being only a small planet, or satellite,
lacks the gravitational pull necessary to hold a densi a;n:lc:;
sphere. Without that outer skin, as you'd call it, mos cl>-
air would rush off into space. Thanks to this ionic alj.:et.
Protonia holds a much denser atmosphere than wyould other-
wise be possible. Now put your ear to the audiophone.

Naya listened, and presently heard a loud "Poqg, pongl_
like the sound of a hammer bursting through the skin of a big
drum. :

“My hat! What's that?'" she said.

“That, fair lady, is the sound of our sphere piercing the
ionic layer. We're through now, and it has already closed
behind us. No rubber-coated petrol tank was ever so hole-
proof as that ionic layer is meteor-proof. We had to turn

on the magnetic force—or ‘heat’ as you heard me call it—

to counteract that ionic activity, and if we hadn’t slowed up
to pass into the atmosphere we'd all be burned up now by
its friction against the sphere.”

“My, what a narrow escape from being a grilled steak.”

‘"Y_'os.-‘ precious. The Queen of Protonia must 7of be a
grilled steak. But let me take you on an easy tour of the
world before we land. Slow motion, please, chauffeur.™

are now hovering over the Great Plateau of Upper
ndia. Formerly this inferior race which you see
ng here led a lazy and easy life on that vast level
beside that wide sluggish river. We've changed all
| H‘ere in these high mountains they now lead lives
hrift and industry, digging out the ores of that
etal potencium on which the whole life of our
ased, _T_'l'_\cfse simple barbarians didn't know one-
ti:;?'?aublhh“. Putting it briefly: ‘No potencium,

YQQ'_kecp_ the blighters’ nﬁle:

il to the grind-




s become a b

er "'them, but thg Problep,

‘ ey merged
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“infusion of new blo,

han ever. Been givi‘:gthe
‘ou see, they're wide aw,ltls
r that they hold over ua_--d e
" and put in a new |ot) Re

said Mark.
purge?”’
h arlie Chan would say. Yy,
imatised for centuries to con-
d endure. You know what
. paradox! "

. These Stonelanders ar . I

7es at the same time. We de. : X g

: | if we wiped them we'd have
ation of our own people (o

with charming indifference.

e to be done presently. |
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“Ing plape
ri‘ a cugh.
almost {
‘door opened aeml:cznmalticallySt ;:‘d
over from the platform of tall
vator, they emerged on i,
ere gathered all the notables 0?

aders of the army, navy ang ,;

o greet them, and Naya noteq
under-sized nervy little fe]lgy
playing a big drum in a hapg

welcomed Naya to her ney
laced the hospitality of the

: Goyega estas al mi enir
a aminda Hipper,

I'm delighted to arrive in

majors and minors of Ang- | gy AR SR .

deep, contralto voice of hers | . st ot Tene i

ll, and heard her speaking
nt into raptures,

salute; ‘Pom, pom!’ went

yom!"" the big drums;

ip, hip, hurroar and hoo-

ter, and it brought tears
ever since she had left the

Only a few W
off from that
a closed gondol
stratosphere, they wer
storm, and landed
ey came down not




did, young lady?

don’t interrupt,
Hipper, ‘'set out th

own bombs on this plan:: aﬂ’é’

ltimatum, for which reason. a:lzd

efence against ruthless aégr j

declare war.” £

I'm Merely

Venusia, of course we hag v

ght have been awkward if
at war with them." B
the presence of my space-ship

I was on a Téconnaisance,

ive look stole over her strong,

said her husband teasingly.

was thinking, even as Vem
al past before the father of
igrated: “Which one of us

ou'd like to know a lot more

ation, my dear.”
a lot more about the place
know, people are educ
Seeing this joint you call
derstand a lot of things |

d of losing your li!’c?"
iqg‘uiae ourselves? ;
nian technique we shoul

parn it at first hand. X
esides, have you mac®
5 do with the Venusia®




CHAPTER NINETEEN.
THE BOMB.,

“Don't work yourself to death, dad!”

The speaker was Vera Morant, and her anxiety for
father's welfare was not without cause. For days and .
Professor Klado and his colleague Neale Anders had i
without respite from dawn till past midnight, barely B o
to snatch a few hours' rest, sometimes working right through,
the night. i

The subject of their industry was a weird machine ahgy,
which Fergus Klado would say little even to his daughte,
All that Vera knew was that she and her husband, som..
times under Professor Anders’s direction, at others guide,
by her father, had carried out many experiments in chemica|
combinations. At last they had succeeded in producing ,
compound which seemed to meet all the required conditions
but for what purpose it was intended to be used neither of
the two under-studies had the faintest idea.

The main laboratory in which the two professors did all
their work was about thirty feet square, big enough to house
the completed machine as well as a small table at whicl, 4
four dined together occasionally. By no means an elal e
affair, it had but one door and a couple of windows which
locked out on to an open space sloping down to the lake.
About a hundred yards away was the minor laboratory in
which the Morants worked amid a formidable arra
bottles, jars, test tubes, glass measures and electrical
paratus.

The lawn on which the two buildings stood was open and
easily approached from the main street, though ringed ;
with tall flat buildings in one of which the Morants li
Not even a hedge guarded it, as there was a saying in D )
City that good citizenship was the best guardian, and nei
interference nor malice was to be reckoned with.

Of late Vera had noted with anxiety that her father
devel-oping a marked indifference to food, accompanied bv a
feverish anxiety to work without ceasing. She knew enough
°.f the nursing game to understand that this was a d
signal on the high road to a lunatic asylum, and the ren
that.’he_]“d just made heralded her entry into the !
studio with a tray on which was a shining teapot and
:f)rd:;;;tlirt eatab'les. Food was not hard to find on Venus)
dunidic li::iqulfte much pl‘?para.tlon, but Vera was not t

€ feminine artistry in that respect. It exp

er keen anxiety for her father,

the tr:;. yum! Excellent,” said the elder Klado as he pic!

B
eks

led
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ected the same cold indifference and was

rworked
ittle tactful pressure on her ove ¢
. surprised at this ready apprecia-

Vera h}d exp
s y
paﬂht.e p Sh:rwas agreeably

E
ﬁn%i:ilte:::f:;ﬂ:er smile—the first he had seen for many

days. k % j o o1 N we. can
4 hild. It is finished,” he said.
umy::::l l:Zt.ﬂ 'Hello, Anders (as that worthy entered ‘the
Y iust in time to join us.” : VR ;
doq?;;:;tv?a '?i[::tle cry of delight. ‘Let's bring in Eric and
1 party.” i
m%}feltr:nrii fl?e neighbouring chemical laboratory: Eric!
Ericl” sk
A cheery
emerged from ti
completed thg

";Kightol" was her answer as her husband
e “stinks department,” as he termed it, and
oup. i

s finished, dear,” repeated Klado, emphasis-
to relax. He was like a man just relieved of

ing his rea
thi strain of a crushing burden.

“And about time, too, dad. I really thou.ght that you
were going into a nervous breakdown. If there's a bughouse
on Vmu? , that's where you were heading. | was waiting

for you toaga;ll’ asleep with your boots on or flop on the floor
a few times, then solemnly assure me that you were in the
pink of condition."

The soft light fell on her fair hair, filling it with glints of
gold, and her big, clear eyes were turned on him reproach-
fully as she spoke.

Her father looked at her admiringly:

“How essentially human we all arel” He almost spoke
the thought aloud. |

Vera was discerning enough to get a general idea of what
her father was thinking:

"‘f"ou like Delago and you like your new way of living,

“But to-night is the greatest triumph of all, my dear. It
puts a period to a long life—quite extraordinarily long if we
count the sleeping time—and | feel now that | can cheerfully
take a longer rest than the last one:

“Then star nor sun shall waken,
Nor any change of light:
Nor sound of waters shaken,
Nor any sound or sight:
Nor wintry leaves nor vernal,
Nor days nor things diurnal;
Only the sleep eternal
In an eternal night."




us

us y’ ‘ 'pllt_ in Andem_ 0 He'
ral reaction to completion, 0;
have had as big a B ;
in the least living anoth:

us what it's all about>™
‘working on this crocky o|q
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e greatést fighting machine
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upting, pulverising, comminu.
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“You know that I haven't bother'ed to take any
cautions to shut out visitors from this laboratory;

such need, in fact.

P pre.
Gk y aven’
People in Venusia don't m\-di

fbe(!i:tsmayl.ld bars agninat the neighbours, b’ut this m‘-‘rning ;
young couple bowled in rather unceremoniously as I thougl,

.~ xouse was that they deeply sympathised with ys ;
;{.}r{:,s:t,f one of our Earth-born fi;miI}:r. and wanted to L—;ml“:,
if I knew any m;re about Naya's disappearance than (h,

apers had printed.”
g lE"l(.vilad of them, dad. Poor old Nayal
like, or did they say who they were?

“I must tell you first of a curious illusion of mine. | sup.
pose that | was tired and over-wrought and my brain was
playing me tri;ka You reglerliﬂ;‘er_ “:ihafi Naya ‘-'vat;s1 like, of
course, tall and strapping, dark-haired, eep-voiced. Welj,
this young woman was quite unlike her. She was inches
shorter, fair-haired, blue-eyed, and her voice was most unliks
Naya's. |had my back turned to her for a moment attending
to some detail of the machine, and as [ turned round to
speak to her the light shone on her fair hair just as it fell on
yours a little while ago, and I rubbed my eyes in amazement,
For there, as | imagined, | saw Naya herself standing erect
in her impressive way and talking to me. In a moment the
illusi;:; had wanished, but | aisure you that it made quite a
painful impression on my mind while it lasted.”

