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THE TOWER OF SPACE

fey

H. Reginald Rudolph

The tower of space reaches endlessly 
Upward and outward and on,
On to the meeting of parallel lines, 
On to the infinite dawn.

The tower of space is a challenge to man, 
To climb its remarkable stair;
To cross its depths and stand erect
At the end of the universe there.

The tower of space is a ruthless thing, 
A tower of lies and deceit,
A tower where man is pitted ’gainst man 
As they rocket where parallels meet.

The tower of space is gigantic, 
Each star is a room in the tower, 
Our galaxy is its garden, 
The Milky Way is a flower.

To conquer space is the purpose of Man,
To climb that tower so tall,
But hasten, Human, with your rocketing plan, 
That tower is likely to fall'.



The little dos; was red

by Carl Ridgeway

THIS BEING the initial 
issue of Void, I thought it 
might be proper in my first 
column to relate a few inc
identals concerning the mag 
for the benefit of you rea
ders. It is published quar
terly by two young and quite 
interesting individuals who 
go by the names Charles Cook 
and Lew Gaff (not pseudo-nyms), 
They have worked hard and lorn: 
to put the very best into 
the magazine that is avail
able to their resources, and 
I am sure you will enjoy it. 
I, for one, am proud to be 
writing for them.

Gaff, who first got the 
inspiration for the magazine, 
is a tall, ugly, usually 
taciturn young man still in 
his teens. Besides handling 
half the editorial chores, 
he also helps with covers. 
After glancing over the mat
erial to go into the magazine, 
I was a little inclined to 
believe it was he and not 
Ed Talon who did most inside 
illos. You will, I think, no
tice the similarity of the 
two styles. However my theory 
was shattered when I was p ^son- 
ally introduced to Mr. Taio.

Mr. Cook, a rather short 
and light-haired man of twen
ty-eight, is an avid fan of 
science-fiction, and he nur

tures a tremendous dislike of 
the vaunted Ray Bradbury, whojzi 
needs no introduction here, I 
am quite sure. For Cooks views 
on Bradbury, see the AUTHORS 
PRO AND CON section in this 
issue. When first introduced 
to Mr. Cook, he struck me as 
being somewhat pedanic, but 
after talking to him. a short 
while, another of my theories 
fell into dust, which is the 
way with most of my theories.

I DO, HOWEVER, sometimes 
drum up after a fashion some 
ridiculous theory concerning 
the realm of science, et cet
era; and that, primarily, is 
what will be dealt with" in 
future Scientifically Speaking 
columns.



MR. RIDGEWAY having 
duced VOID, we will 
formalities here and get down 
to brass tacks;

WE NEED MATERIAL'.

Where have you heard that 
song before? There is a blanket 
solicitation for material on 
the last page of this zine, and 
you'll find our address there. 
So right here and now let me 
detail-ize what we want:

Our slogan is: "We'll take 
anything so long as it's fan
tastic." We should add to that: 
"But articles needn't be." In 
fact, shouldn't be...unless 
they're in fun.

Since we- haven't any out
side material at the moment, 
here is what we have slated for 
the Spring ish:

THE LONG SLEEP, by Scott 
Cameron, whom you will find in 
this issue in collaboration with 
Dru Malamov 111. This short is 
about a man who went to bed one 
night and woke up the next day, 
only it was /a million years 
later. We've scheduled Malamov 
doing THE SALEMAN, a tale of a man 
who tries selling deep freeze 
units to Plutonians...and sells 
half a million of them.

Sal Roth expects to be back 
with A LONG WAY HOME. This short 
is about the same as all of 
Roth's work, but some of you 
may like it.

intro- 
dispense with

PART TWO of HAMMER AND 
Stuart Cory will also 

be included. We deem it necessary 
to explain that this serial 
has been condensed with the con
sent of the author from a long
er and more involved tale, 
entitled ANGEL WITH A PITCHFORK. 
The fact that it is future tense, 
in our estimation, places it in 
the category of stf.

Subscriptions to VOID are 
one buck per year. Single copies 
go for two bits. If you want to 
write something you're sure 
we'll except, write a check for 
a subscription. I don't know 
where that joke was born, but 
I'm pretty sure it just died.