“Shows how near you were to a nervous breakdown, dad.
I'm pleased indeed the jolly old machine is finished.”

They chatted away for a while; then Eric yawned.

'm}l}e possessiveness of the young wife immediately asserted
itself:

“Come on. Of you toddle, young fellow. And how
*‘?0““: you, too, dad? Surely you'll give yourself a ;
mg‘l.n[t s rest now that ‘:lhe jl?: is lﬁnished?"

I promise you truly that I'll hit the hay early to-night,
daughter, b_ttt Neale and [ will smoke a pipe and discuss
times I-Whl:le before we turn in. Now run along.”
?ou‘i:ud’maht,f" you both,” said the young people. ~5¢¢

-MOrrow.

.IT]l:M morrow never camel

_ Ihe two scientists chatted on, blissfully smoking 7
5:‘;: ﬁamging ideas. They drowsed a little, and 2
outﬁi'deeﬂ;an?g.d:d' A thalthy step SPllﬂdEd on thi' law Hl
POy tl;e a face—a livid, ghastly, distorted face—pec'™
S Pl M, he ouns o 1
But what ;'ME bla 80 cheerily on their arrival in Ver'™

e e ﬁ'ﬂm(ormatmn was this? That sweeb

What were thf:y
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tful with sympathy for the strangers in an
nge land, was now transmogrified into a fear-
rage, rate and cruelty, This woman was a
a swift motion of her hand she dropped into
et a rough, cast-iron cylinder in size and shape
le. [t was a live bomb. She sped across the
hed into the night. A few moments later
terrific explosion.

by that shattering roar and the crashing of
ople in the neighbouring flats rushed out, among
d Eric. They ran to the smouldering wreck of
, and what a sight met their eyes. Amid the
he torn fragments of the two inventors' bodies.
yattered everywhere, and of the just-completed
a fragment remained.

had done his job well.

CHAPTER TWENTY.
[URDER MYSTERY, VENUSIAN STYLE.

Ll
o dunnit?
ction, Citizen Morant?
nnit? Man, this isn’t a private funeral.
iper-planetary; it's terrific!”
t and the police inspector—at least that was
ed him, and he didn't argue—were sitting on
fallen tree in a sparsely-wooded stretch of °
meadow known as Scott's Paddock. The sky
ng, and, instead of losing himself in a maze of
gments, microscopes, buzzing telephones and
clues, the Great Detective, super-planetary

exclaimed Inspector Shellac, of Scott's
Why talk like a writer of third-
Who cares a toot-
It's

Sherlock Holmes rolled into one, kicked his
sloping branch on which they sat.

the crows!" protested Citizen Morant, “I'm
hrough telling you about the crime and you've
solution.”

my dear Watson,” replied the investigator,
A crime in Venusia is a blow against society,
any present or prospective advantage to the
our whole society is overthrown. It follows,
e assassin is the agent of a foreign power
destroying Venusia entirely.”
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5 . he lightning speed of your deductions, |y
spec[to?dgﬁl‘:ﬁa:’ butgto me this heinous deed calls for pup.
ishment. Murder is murder: | i
** ‘Murder most foul as in the best it is, il

But this most foul, strange and u_nnatural_

“As Bill Shakespeare says,’ added the inspector,

“Murder has been done, and you show no interest in the

<sible ramifications of the mystery, no professional pride
po: elling the twisted threads of evidence that lead to ,

in unrav 3 ; R !
:;o]ution and no passionate desire to see justice done. [ty

ing to the rules.”
all ‘}Kgsgni‘:c: riargof sympathy for the old fossils who were
bumped off,” added She]la_:c. ki

“Callous,” protested Eric, monstr?'usly callous to talk so

of two innocent men.
ab?"ll:xt:lt:zeg:a:‘ty foot! How could they have attained adult
years on the planet Earth if they l'_naci_ been? . On that slummy
mudball innocence always faded in infancy.

“Really, Inspector Shellac!’ ) (

“Now don't misunderstand me, Citizen. Really, I'm a
most sentimental fellow, with a tender heart hidden beneath
a rugged exterior. [ cant look at starving _orphans‘;lfuun-
doned to their fate, in one of those celluloid melodramas
that have come to us from Hollywood, without blowing m
nose loud enough to wake a cemetery. But where are the
starving orphans in this case? Imagine a starving orph:
in that sub-atomic garden in which you woke up. Stone the
crows, sez you.'

“Elementary, my dear Holmes,” observed Morant le-
mentaryl”

“Then what have we?'’ continued Inspector Shellac re
lentlessly. ““Two old fossils, imported here about a milion
years ago from a crummy mudball that had to run a sl
in a walkover field of one, a crock that couldn't stee
clear orbit without tangling in its own feet. These tw
timers are bumped off by somebody before they have 'l
to snuff it. Why, if | were writing up the story of How "¢
Flitted From The Falling Moon,” I'd have bumped ‘cn oft

Bt

long ago as sutplus bagga.ge. They were on]y gummin| up |

the works. A million years is long enough for any

Christian to live, even in Purgatory. Besides, their III°% |

labour hasn't been lost. [ have a model of their machis

I must say that my own kinsmen showed a much
regard for human life than your people, if you are a IVl
Venusian cop.”

“Sure! Surel Barring a world war to top off the
of the planet's young manhood every generation or s
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iled Venusian cops are sometimes moved to tears by
der solicitude for their fellow-beings which our terres-
cestors showed."”’ .
“A¢ Jeast, then, Inspector, as a detective you'll admit that
it was a good murder?”’ .
“Oh, quite. Rather juicy, in fact. Blood, entrails apd
scraii.‘i'i-‘?fl brain glued to every splinter of wood. The Fire
Brigade had to do quite a lot of slushing around. Cremated
the house, so we did, but the corpses just faded. A sticky
md_._lra .: o l;" : e

“Why the harrowing details?
Do you realise, Citizen Morant, that this is the first

've had in a million years?”

bad as that?™
' said the cop. ‘‘Nobody don’t bump off
d no more.”

zen. By way of comparison, what was
your earthly law courts?”’
‘would say. | suppose there were more
g, with or without violence, or receiving
conspiring to cheat and defraud, than all
s combined.”
" Pooh!" said Hawkshaw Shellac. “Go out
sthing worth stealing in all Venusia, and I'll
‘State Trawler to take it home.”

then? Envy, revenge?'’ suggested Eric.
t envy as having an obvious property basis, then
re the other two without that same basis?”’
wrder has been done right here in the Elysian
sperus; here in this realm of all things perfect.”
ntary, my dear Watson, “elementaryl Now who
L crime in perfect Venusia? Who pinches St. Peter's
ﬁl?adise_when nobody don't need no more shirts?’
, a ]_t}ni_!. ¢, of course, Inspector.”
ou said i’lf'.‘ 0. Whoever dunnit was nuts. That's sure
] see

h gft:u_"'ve got to do is to get your man like the
rou big dumb cop.”

dat all de harness bulls is dumb in de story
tor. How could the superlative genius of a
: shine up by contrast if they weren't?"
dumb oyster.”

Wwe go from here? Do you start to find out
ou give up and call in Sherlock Holmes?"'




136 A VOYAGE TO VENUS

“You got me wrong, bo. Foist, we finds out who's ,,,,, |

If someone's nuts in dis burg, dat's de big story. De murde,
is chicken-feed."

“Have it your own way, then, Inspector. A boml, Min, |

been thrown, what do you do?” (i

“Arrest de guy dat t'r;w de bomb.

i why don't you?"

"?-l.}l,e;:pe, hylt’s pozr little Floreto Mara, and she's in (.
clink right now.” :

“Phew, Inspector, I'm staggered. So that innocent-lookin,
girl is a cruel murderess!”

“Boloney! She's the essence of tender-hearted girlhood,
She just threw the bomb.”

*“Wait, wait. Are you sure you haven't got this all balled
up, Inspector Shellac? Floreto Mara threw the bomb, bLut
she isn't a murderess. Oh, I have it; she's nuts; crazy as ,
bedbug, sez you.”

“Aren’t we all?> You ask them lecturers in my psychology
class.”

“Say, aren’t you a copper?’’ asked Eric.

“No, I'm only a student of psychology. There isn't any
police force on Venusia. The coercive functions that that
body possessed in your time have disappeared, and its useful
functions have been divided between the Traffic Board,
Health Board, Social Welfare Department, and the Depart-
ment of Applied Psychology. I'm a junior clerk in the
latter, and they put me on this case.”

“Then how did you track down the girl killer?”

“Simply by finding out who on this planet was more cio7y
than normal. Putting jokes aside, Citizen, you know that
we're all capable of mental aberrations sometimes, but sich
an enormous digression as this showed that someone here
was a menace to society. | simply checked up on the mental
reflexes of every Venusian, Firstly, let me explain that
every citizen is checked up and tested from time to time [0t
physical or mental deficiencies, A psychological mass test
of cranial vibrations is not so difficult as you might imaginc.

e abnormal person in a million would betray himse!! af
ong, That happened in Floreto's case.’

“Y"“ are holding her for examination then?"

Yes, hut.] think that we can be quite sure that she was
meffly an instrument of the person who had a rational
e for th'-’; killing. That means that we have established

' OI some foreign agent or agents Wi
have found their way into our world, ? Thg latter mﬁgt belong
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sty in which crime has been given a rational
e basis.”’

ords, a world of lunatics,”" suggested Eric.
nd, a world run by gangsters. For whoever
‘ "'?h' between gangsterism and lunacy is a bit

AT

us, then, not merely to a Higher Up using
wn, but to a gangster society somewhere out

Citizen Morant, is quite clear. On some other
a society hostile to Venus. It sends an agent
e. They seize Citizen Mara and by subtle
into an unconscious assassin.’’

then, the killing of Klado and Anders?"”

their killing, but the destruction of their

ortunately, their main purpose was frustrated.

had already placed a working model of the

rove upon while he and Anders continued
! They were both sensible enough to know
‘did not possess all the brains in the world.

e been something about that invention which

arded as particularly menacing, and so you

‘story of the crime.”

your wife is taking it pretty well, | believe.

y signs of a bad neurosis?’’

ertainly it has been a big shock, but she

ciled to the inevitable. Vera is not one to

hich is the best kind that | know of."

that. Citizen Mara is in a state of stupour
mes out of it, Vera will be able to help

ition.

‘F' e no objection to doing so when you

or the present, farewell, Citizen Moranc,
e prisoner."”’

having convinced Eric that the mystery
1y, went his way.

. Government’s hands for others to experiment

, and, as |l said to her, death was sudden

»



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE.
THE HUMAN INSTRUMENT.

After they had hidden their plane in the: forest, the ty,
Protonian spies, Naya and Hipper, made their way to Delag,

City. )
Naya was well enough known there—an outstanding pq,.
sonality, in fact, on account of her origin—but she had copy,

plete confidence in the effectiveness of her disguise.
malicious joy she looked forward to the prospect of meetin,
her cousin Vera face to face and doing her some kind of
injury. It was true, as Vera had told her on the departure o
her rattletrap fAying machine, that Naya could only be quits
happy by making hell for someone else. .
When the pair reached the outskirts of the city they haleq,

and under Naya's capable direction erected a camp in the
woods from material readily available. She knew that ci.
zens of Venusia, when taking up lodgings in a strange place,
had to present some kind of identification papers, and she
had not troubled to fake them. She preferred to camp in
the woods. Food was plentiful enough, and life was quit
as pleasant there as anywhere else.

Having set up camp, the pair walked into the city and
wandered around a while. Nayella had a lot of things to

show her pirate chief and a lot of things to explain to him
and what he saw and heard made him morose and surly
Moving among those free-and-easy crowds and noting ther
sense of perfect equality was by no means cheering 1o tht
Boss Gangster From Afar; on the contrary, it filled hio wib
all the malice of a man who sees great things achic by
those whom he despised and by methods which he had
his life, ridiculed. He now disliked the Venusians more thar
ever. He was even moved to a generous appreciation !
fact that his captured bride sincerely hated the country. an
ha(.i not merely dissembled to please him.

Naya, my dear,” he said, "'l didn’t really understand hov
much you hated this place till | saw it myself. Fo T
if 1 }!a\re .thoaght all along that you were a liar, a cro and
a poison ivy.

“So you thought | was an impostor and no doubt
to bump me off at the right time. My charming Bi i
Whﬂt a d‘el.igl-}tful fellow you are,”

.And it's just ghastly” she added after a pause, an W
smile at the beautiful Venusian sunshine, “to be i1

A VOYAGE TO VENUS 139
obody don't bump off nobody no more. j
a sports ground where 2 sene:l of
i in progress. [There was a tremendous
athle‘t]lc niaat:ll;saﬁv?f whcl:)m E\{Nere players on other fields of at
?ro‘: one of the games that they had come to watch. So
0 one was in good humour, and there were lots of
eversie just walking round and not over-exciting themselves
:ﬁzﬂt any of the contests. Naya steered !’mr partner thro}lgh
the erowd, keeping her eyes open, hoping that she mfght
meet one of her four fellow-voyagers across th.e seas of time.
It would have been a rare chance, but even in such crowds
such meetings happen occasionally. Had she met any of
them she would have promptly approached and_ cn.tered
boldly into conversation, confident in her perfect disguise.
Lucky was not wholly with Naya that day, but it seemed
to make a favourable compromise when she met a girl friend
who knew the Morants quite well. This young lady, in the
enthusiasm of a five-minutes acquaintance with a charming
friend who knew somebody that she knew, proceeded to tell
Naya all the intimate details of her own affairs and her
friends’, even inviting her to a boating and swimming party
on the lake. Naya thus learned all that she wanted to know
—that the two professors and the Morants had teamed up
and were engaged in scientific research. She also learned
the location and layout of the two laboratories.

where n
They mOVCd on to

When they returned to their camp that night, Nayella said _

in her forthright way:

] think we ought to wipe that Klado team, Mark.”

. "We have a serious purpose here, my dear,” he said, "and
I'm not one to indulge in foolish diversions and amusements.
Are they worth powder and shot, think you?"

“The Queel.:l of Protonia thinks so, my Lord Admiral,”
\gaa her mocking reply. ‘‘Getting even with that blue-eyed,
aby-faced s:loll. Vera, would be worth a lot of gunpowder
to me. Besides, we are at war, and surely the destruction of

f : . i
c:ﬁ;e?'fg'ﬂ’F“k'“g scientists would be a blow struck in the

Vera's eyes were not blue. They were grey, bright
ence, and not a bit babyish, but Naylen. l?ke

wn-eyed women, disliked blue eyes as th
| ;hﬁd and unkindly, so to the pirate qu:zns'e\;:::i

no reply to this gentle suggesti
: ggestion. Cool-
Gﬁﬁ‘;llflil?, he cz_zredf]ittle about risking hi:-)n-
wit iR ¥ his wilte's craving for revenge for fanci
gs, but an accident changed the whole cc;!urse ;f e?:tl:::

e e



140 A VOYAGE TO VENUS

At dawn the next morning the Hippers were bathing ;, .

spring of crystal clear wate
near the camp:
exceeding in SP
seen. Closer pr

r which cascaded over the 1o

Sunrise on Venusia was a glorious sight ha
lendour any earthly dawn that Naya had w;r
oximity to the sun made the light -‘”rnnm,r

but the denser, cloudier air of the planet modified both hey
and sunlightiiilhsre was never 2 cloudless dawn on Vep,,
and what the adventurers saw was a blaze of softly lumin,,
glory, a canopy of clouds changing like a 'slow-motmn screey
tinted with gay colouring from one fantastic scene to anotle,

then merging into a 80
rose higher.

ft, uniform luminescence as the g,

The sight thrilled the beholders qnd might have inspjeq
nobler thoughts even in the minds of the hardene
racketeers, but their attention was soon diverted to anothe

scene. Winging up with the dawn, in the light of the

sun, came a small “flying wing,' a monoplane of that

which represented the ultimate in atmospheric navi

Fuselage and engine were packed into a long, strean

and almost tailless wing tipped with ailerons. Its top
was 700 m.p.h.

As it passed over the forest, its pilot in a reckle:
skimmed the tree tops. In that treacherous light the
limbs and branches of a forest giant which towered fa
his humbler brothers must have been camouflaged,
plane ploughed right into them. There was a terrifi
as it broke off a big limb with the force of its impa
still going, dived on to the level, treeless surface of
topped hill a few hundred yards further on.

Automatically Naya shrank from the expected e
and burst of flame. She had lived long enough on
and learned enough about aerial navigation to k
up-to-date planes did not carry their own powe:
Their motors were always operated by wireless po
central stations in the same way as rail trains,
were almost as safe, Mark Hipper, unlike his wile
sub-conscious hang-overs from a former life, and h
towards the plane at once. There he saw lying
wreckage the sole occupant of the plane, a youn

Naya, he shouted, and as that young lady, havi
ered her wits, came running up, he pointed to th
pilot. Together they pulled and lifted, and soo:
freﬁ from the wreckage.

'\l?i:l:i: m::.khed Hipper as his wife bent over he

concern as if the young lady had |

of wood, Naya made a practical survey and in a few mo™

reported:

rising

"'""']E.
ration
1-lined

eed

ove
the

rash

nusii

lants.
from
hey
| no

r the

nan

ppes
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. oken bones, no wounds; only dazed.”
Hh:: :,:ti‘l:e brai? was working quickly, and almost without
e added:
3 Eml:,hl ;now this young flyer. She's Floreto Mara, and
['ve an idea she'll prove very useful to us.” )

She picked the aviatrix up in her brawny arms, holding
her like a baby and standing erect with feet slightly apart as
she faced her husband. ; ;

Mark could not help admiring her magnificent strength
and gracefulness. She reminded him forcibly of a bronz=
statue of a lioness on a rock holding a cub in her mouth.
When she followed her last remark by shouting an order at
him, the pirate chief of all the ten Jupiters was ready to obey
like a lamb. |

“Get that junk out of the way,’ she shouted.
over the cliff. I'll look after this jane.”

Hipper saw well enough what Naya was aiming at. On
the open and elevated table top the plane was a conspicuous
object from above, but at the bottom of the cliff the brush-
wood would hide the pieces completely. While he was
clearing away the fragments, Naya had carried Floreto into
the hut and placed her on a rough stretcher. Presently she
opened her eyes and enquired:

“Where am [?"