That about wraps up every
thing for now, except that the 
editorial plural will probably 
by singular by the time the 
Spring ish rolls around.

So long till then.
lag

CYCLE fey

BE SURE TO GET THE SPRING 

ISH OF VOID. UNTIL CIRCUL* 

ATION BUILDS UP AND WE HAVE 

SOME IDEA OF A NUMBER TO 

PRINT, SUPPLIES WILL BE 

LIMITED.



A LONG YEAR IN THE JUNGLES OF VENUS 
DID THINGS TO A MAN'S MIND...

with hairy armsTHE BONY MAN 
straightened up.

"What will 
ham?" There was 
and fear in the 
his words.

do now/1 Gra- 
fear in his eyes 
way he mouthed

Lawrence

"Dead."

"He can't be dead',"

"He is," said the bony man 
with the hairy arms, turning his 
back. He started slowly up the 
pebbled slope toward the cave. 
He halted at the summit and sear
ched without success for a pack 
of cigarets in his pockets. 
The smaller man came up beside 
him.

"How should I know? With 
Averman dead, our chances of 
finding the trail are a million 
to one. He had all the information 
in his head."

"It must be around here 
someplace...I remember the cave."

"Great'. This undergrowth is 
so goddam thick we could be



standing right in the middle of 
the trail and we wouldn't even

wearily into the cave and built 
a fire near the entrance. Gra-

know it'." The bony man began chew- ham picked up three leather 
ing at a blade of grass as he sat bags which lay against the left 
down at the top of the slope. His wall of the cave, tied together 
face was sullen. with thongs that had become al

most brittle in bright sunlight.
The smaller man, who was call

ed Dalee, sat down too. "I feel "I suppose we might as
sorry for Averman," he said, well divide this between us.
fingering the dirt between his Averman won't be needing it."
feet. He untied the thongs and let

the shining dust sift through 
"Don't," answered Graham. his fingers, brilliant in the

"He was a fool. He didn't even havs orange light of the fire,
sense enough to mark the trail
we took coming into this-- " "It doesn't look as though

we'll be needing it either."
"Then why didn't you mark it?"

"What do you mean? We're 
Graham did not reply. alive, aren't we?"

TT^xt MAN NAMED DALEE stared 
Jo.vn the slope at the two bleeding 
formsbelow. One of them was a man.

Dalee said: "That thing sure 
made a mess of himm, didn't it?"

Graham looked down the slope. 
"What is it? Do you know?"

"Looks like a ground sloth 
of some kind. Might be what they 
call a Grey-Beast. I've lived on 
Venus for two years and never 
saw anything quite like it."

The sky above them was pallid 
with grey cloud. Everything was X 
like that. Grey, lifeless, without 
3lor. The jungle which stretched 

abc. t them was a tint of green 
the t was so light it hurt the 
;y<: s to discern any color at all 
in it. The two men sat there or 
the slope watching rain gather 
tn the pale clouds.

When the rain began slicing 
down out of the sky, they moved

"Are we?" said Dalee with
out emotion. "For how long?"

"We'll get out of this jur 
gle." Graham began dividing the 
dead man's gold with meticulous 
care, using a make-shift scales./

"This Venusian Gold Rush 
is killing more fools like us 
than I-, is making anybody 
rich," .pursued Dalee, the phil
osopher .

"We'll get out. Roosevelt 
City lies east of our mine, 
remember?"

"But which way is east?
Th^re is no sun to-- "

"Our compasses," said 
Graham, measuring gold.

"They are useless. What 
-bout the electrical disturb
ances in the rainy season?"

Graham took his eyes from.



the gold for the first time.

"You're right. I had for
gotten. "

They both fell silent, feel
ing the fire spin its warm blank
et about the cave. Graham finish
ed dividing the gold and he handed.! ike
Dalee his share. He watched the 
rain slide down, hammering the 
long grass. Just that morning, 
this gold he held in his hands 
had been his only thought and 
reason for living; but now, 
with the death of Charlie Aver- 
man, the gold had suddenly lost 
its worth. If they couldn't find 
the trail, they would never be 
able to get back to Roosevelt 
City...