Naya comforted her with an assurance that she had not
seriously hurt herself and would soon be all right, gave her
some stimulants, fussed around her, and made her feel com-
fortable. Soon she was off into a sound sleep.

Bright and early next morning the two spies made a visit
to K.lal:lo'n laboratory—the visit which Klado had mentioned
to his daughter. Naya's over-confidence in her disguise had
alt_noat proved her undoing when Klado, in spite of every-
thing, had qaught, even through the seven veils of that magic
ha_nuformntlon, some glimpse of her personality—the old,
unique Nayella which even the scientific wizards of Protonia
v{}:uld not wholly transmute. Had she encountered the alert
d::: xﬂl’: her keen feminine insight, the queen of gangster-
over—th-'ggd; ta,:?ive ended her reign that same day, but Klado,
o al'l';:halluc{'::::i:::ought' had dismissed the glimpse of

That visit converted Hipper to Naya' i
visi va's plan for destro

i :rhic!o::mun?. Though Fergus Klado had been guar};:cgl
thatdl -imwnth’the strangers, he had said enough to give
Pencefule‘ pression that this was no machine for merely
adil Pl;ill‘poaes, but an engine of war capable of striking
ol ?If Ow at an enemy, and the pair left in a state of
It men like Fergus Klado and Neale Anders were

“Toss it
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engaged on war work, then it appeared to them i},

stead of sleeping in blissful ignorance of that menace |},
the skies, Venusia was aware of it and preparing to 1,

Some hint of Protonia’s existence and potency for eyj|

have reached the planet. Perhaps, thought Hipper, i

have been wiser to have found out if Venusia were

necessary. ) ) ;
They found Floreto sitting up in the hut, brighter bu

dazed. Evidently her brain had had a shaking up in the
Naya, after making sure that she knew a lot more 4},

the patient’s condition than Floreto could know |
uttered the usual platitude:
"Oh, how are you, darling?"’

Darling thought that she was fine and immensely o

to the kind woman who had tended her so sympathet
She then confided to her nurse that she had been
despatches, very very important despatches.

Naya assured her that the despatch bag was quite
the hut, which was quite true. She might have gon:
and added that, after having gone carefully through
tents, she noted with disgust that all the letters w
code of which she had not the key, but Floreto's w
given her the handle she needed to open the door of

“My dear,” she said, ] and my husband are in tl
Service too, and, confidentially, we've learned sor
most dreadful things. Do you happen to know the
who were supposed to have come from the Earth her
know, the ones that were put in the cooler and brou
here just simply millions and millions of years later?
ourselves, dear, | always did think that was a bit -

I know them all,”" said Floreto, which was no n
at all, to nursie. “And | know Vera Klado particu
\ t she's from here or over there [ don't car
fust sweet. |

You'll be surprised, my dear,” urged Naya co

ave it on the most perfect authority that th
'l:fver came from Earth at all, and what do v
f "Y‘d'.'md_ﬂl her big brown eyes into an express
tﬁ:n; est Iﬂ:?unent and horror, and her contrall

subterranean m : “They're fro
ful place ﬂﬂ-'lhd?i'i?mton' Ceneg gl
: ia; a horrible place, not ev:
Just a low-class satellite]” EERELSRS, not cv

Flﬂ!l‘h\mid duly impressed and Naya rushe

t

v

rea)

something more than 2 star-g.?zer's fancy before brand, |
an aggressor nation and declaring war on it. If_ the Ver, b
found EEISRRtIREy were b war, explanations migh; |,
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lutely in confidence, my dear, those fo

. . innocent-looking, baby
dmad%‘l geifi::tatth;hi:i:g:é} me to blast-furnace Mer-
doll, the;:ght Naya to herself), “her husband apd those two
cur)i, Ky Klado an d Anders—have been wn!lut_xg the most
gi:iwzlical conspiracy against our beloved Venusia.

“It appears that this Protonia is a most dreadful countl’)'é
.ust the sort of place, my dear, you d .expect _to ﬁnt_:l taggq
J to a ball of seething fiery magma like Jupiter with a big
ﬁed Plague spot crawling all over it. It is ruled by a group
of the most frightful gangsters’ (here the healthy young
hyena felt a twinge like theumatoid-arthritis; that part of the
story was true and how it hurt to tell it), “who live on one
side of it and keep all the people on the other side in a most
terrible condition.”

“Now these conguerors of Protonia weren't satisfied with
their own planet. Somehow they found out that Venusia
was a beautiful lovely place where everybody was happy
and there were lots and lots of everything, and what do you
think they decided to ddo';;:l My djar, dyou‘ih be surirueltj.”

*“No, I wouldn't,” sai oreto, dazed as she was by her
fall and this torrent of high-pressure sales talk, “‘l don’t
think I'd be surprised if they tried to grab it."”’

Naya moved her hand softly over the patient’s brow in
her very best bedside manner. No Macquarie Street special-
ist was ever more anxious to know a patient's cerebral con-
dition exactly. ‘“Really, my dear,”” she ran on, “you bave
got insight. Yes, they decided to grab it. So they sent
ihose awful dﬁpeoplle ;Jera iml:l Eric l.lMurant (l'l:hat man of

ers, my dear; on't believe they're rea married ),
and Klado and Anders, here to spy out this cogntry. Ho)w
our politicians could have fallen for that awful boloney that
they lived on Earth millions of years ago and came here in a
frelfz'el" I simply can’t think, but you know, my dear, what
politicians are—even on Venusia.”

Eler_@t_o, sitting dazed and open-mouthed, murmured:
And | was so sorry for Vera. | thought it sad the way
er cousin, going off into space and never heard of

: 'N oW abso

r, that's just the most dreadful part of the story.

what that cousin of hers did? Mind you, |
Nayella Gaba was as bad as that awful cat Vera
was a spy too, and one day she flew off into
e she was hiking to the hills. But, my dear, I
_ t,h@e_very‘ highest scientific authority she went right
tonia with that machine of hers crammed with
ans and all kinds of information. So thanks to
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her and Vera, e;pecia]ly Vera, the Protonians know o

to launch an attack.” i ;
“Oh, dear,” exclaimed Floreto, “and aren’t we reaq, .
tit?"”
mefr,ln happy to know that we are prepared, very w
pared,” lied Naya cheerfully, '‘but we must be ;

tabbing us in the back. Only to-day

ell pe.
refyl of

enemy agents s I mag,
a d,zadf-ul discovery. Those people are at work .
sabotage machine, and as soon as the Protonians yy
they'll unloose terrible destruction, striking in the rea; of i

forces. e
Having thus poured alarm and confusion into the mind

the dazed young aviatrix, whose brain was not yet func
ing smoothly after that awful smash, the cool gangster ]
her trump card. Protonia’s gangsterland had long
ised in drugs which overpowered the brain and produ .
most baleful effects. One of these was capable of prodyci,
a trance-like state in which a victim could be hypnoti
carrying out the orders of a master mind. At a sic
Naya, Hipper released this drug, and, while the two shiclded

their faces, Floreto found herself passing into a land of )
most beautiful dreams.

The gangsters had not come unprepared. The unconsciou
instrument of their foul plot was now supplied with a powe
ful bomb. Her conscious mind had already been prepared
by the fine publicity work of the glib Naya, and 1 the

ground thus prepared the master gangster's task ade
easier. By hypnotic suggestion Hipper directed his humar
instrument where to find the laboratory and what t

It was not his fault that there were only two victims. The
assassins would have dearly liked to have stayed and leamned
the result of their crime, but time was precious, and
not dare to expose themselves directly.

While the unconscious girl was on her way to !
the infernal orders, the Hippers, in a stolen plane, - flying
to the jungle nook where their own machines we |der

Before the smoke of the bomb had cleared,
winging their way back to Protonia in the big spac that
had swooped down to meet them.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO.
THE GREAT ARMADA.

Back from their voyage tto ;s{j::sp ;]h;: econaplratﬂfs crept
. s grea :
lnt’?’}f‘heﬁfr;l: F:ﬁzr(:z:r:re gno ch%:ering crowds and no fanfal:eii
W'hatlsl—lipper had learned of the new world th%_t hfe ad

ht to conquer was not too cheerful for Czar Terifa an
hid uncillors as the Chief Admiral unfolded the story to
?llnsen(;oat a secret session. They decided_ to strike at o}ll'lce.
and Admiral Hippe:]-a iln ?;{Hﬂhis gold braid strutted forth to
eady mobilise eet.

lea%hte}:: a‘-'l:as n!:) ceremony and no hoisting of flags. Tha
great war machine clicked and tfhn'red and purred; cryptic
signals and weird geometrical dem‘gns flashed on dar!( screens
inside the sealed hulls of space-ships 'thousancls of miles away
from the home base, and soon the flight began. From aero-
dromes north, south, east and west, from land bases, and
from lakes and rivers, even from the open ocean, where they
laughed at howling winds and dashing seas, the great sp_)hfzres
rose. Up to the stratosphere they went, and‘beyond it into
the emptiness of space. Here they formed into battle line
and rocketted on through starry realms.

These battle spheres were much larger and faster than
those which had winged Vahlen's gangsters across space,
though their shape was the same. For spatial navigation
the perfect sphere would not be improved upon till the end
of time. For observation purposes the hulls were of trans-
parent plastic, which admitted vibrations of a certain wave-
length and excluded others.

Vahlen's ships with their sleeping crews had been steered
through space by men who gave up their lives to guide them,
but technique had marched a long way since then. Hipper's
spheres carried their own power plant in the form of a lique-
fied gas. That gas was the coldest thing in the universe,

ml';l_Ch G!QE er than the absolute minus of space temperature,
th. i:h i8 273 degrees centigrade below zero. Exposure to a
g:agse:.u erature immediately converted the liquid into a

form with an enormous generation of ener A
[l : - N - gy‘

Zt:ad)’d m@ﬂfn of this liquid released into an exhaust pipe

ai:)ﬂﬂ Ied with a force_ w_hich drove the ship along, air or no

b b:l:;. t}l;lie!! rocl:et principle. There were several of these
~~%% PIpe€s at various points on the sphere's hull

(o PR G P sphere’'s hull, and

&y not only functioned as propellers but as rudders, mov-




L i
a magnetic beam was use i,

li&r_ ]

ned course. Space Navig,

 relative position of t}e 1
“of them, but luck fafri?:
ut Jupiter and Venus wf.,ee_f

ere

to leave its base, apg s,

et was already roaring gnwzr:
pheres were massed into thre,
~heads followed by a lesg com.
e. In the first line were t]],‘
ed hulls designed to pound
own on to doomed Venyg,

le crews would be ruthles
er down on cities, factor
tion, steam-rollering a wid,
uring out clouds of blazing
ome of the following spher
ded in these billowing flames

sh on to those in line ahead
f()r? this was war. The sphere
colossal armoured spearhead:

the ﬂégship itself, in which
loat over Venusia's destruc

eres had landed. The
he harvest of vi
g the lightnin \
rould come the systematic Ui‘

few hours, Moppin
 Frankenstein do

ste 4 |
Hipper would briné

l“_l"d to hawESt' but he ; b
bnhb‘fcould tell of what Ven
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S (the Pundit QOskhosh Obigosh 1;
And annﬂ_,ﬁ‘ paces; then he uttered that fam::m‘
to the end of Venusian time: ;

¥e DIDN'T WE GIVE 'EM DE WO,

|j
he ¢
Cug

dietyy

THE QUEEN OF PROTONIA.

Wh@}-kﬁpper saw his superdreadnoughts being pulverisy
he was not slow to realise that he was up against a poyg,
Gt than his own. He had no wish to share the fate o
he others, nor did he lose any time thinking about f,
Mue,.o_ﬁ_the unfortunate crews. That would have been i
£ le in any case, but he was not the one to indulge i',

of a warning that it was time for him to leaye
stellar projectiles came swishing down from no
. and skimming the armoured sphere rushed off ik

ck void of space. Then the Admiral turned and
sly fled. Making all speed back to his home bas
] easily, but when the hatch door was opened ht
ut a broken man.

P

air,”" he gasped, though the air-conditioned ship
plied with it. His dark hair had turned as whit
his brow was furrowed deep, and his whole frame
if senility had suddenly descended on him. Ny
‘stepped out beside him. Her nerves were ur
: her temper was that of a raging fiend Al het
:E'f ﬂ@ﬁeasy conquest, a triumphal strutting over !‘L"
om she despised, had vanished. That ambitio
red by a grinding of cosmic cogs Wi
om of Protonia could excel in 1u .
ng disaster, was not willing to ac pt to

still dreamed of salvaging some © fortuné:
s could not be conquered there was stil P[f.

& well knew, a goodly part of it was by ™
bjugated by the lords of the N g
‘was the sweet thought of reven "fij‘]

her side. He was played out @ "l_%nh.,j
ssly as he had broken others. N "w\.b._-:

hame and humiliation of tha! '_""b ;)laf,e

had shot down her defenceles®
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and foreibly dragged her from it. Mark Hipper would get
his in good Chicago style.

o her sharp-tongued taunts the once proud pirate chief

uld only reply with a w‘himper; , ;
- “Don't kick me when I'm down. Don't throw me in the

ditch, Nayella ;

IN;ye_lla cooled down immediately after her outburst. She
knew who was master ngw and was quite content to bide her
time and not waste words.

They entered the palace together and once more stood
before the puppet Czar Terifa and his councillors. The
Grand Admiral flopped silently into a chair. It was Naya
who took the floor, and her clear, unwavering voice pene-
trated to the farthest corners of the hall:

“Dread Sovereign and Councillors,” she began, almost
purring the formal preface, then her voice rose:

“] have to report that, excepting the flagship, the whole
of the Protonian navy has been destroyed, and I denounce
the Chiefd Admi}rlal, Mark Hipper, for cowardice, incompe-
tence, and treachery.

f:lmurmur r;m. Ehrough the hall, and the beaten admiral
tried to rise to his feet:

B "fl:h._ hell, what's the use?”’ he said, and flopped back into
is chair.

The 'staggering. news left the Council overwhelmed, but
Nayella's persuasive oratory soon revived them. Never in
um?rersnl history had the value of a universal language—
their common heritage from old Mother Earth—been more
clearly shown. Never had it been put to a worse use. Care-
fully choosing her words so as not to lead up too abruptly
io her._ra'al §:lesl.gn, she declared that, though armed force
dz_idl failed miserably, there was still a bright field for tact and

ltzlom_acy. 7 She kne.w her Venusia quite well and fully
un eratm;d lti peoples outlook. She had always opposed
ttack on it, and that was her reason for persuading
nd to come and have a lock at it; then she had
suade her headstrong mate from his wild plan,

(]

was so magnificent that even her crushed husband

l_to admire its brazenness. He signified his ap-
calling her a name which was expunged from the
| when the chairman’'s gavel had done pounding
the charming lady went on with her story. The
l_d;-were a lazy.lgood—for—nothing people able to de-
ir planet at a pinch, but too shiftless to take hold of
Peace with Venusia would leave the lords of Ang
free to settle the problem which really should han




150 A VOYAGE TO VENUS
been tackled before this mad venture——thr_: thorough oy,
jugation of the troublesome Greenlanders with their dan,,,
ous control of that Sital metal potencium and their growi,,
rebelliousness. Finally, Naya offered her services to negoliy,
peace with the Venusians whom she understood so well.
The Council accepted her offer and deputed her to neo,,
tiate. That meant Victory for Naya. She knew that g,
had triumphed and had already ﬁx§d the price of e
triumph. As she expected, there was little ne_ed for negoti.
tion. A few messages flashed across space in the commpo,
language of the two planets served to assure th;._w_ N\ enusiang
on the one hand that there would be no repetition of the
onslaught, and the Protonians on the otl?er that if there were
the result would be even more devastating next time. As
publicity stunt it was given out by Naya that the question of
marking the true racial boundaries of Jupiter and his nine
moons had been raised, but the Venusians formally denied
this.

As for indemnities, they quoted Citizen Obigosh:

“The show would have been cheap at twice the money."

So peace, perfect peace, reigned on the two planets, and
endless streams of limelight poured down upon the |
young lady who had saved Protonia from an avengi

I\-l!':'

3 1

vasion. The unfortunate Hipper was disrated and cast into
durance vile. Nobody even remembered that he had once
been the husband of the peerless goddess.

And with all this glory shining on his obvious successon

Czar Terifa chose the most opportune time to die. The Czan
of Protonia might be autocrats, but at least they were tactf
and, at times, most considerate. Soon everybody wa
that there was only one person worthy to be his successo
knew who that person was and she was delighted, bu
did this cool, calm and capable woman grab the i1l
‘.::oth hands, even though she knew that by precedent
ancient custom established from time immemorial’ ™ all
Czars in Gangstertonia were finally ‘‘topped oft D Jack
Ketch the hangman? Did she rely on her woman s ™"
save her, or did she think that a soapy-ropy death was?
small price to pay for this brief burst of glory?

There are some things in human psychology which cann¢
be explained on rational lines. Far, far away from 1™
planets of Venus and Protonia, there have been di
mcmd"ble,b‘l“d‘ who, while mean enough to stedl
from a blind man's hat, have been known to shell o
and bushels of gold to buy an empty bauble, or e "}

g::tt:;l.mc‘l urgers who are known to “advise’
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when the Council met again, its first job was to pro-
thunder of guns, blast of bugles, and roll of
“our well-beloved Nayella Gaba, to wit, Bag ol
the classic tongue of Days Dead and Departed,”” wat
' Czarina and Empress of Protonia, i

st official act of Gangstertonia’'s Queen was to de!
nd the power to deal with ex-Admiral Hipper. This wa
' granted, and the wretched pirate was dragged
cell. A few miles from the palace there stood one.
onders of the Protonian world. It was a great geyst
ch, at regular intervals, spouted up a column of boiliz
water. Close to the vent of the geyser was an impr
natural formation, a gaily-coloured marble chair so perf
formed that it might have been the work of an artist.
was known as the Devil's Seat, as the cascade of boil
water always fell upon it, leaving it shrouded in hot, |
phurous vapour for some time after the jet had subsided

Into this chair the unfortunate ex-Admiral, loaded
chains, was placed an hour before the regular tim
eruption. b

There are leaders of gangsterdom’ whose courage matg
their callousness, but Hipper was not one of them.
begged, whined, pleaded, and in fact did all that the sadi
Naya wished him to do.