"What's the use of kidding 
ourselves, Graham?"

Graham jerked his head up 
and stared over the fire at his 
companion. "What?"

"There's no use kidding 
ourselves, Graham. We'll never 
get out of this jungle without 
Averman to guide us. We were 
fools..."

Graham exploded. "Allighc! 
We were fools and wo still are 
fool3‘ But we got the gold, 
didn't we? Gold is scarce here 
on Venus, Dalee! We've both got 
a fortune."

Dalee spat into the fire., 
"Sure! So now we can both die 
millionaires! Great, Graham? 
Just swell!" He rose up, tossing 
his satchel of gold dust care
lessly against the far wall of 
the cave. He started toward the 
mouth of the cave, and then he 
heard the noise.

He spun around. "'What was 
that?"

Graham blinked and wagged . . 
his head, coming slowly to his. 
feet. It had sounded exactly 
like the scream of a'woman in 
terror. Eis ear-drums were ringing 
and echoing with the sound. ■

"I don't know. It sounded

"A woman," finished Dalee, 
standing motionless, his mouth 
open,

"It might have been an 
animal of. some kind. Where did 
it come from? What direction, 
could you tell?"

"I'm not sure. I can’t be 
sure. Over there I think." He 
made a vague gesture with bis 
left hand.

GRAHAM DREW HIS GUN and 
the two men stepped out into 
the hard rain.

From the top of the slope 
they saw the light-haired girl 
break from the underbrush and 
run panting into view. Then 
they saw the Grey-Beast behind 
her, and Graham, pulled his gun 
jp and fired. The Grey-Beast 
screamed and crumpled. The girl 
fell unconscious at the base of 
the pebbled slope, the rain 
tattooing little patterns about 
her t

Graham half-slid down the 
slope and lifted her gently into 
his arms. Her yellow hair shone 
with the rain and lay in little 
golden strings over Graham's 
furry arms. He struggled back 
to the cave.

Dalee had not moved from 
his position in front of the 
cave. Graham shoved past him 
with the girl.
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Dales did not follow .i 
"ide. He stood there with the rain 
striking his pale cheeks and 
running beneath his collar, get
ting very wet arid not moving. 
There was a blank stare in his 
eyes, lihe two curtainless windows 
in a ghost town,.

Graham lay the girl lightly 
by the warmth of the fire. He 
turned suddenly and saw Dalee. 
outside in the downpour of rain.

"Dalee'."
The man did not seem to hear. 

He only stood erect, getting 
wetter and wetter, his hair past
ed flat to his forehead with rain.

"DaleeI"

The man in the rain did not 
move.

GRAHAM STEPPED INTO the rain 
and shook Dalee by the shoulders. 
"What's the matter with you?
Come into the cave'."

"Martha," said Dalee, flex
ing his fingers.

Graham’s mind whirled, py 
knew Dalee was not well. A lonr 
year in the jungles of Venus did 
things to a man’s mind, Lalee's 
mind undoubtedly had snapped 
as suddenly as the cold ,-!ain 
had snapped dowi f ’em the grey 
sky.

"Dalee," began Grana , ok-^s_ 
ing his words s owly, "Dalee, 
that girl is Venusian., Didn’t 
you see her antenna? Sho coni’- 
n't be your wife’"

"I saw no antenna," said 
Dal&e.

"Growing from her forehead!" 
shouted Grahcm. "Here;" He 
pointed out the place on his 
own forehead.

Dalee didn't even rate.?, 
his eyes. "There was nothing 
there."

Graham clasped a bony hand 
around Dalee's fore-arm and pulled 
him back into the cave. He 
pointed at the girl's antenna, 
curving gracefully from the 
center of her forehead,

"What?"
"That was Martha. My wife."

"There'." His voice went up 
three tones. "There! Do you see 
it now?"

"Your--- " Graham blinked hi 
eyes and stared at him.

"My wife."
The rain came down harder, 

now neither man was aware of it. 
Graham looked into the black 
eyes of Joseph Dalee. "Are you, 
insane'. Your wife is on Earth!