“My dear Hipper,”' she said. "Do you think 1 have f
gotten how you murdered my pilot and dragged me fro
that shattered ship? You ask for mercy: when have
ever shown it to anyone? When did you ever give th
slightest hint that you could pity anybody? All along I haw
known that you would break me when you thought it wa
time to do so, but I got in first, my proud Mark. I am oni
doing what you have done to thousands—what you woull
have done to me. Death is nothing when it comes with sof
and silent tread, but to you, sitting there on that marble slab
there will come a hundred deaths and a hundred memori
of the deaths you have dealt out to others. Now, di
assassin, diel’ .

Wh_en Hipper had been disposed of, Naya called anothe
council and boldly unfolded his plan for the settlement o
the Stonelandia problem—that vexed question arising out
hhe flual_naturv_a of Protonian society; on the one hand
l:’mmant race in Angmagsalik, on one side of the globe, o
the other the conquered and subject people of Stonelandis

aya, of course, submitted the plan as her own, but sh

i:ma improve upon it, and just as he had unfolded it te

e placed it before them.,
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They all knew, of course, that, although the subjec; g,
landers were kept at a lower level of culture, they |;C1°I“"'
very dangerous weapon in the monopoly of that won ey,
metal potencium, which, smelted with copper, P“‘Jtiu,-;pd'l'u}

alloy more beautiful than gold and stronger and lighte, lhan

steel. The peculiar climatic conditions of the mining reg; an
which made it impossible to replace them except by (11“(‘”’:

landers, who would endure generations of suffering bef
they were acclimatised, raised another problem, and |
these dangers there was only one remedy. tor
Naya then calmly presented Hipper's suggestions iy
form of a three-point programme: £
(1) Extermination of the Stonelanders after securing 4
available stocks of potencium. o
(2) Enslavement and acclimatisation of half of the aimy
that conquered them. ARt
(3) The building up of a chosen guard in Angmagsalik
(the dominant part of the planet) to balance the
enervated body of overseers in Stonelandia, and

gradually destroy them. b
Tl:ae Council hailed this programme as evidence of their
Czarina's genius. They fully endorsed it, and ordered the
mobilisation of the armed forces which were to carry it into
effect, but before their preparations were completed strange
things were to happen. b

~d

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR.
THE TRUTH MACHINE.

tripg'-D my Lady Naya didn't gain too much by her spymng

It was the Pundit Oskhosh Obi 1

: the F gosh who spoke. Il
:lt:“ Sl:gkndmg in the big powerhouse as the 1Glast vestige o
. |:n racketeers’ invasion fleet vanished from the sky. Beside
o ;r::e Erfe.and Vera Morant and Floreto Mara. Ve
She had [‘:;:ngﬁ much to Floreto since the bomb murder
i the whole truth of the gangsters' cru ple
she had Bw:r eto no grudge, rather pitying her in foct.
between themvﬁﬁ Eon‘:l of her father and the tragedy s°%
the il Beit u‘:w: in the face of that cosmic strugg! |
affair, i t, after all, her own loss was a very s™%

She turned

that day wheni_owards the Venusian girl with memonc |

, lost and bewildered in a strange wo'ld
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forted by Floreto's soft voice and cheery worg

“Floreto,”” she said, and the gentle look i

ey eyes added volumes to that single word. Thi

s Floreto did not wait to hear more. She rushed

a's arms and, sobbing, laid her head on her shoulder.
 can you ever forgive me?'’ she whispered.

dear, there is nothing to forgive,” said Vera. “You
nly the blind instrument of a cruel plot. Oh, I under-
all well enough now. Don't let those assassins kill
rit, too. They meant to kill or enslave us all, and
got what was coming to them, haven’t they?"'
hty glad to hear you say that,” observed the Pundit
~ “If there's any forgiving to be done I'm the ore
uld ask for it. [ might have saved the lives of your
d Anders.”
3" gasped Vera in open-mouthed astonishment.
| see,’’ said the Pundit, “we knew that that hellcat
r pick-up, Hipper, were on this planet. In spite
ever disguise we traced them soon after they ha
nd it is my fault for not having kept a much clos
n them.” '
 knew.” repeated Vera. Her eyes were hard a
and the colour had left her cheeks. -
I knew,” repeated the Pundit. “In fact, [
nted to you that day in my office that she woul
rotonia and pick up with crook elements there.
u can't live on Venusia in these days of advan
logy without betraying your general ideas to ¥
en. | knew what Naya was, and | had more than
. of what Protonia and its heads were, after ¢
ilots began to disappear there. [—and I say |
fully accept responsibility for carrying out execudl
the way | did—allowed Nayella and her soul
around here and see all that they wanted to see.
en hopeful that they might learn the folly of trying
this world, but if they were still determined on
"and conquest, the sooner they made the effort ai
ver and done with the better for the people of bo
But I solemnly assure you, Vera, that I dids
L the assassination.”
turned silently away and gazed with tense face al
es up to the great starry stream on which the ato
sintegrated Jovian fleet were drifting. Presently
| and said quietly: ]
en  Smith, if the loss of my father's life and
'was a necessary sacrifice; if only that stood betw
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we and the triumph of those gangsters, I gladly accept flia

loss."'

Eric placed his hand gently on her shoulder. “They |;,,

still in their work for humanity,” he said, and drew her gepy),
ds him. ! i ! '
tn‘:’%o:h, yes," said the Pundit unromantically, “and

i e. That machine of theirs.”
relﬂl\%?::ﬁ all this about the machine?” asked Eric, ",
why was that pair of racketeers so anxious to destroy it)"

“Maybe they over-estimated its powers, and maybe ),
didn't,” said the Pundit ambiguously. "It really isn't a w;,
machine at all. Though the professors gave it a terrific nan,,
it's quite an iﬁt;o;ent a]Eair-——-among innocent people like oyy.

es,”” he added smiling.
seles;“ not in Gangsterland, eh?” hazarded Eric.

“You hit the nail right on the head, old boy. That reminds
me that we ve learned quite a lot about this mystery plant
lately. You see, while Naya and her soul-mate were giving
us the once over, we put our own team on Protonia, and a
very interesting story they've been telling us over the spatial
radio. It appears that there's a very different set-up ove
there. Not at all like Venusia, where there's one big family
without any boundary fences and everybody's happy. In
fact, there's quite a cauldron of trouble brewing and stewing,
One half of Protonia is up against the other half. Our agents
were lucky enough to land in a place called Stonelandia,
where the human yeast seems to be most in ferment, and,
without going into details, they found themselves jolly wel
come there,

“Now, just as you say, Eric, it seems to me that the right
place for this jolly old engine on which Klado and Anders
toiled so hard is over there on Protonia, or, to be more
specific, in Stonelandia.”

"How do you propose to get it there>" ,
Hop inte my old bus and let's all four of us go with it
uugFgleated the Pundit.
oreto gave a little cry of delight, and tripped over [
stand beside Oskhosh. "Smithy"' she said, “you're a marvel.
e way you say it—just like that, Won't it be perfcctly
thr!!lmg? Will you pilot us?" .
I I course, of course. I'll ring up Rosebud and !l !
won't be back at the office for some time—if at ol b€
added. Hh i
:'Oh. I'll ring up for you, shall 13" asked Floreto.
Okay,” said the Pundit. iy e g4
oreto rushed to the telephone booth and dialled the
number: - el

1ef
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Rosebud ; this is Floreto. Osky won't be back th
. And what do you think? WWe're off on a
¢ with the Morants.” 1
 gorgeous! I'll close up early and take my boj
the pictures. And Florrie dearl”
darling?”’

en you marry Osky, see that he buys good cigarss
he uges smell punk.” \
‘Rosebud, really—!"
] know, but you couldn’t po popping off to Pro-
| a bachelor unless you'd decided to marry him.
d you?”

break it down, Rosie.”
our Osky is a dear, and [ just couldn’t bear to
yim so far from home without a good woman to
of him. Congratulations, Flo. Good-bye."
,i;q'us'_h‘ed back to her Osky in high glee. [f Rosebud
ure that he belonged to her, then he must be hers.
tha't. and everything was perfect.
ations were soon made, and the voyage to Pro-
d off without incident. The Greenlanders’ navy
wept from the skies, and there was not even a
around as the great sphere carrying Eric, Vera,
Floreto Mara shot down through the Protonian
ind zoomed to the ground.
tma had carefully chosen his landing ground.
his agents, already established in the hostile
rought it down gently on top of the great plateau
otencium mines were operated by the slaves of
Usually the first few days of a stranger’s life on

eau were attended with much distress and suf-
s human system accustomed to the heavier pres-
wer atmospheric layer tried to adjust itself to
onment. Besides the difficulty of breathing,
 fact that water boiled at a much lower tem-
ch made the preparation of food difficult. The
ad come prepared to meet the changed condi-
onned their oxygen masks, making themselves
phant-headed gargoyles as the great snouts hung
goggled hoods. The long snouts served as
as well as respirators, and they were able to
eely.
Eric to his companion as they paced the
the new planet for the first time in their ad-
‘doesn’t it seem strange to you that man
nsidered himself a land animal?”
weird goggles Vera looked down to her feet.
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“] hope I'm walking on terra firma,” she said, “o; i, ;
terra cotta?”’

“‘Certainly you tread firm earth, my dear,. but we'ra fish
swimming in an ocean of gas. Walking fish if you like, b,
still fish.” ; e

| feel more like a bird in this rare air,’”” said Vera, "1,
[ wouldn't like to be one of the poor fish tba‘t_ work in thege
mines digging copper or whateveli]you call l:t.

“Potencium, my dear. They alloy it with copper. If they
hadPl?:d it“:}: our old mudball, the E.arth, the br()n‘e agi
would have made up the whole story, and there would have
been no need for an iron age to follow.

“Well, mines may be very interesting, l?‘ut I'm not fo
staying over to inspect them,” said Vera. ‘‘The sooner we
get down to sea level and get these Klu Klux Klan hoods
off, the better I'll like it."

But the Mahatma was not guite ready to oblige her. Fo
his own good reasons he wanted first of all to make an in-
spection of the potencium mines; so he descended to the
bottom of the deepest shaft, observed the trend of the line
of lode, and discussed mining operations with the diggers;

then, ascending to the surface, proceeded to make a number

of calculations.

“As 1 thought,” he said cryptically.
racket!”

“What does my Osky say is a racket?’’ queried Floreto
Mara.

“This ore digging,” said the Pundit, but he would not
laﬁ!fy Floreto's curiosity any further.

With the help of an electric crane and a crew of brawny
Stonelanders, Klado's machine was soon hoisted from the
big spatial sphere and loaded into a runabout monoplane.
The four travellers hopped in beside it and glided down to
the level plain beside the Nile-like river—the ancestral home
of the Stonelanders where they had dwelt for ages bel

“Another lousy

Vﬁuﬂn'i%:fnnnquering gangsters had swooped down on them
M'myhowwef. the conquerors’ guards and overseer®
were not in evidence. The crash of the Greenlanders 12"

in space had echoed thunderously in Stonelandia H’f
G‘rm‘d‘_ﬂ'hﬂd tried hard to keep the news, or at =%
the m“‘f the disaster, secret, but in vain. The nev "f‘h"
g:oun_d._“ﬂ it became the signal for a general rising ?
wl::q"i“dl and overseers of the ruling caste hv.-;<~r-. “n‘
; d, and preparations were made to resist the avers™
invasion which they knew must follow.
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dst of these startling developments that the
ved and set up the Klado pulveriser, as
call it.

in a big stone building, where at any hour
‘operator could have perfect darkness and

g it do?” said Floreto, full of curiosity.
d rattletrap printing press to me."

my dear. It is, in fact, a kind of long
ress—a spreader of mental daylight, the
f the first chisel with which the ancient
hieroglyphs of wisdom on the stones be-
a and her sparring partner seemed to
that it was a stupendous affair capable of
to stardust. Well, that's all there is to it.”

s, Floreto answered scornfully. ‘““What

ised,”’ said the Mahatma. It was the
t Martin Luther, that made the Protestant

Marty been obliged to carry round a
nes chiselling his theses on them, or had

that great intellectual upheaval would
a flat tyre, but with the printing press he
e with new ideas in no time.

| prefer to name this jigger a Truth machine.
Lt proverb:

; veritas et praevalebit.’

t Truth's terrific when it packs a wallop—
nificantly, ‘‘you've gotta pack de wallop.”
er,”' commented Eric sarcastically. “And
e Truth's naked limbs to stop the Empress
g armour from grinding Stonelandia to

to you, citizen Morant, that, in a world
by ruthless racketeers, the very keystone
‘whole realm is lying—sheer, brazen, un-
, it's a great racket, crushing truth in
orm, and welding the human cattle into a
mer down your rivals, but, you see, you
i'._ket without them, and the masses must
them to cut throats for beer and skittles
tell 'em it's all for high and lofty ideals

Now, our charming Naya is working
ie campaign. Listen!”
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He switched off the light, and the room was plunged |,
darkness. On a screen at the far end of the room there ap.
peared a group of people seated round an imposing apg
massive carved table. The familiar face and figure of Nay,
very imposing in her royal robes, stood out among a groy,
of strange councillors. Across time and space, and throug,
supposedly impenetrable stone walls, 'Klados machine hag
feaped to present a secret co_nEerence in that dread Holy of
Holies, the Innermost Council Chamber of the Great Gang.
ster realm. ;

A palsied, senile, little weasel with one leg, and the shoe of
the other in the grave, was saying to Naya:

“It's the survival of the fittest. We select the chosen fey
to build up the new world, but don't you think, Your
Majesty, that ten thousand is rather too many.”

“I think not," replied the other self-elected “survivor”.
“By the time we have bumped off all the Stonelanders and
worked their successors to death in that awful climate, Pro-
tonia will be an empty place. Let’s not overdo it."”

The Mahatma turned off the current and the picture van-
ished: then he turned on the light again.

*YWhat on earth are they talking about?'’ asked Vera.

“That,” said the Mahatma, ‘‘is just a charming little con-
spiracy of Naya's. She proposes first of all to wipe out the
troublesome Stonelanders,  After that she expects a lot of
trouble from the very superior Greenlanders; so she'll wipe
out all but a few of them, too. She wants to make Ane-
magsalik a preserve for the chosen few—the selected 10,000,
but there will surely be ructions among them and another
purge. That will be followed by more purges till only Naya
and her Council survive. ' If she succeeds in bumping off il
Council, then there'll only be the Empress left, and N
so crooked that she couldn't live on this planet alone withou!
shooting herself in the back from ambush.”

“Then what are we to do about it?"' asked Eric. /e e
here _juat to make pretty pictures and talk about it while this
atrocious invasion goes on. Why not bring the Venusian

navy here and clean up Gangstertonia and its wicked
queen?”

Not so fast, Citizen Morant. There's no help like If-
help. Let's find out first if the Greenlanders are wi”:"ll‘
}.‘te,l,P themselves, We'll soon know what they think 2b0%
1t.

* * ™
Thrc:_ughout' the realm of the New Angmagsalik, or “” el
stertonia as the Venusians preferred to call i, radio, "'h
1

vision, einemas and mechanical loud speakers were busy ™
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of the threatened invasion of the cherished undet
wire-whiskered savages from Stonelandia. It we
stated that they had linked themselves with the un-
ble enemy, those degraded sub-humans from that dis-
_.;i]anet Venus, whose very name suggested that the
" of the race were no better than they ought to be.
very border, it was stated, stood colossal super-
ghts capable of moving by sea or land, and plated
ining potencium-copper armour a thousand feet thick
shone with fiery rays that would melt stone. These
ady to steam-roller the realm of Gangstertonia, with
eautiful culture and traditions, into the dust.
army was mobilised, the army tanks rolled out on
od bearings, and the air fleet was ready. Only the
mere of the great armada were missing. The Ven-

attended to that, and no attempt was made to
pper's flagship for fear of misunderstandings with
‘With bitterness Naya realised that stellar space now
to the Venusians, and she could only conduct a
n party, with the Protonian sky the limit to a very

‘poker game.
great central square of Gangstertonia's capital city
de, spacious and imposing, but hard—hard as Naya's

ce. Instead of a carpet of soft grass, it was sur-
rari-coloured tiles. Only around the edges could

te be seen at the foot of the palm trees, and

‘the palms stood huge statues in bronze or marble

= great two-gun racketeers since the migration, Here

n the immense double statue of the two master i
Jey Vahlen and Vern Rayo. They stood face to
ne guns on hip, enshrined forever in the act of
the ancient and honourable custom of bumping
adition had long ago elevated them to superhuman
pernatural rank, and the most fantastic legzends were
“about them. At the foot of the statuc was a small
vhich was said to have immediately gushed forth as
\d of the martyrs sprinkled the earth following the
spray of turned on heat. By common report all
‘of miracles had been performed by this spring
 raising the dead to life, giving sight to the blind,
ng wooden legs into living flesh, to procuring
 sextuplets.

centre of the square stood a great rostrum, and it
‘ vhen the working day had ended and all were free
..ﬂmt".the Empress was to deliver her vital messags
onians. In the long nights of that dark side of
satellite, which like the Earth's Moon showed only
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one side to the parent planet and derived but a faint ligh,
from the distant sun, the sky was easily darkened even by th.
lightest clouds. Hence it generally happened that, rain o
no rain, there was a dark canopy overhead, and on this qc.
casion it seemed to be darker t!‘lan ever, forming a strikins
background to the brilliant lighting of the square. :

Hours before the appointed time, the crowds and the
soldiery began to arrive. Around the rostrum a ring of
armed forces was formed up with brass bands and blaring
bugles. Martial music filled the air, and from time to time
there came the braying notes of the loud speakers, shouting
slogans such as “Long live crime’; “Hooray for gangster.
jsm'": “‘Gun rule forever''; “Give us hell and keep us happy ',
““Put the boot in: we love it’: and so on. As mechanically
as the instruments, the crowd repeated these slogans from
time to time and engaged in well-regulated cheering.

Then the Queen ascended the rostrum.

Majestically she strode up the stairs, the little diamond
crown surmounting her black locks. In her own hated Ven-
usia those diamonds would have been worth “Hot peanuts,
five cents a bagl’ but it could not be denied that she wore
them with grace. Over her fine broad shoulders an ermine
robe was flung, and she carried a lace of brilliant diamonds
where custom ordained that her predecessors should carry a
rope. Two little curly-haired page boys were train-bearers
for her long robe, and her high-heeled jewelled shoes en-
hanced her height. Never had Protonia seen a more m: i
queen, and as she turned to face her subjects there was a
tense hush.

“This,” thought Naya, ‘‘is the greatest moment of my
Jife.” Alas, it was to be her most humiliating one.

Slowly and deliberately the Empress began her talk, an
ap her deep, powerful, contralto voice, low at first, grew (0
its full volume, it penetrated to the farthest corners of the
vast square, scorning the mechanical aids that had been m de
ready for her.

As the gangster Queen proceeded, she poured ou in
smooth, resonant tones a string of falsehoods which ¢ aused
even the hardened, shrunken and shrivelled little ghouls of
t!"ﬂ Innermost Council to hang their heads for shame i
lies had been lice, Jove's nine satellites would have scra! d
themselves to dust at the recital. She accused the un'o"
tunate Stonelanders of conspiring with the Venusians to &
grade the Greenlanders to the lowest depths of miser™ She
declared that Venusia was a land where the dead bodies '
Sta!’v‘d millions lay piled up in the streets, that Angmaé
salik was the only free spot in the universe, and tha! the

che
s
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' revolt was an organised slave raid designed to
eople of the planet into chain gangs to work
mines.

e while as her musical voice flowed on without
. from her hearers, a sense of strange, questioning
seemed to disturb the crowd. No one voiced the
hf3.§vell'yone was thinking, '"What racket is being

W |
suddenly there flashed out on the dark sky overhead
crimson letters, scintillating with dancing fire, a mes-
at ancient language, the legacy of old Mother Earth

; TARDACHEGULINO VI MENSOGASII!*

atter part of the message equalled the retort of King
ight to the vile varlet who held the Lady Lyonors
1: "Dog, thou liest!', and just as the princely Gareth
spring from loftier lineage than thine own,” the
ade an unflattering reference to Naya's parentage.
s no Daniel, and the origin of that celestial
kel, Upharsin,” which made Belshazzar's cabaret
leap as a Haymarket chop suey, was a complete
her, but far, far away on the other side of that
net which was about to see the dawn of a
ere stood, in a darkened room, a pot-bellied
e inevitable cigar, ash-screened almost to a
! \z#as stuck jauntily in his mouth, and with a weird
ocation he still hit the cuspidor at the other end of
en in pitch darkness. He was fitting a printed
Klado's machine, and the rays of dark light (rays
nvisible band of the spectrum) projected through
5 the other side of the globe, impinged on the black
cent clouds of the Angmagsalik sky lighting just
touched. Result, a sparkling sign which would
_ And to the
in the great Vahlen square the real surprise was to
It was the wording of the second slide.
news flash told the story of the real conspiracy which
Naya and her shady directors were about to foist on
ed people. It told of the cruel plateau where ths
1asses of Angmagsalik were destined to replace the
d Stonelanders in a life of lingering death. [t told

—

ation of Esperanto word, or compound of words, FIBAS-

EGU':-INO: Fi, an expression of scorn; bastard, base-born;

pression of contempt; eg, big; ul, a fellow; ino, feminine

lmlu to: Great, big, dirty, low, base-born, female rascal.’
equals “You lie.”
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utine order of mass murder; first the Stone.
{::gzer:'f th:n“:;he enslaved Greenlanders, and ﬁna'lly their
armed guards, till only the select ten th.t‘lusand survived,

““And now,” concluded the message, "1 assure you on the
word of the representative of the free people of Venusia tha
I, the Pundit Oskhosh O}ngosh of the Seven Veils Unveiled
and to whom the Mysteries of_Heaven are but as the Square
Root of Minus Nought, having examined the potencium
mines of Protonia, have found that the _whole system of
working same is a lousy racket. 1 can drive a twelve mile
tunnel from the base of the plateau into the line of lode“anr]
make the whole diggings as healthy as a flower garden.

The effect was stupendous. A mighty roar rose from the
crowd, and a brand new slogan refoundcd through Vahlen
Square: ‘'Down with the gangsters!

Naya was cool even in the face of disaster. She prom
ordered the guards to clear the square, but it was too |
The guards themselves were very half-hearted about it. The;
knew that their lives, too, were but as dust in the balance
to those who had concocted that vast and diabolical plot
Having cleared a space round the rostrum, they simply halted
their horses, sitting still in the saddles, and allowed the crowd
to creep back again under their horses’ bellies. In less than
no time Naya was dragged down, and she and her associates
were cast into prison. Within an hour a provisional govern-
ment had taken over.

L * L]

tly

As if to welcome the dawn of a new era, the distant sun
was shining on Protonia through a sky for once free of
clouds. There were no more Greenlanders or Stonelanders
now. Notes immediately exchanged between the two cov
ernments had ended all that, and Protonia’s people were
one as Venus's had been for ages. Naya lay in hospitel
her cousin Vera, with her husband and their two compan=i%
had hastened to be with her at the end.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE.
EXIT NAYA.

lla Gaba, Queen, Empress, and poor wandering 1
from home, lay dying.
Naya welcomed death, for this was the end of a k
ot a perfect one. t
de her in the prison hospital stood the Morants |
wo companions, Oskhosh and Floreto Mara.
"dying woman looked up into her cousin’s pitying
th all her faults, Vera still loved her cousin: ]
acked the wrong horse, Vera, but | had a glorious ru
 money. The old grey mare Venus was the goods
nd Protonia an also ran, but tell the world, cousin
at I die with a clear conscience. [ did my best in
ances | was pushed into, and who could do more
I'm so glad it's over. Why was | dragged out of
ghurst to be Queen of this punk outfit? [ swear, Vera,
‘many a time I'd have given it all up for my own little
my own wee pet mouse, sweet little Winkypoo."
roar of the angry, rebellious mob, shouting curses at
oated through the window, and the dying Queen’s
g spirit fluttered again.

ear the cattle,”” she said scornfully. "l only made a
in percentages. [ tried to bump off ninety per cent.
in one slap, and the dirty cows couldn't take it. If I'd
content with ten per cent. I could have burned ‘em
blicly on Vahlen Square, and the other ninety per
would have gone plodding by with eyes to the ground,
sir way to the daily grind of toil. The sheep, bah, the
ts!!”

clinging close to her companion, whispered, ‘“What
dying from?"

‘A bad attack of survival of the fittest,” replied the

u mean‘—?" gueried Eric.
cancer,” said the Pundit, “but none such as you've
rd of. This case is unique in all the history of the

ugh the mists of death, Naya's vanity rose like the
foggy morn:

isn't that just thrilling! What a bonzer funeral
ad if I'd only remained Queen of Protonial™ '
brought it on?"" asked Eric.
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“First let me explain just what cancer really is,” replicq
the Pundit. ‘“In your first life-time, Citizen Morant, a lot
ill-informed people spoke of ‘the roots of cancer.’ They
might as well have spoken of the roots of the rolling tide o,
the flowing air. You know that all living things are made u,
of tiny cells, and when, due to some chemical change, a ce|)
or group of cells starts a frantic growth and begins to devoy,
the surrounding cells, that is cancer. The surgical remedy, |
might add, was like chasing atoms with a carving knife.”

“Then what has that to do with the survival of the fittest)>”

“It is Nature's finest commentary on the egotism of those
who, having selected themselves as the fittest, brazenly a.
sume an identity between wild nature and a social o
artificial environment. Here, then, is Nature's answer—the
magnificent and virile domination of a good sarcoma devour-
ing its weaker neighbour cells. Vahlen, Rayo, Naya, vea
verily and likewise Bejabers y Begorra—all these were pre
eminently fitted to survive as a social sarcoma.’’

*“Oh, stop,” protested Vera. ‘‘Haven't you a heart, man®
My cousin lies dying there, and you're discussing her as if
she were a bag of chaff.”

“Don't stop him, dear,” said Naya. “Go on, Doc.! C
vou're tough, but not half as tough as [ was.”

“A wonderful patient,”’ said the Pundit in his best bedside
manner. ' A splendid patient. Presently, my dear, you
vanish completely before our very eyes. A glorious death
Your poor system has been so upset in every electron
every atom of its make-up by the enormous strain of vo
voyage in space and time, and your utter incapacity to adj

yourself to your environment, that you'll just go up like o
One Hoss Shay,

‘All at once and nothing first,
Just like bubbles when they burst.’

‘Even a common sarcoma often has a psychological b
Worry, unemployment, anxiety may be important induci
factors, but in your case the cumulative effect of cosn
forces has been devastating. Presently each atom will |
apart and every single electron float down the stream
time. Look, folks, there goes one foot already.”

Fe was right. Naya was lying on a couch with a Il
gown over her, and they could plainly see that her right foo!
had disappeared. It was quickly followed by the other. 1°"

er arms, trunk and head, till at last there remained on'
the imprint of her head on the pillow.

A VOYAGE TO VENUS

“News flash,” said the Pundit, eyeing the vacant pillow.
“Another big gangster gone into smoke! A7
“Bill Smith,”’ screamed Vera, ‘‘you're just being horrid.

*But she's gone now, ' observed Eric fatuously.

“Well, my little pearl,” said the Pundit, dra:wing Florgto
closer, ‘‘what about settling down right here in Proton@?
You know I've got a job of work digging that twelve-r'mle
tunnel to the potencium mines, and there are other things
besides. 1 think that Protonia is a place with a future—
work, struggle, combat, something to achieve, something to
fight for.”

“That's exactly what | think,"" said Eric. “"Venusia is so
utterly perfect. There is absolutely nothing to improve upon
there, and that makes it a trifle dull."”

“That's what I think, too, darling,”” Vera echoed. ''Our
future task is right here.”

But Floreto did not say what she thought. Anywhere was
good enough for her so long as she was with her Osky.

THE END.
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