"I know my own wife when I 
see her," Dalee said simply, rain 
beating on his colorless face.

s "I see nothing," replied
Dalee.

"You're insa-- "

but "I am what?" asked Dalee.
Graham swore and turned his 

attention to reviving the girl.
•3 he knelt and lifted the girl's 
head, ho felt Dalee's hand touch 
his shoulder.

"She is my wife, Graham.

8



.. will take care of her*"

Graham felt weak suddenly 
with hate. He rose to bis feet 
and walked silently to the roar 
of the cave. He sat down in the 
semi-darkness and watched Dalee 
clumsily try to revive the girl.

Dalee pressed a canteen of 
water to the girl’s lips, his hand 
shaking. When the girl opened 
her eyes, she screamed in a high 
Venusian note that hurt Graham's 
ears. Dalee tried to quiet her 
by stroking her long golden 
hair and saying over and over: 
"Martha, Martha, oh, my Martha."

The girl went on screaming,

Graham got up and stopped 
quickly across the cave floor 
ana stood above the crouched 
figure of Dalee. He ran his ton
gue over his lips.

"I've had enough of this, 
Dalee. You'd better leave her 
alone."

Dalee twisted his head and 
looked from under his eyebrows 
at his intruding companion. 
"Go to hell," he said.

And then he stood up and / 
tried to look menacing. "Get 
out of here I Leave me alone'." 
He started, to reach for his 
pistol.

Graham hit him so quickly 
Dalee did not see him swing. Ho 
fell hard and sat on the floor 
a moment, breathing with dif
ficulty. His eyes were full of 
surprise and fear and madness 
all at once. He caught his breath 
and leaped up, driving Graham 
backward. The Venusian girl 
scurried to one side of the cave, 
toaking strange noises.

The two men fought silently, 
with only loud grunting punc- 
uating the struggle. Graham had 
the height advantage, but Dalee 
outweighed him by twenty pounds. 
For several minutes Graham took 
the worst beating he had ever 
received at the hand of any man. 
His right eye was blinded with 
blood and his lips were bleeding 
violently.

HE USED HIS GUN only became 
he knew he could not win the 
fight. He knew he would be 
knocked unconscious, and that 
then Dalee would surely kill 
him.

He shot Dalee three times 
in the face.

Dalee fell into the fire 
and died with his clothes flaming 
up about him. He had no chance 
to scream.

A string of smoke twisted 
from the gun and hung suspended 
near the ceiling, and Graham 
stared at it. He was aware of the 
girl sitting down beside him 
and making the strange sounds 
near his face.

Ho let the gun fall.

LAWRENCE WILL RETURN NEXT

ISSUE WITH HIS TIMELY TALE 

OF A MAN'S SEARCH FOR HIS

LOVER IN AN ATOMIC-BOMBED

CITY-----
SHADOW IN THE SUN
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THIS CONTEMPORARY writer, 
whose curious style and new 
approach have brought a highly 
controversial item into the S-F 
fields has been the subject of 
many a current verbal battle 
among the science-fiction fans. 
The following discussion of your 
editors is not intended to be 
a spring board from which Brad
bury might be sent spinning into 
literary oblivion, but only as 
the considered viewpoints of 
fellow fans.

COOK: I simply do not like 
Bradbury's style, because it 
seems to me he is striving too 
hard to bring into being a great 
deal, possibly too much, ab
stract thought on the part of 
the reader.

GAFF: My own personal feelings 
concerning Ray Bradbury have 
changed pro and con over the 
years until, at the present, I 
have become a good deal more 
conservative in my views than 
popular beliefs would seem to 
warrant. I agree with my co
editor that it seems Bradbury 
attempts, at times, to confuse 
his readers rather than en
lighten them; but Bradbury has 
something, that much is evident; 
whether good or not is what we 
here are attempting to thresh 
out. Do you, Mr. Cook, ever 
enjoy Bradbury?

C: Mr. Gaff, I must admit you 

leave me somewhat at a loss, On 
first reading a story by the 
esteemed writer, I found myse.ij. 
liking him. However, afcer read
ing him a number of times, I be
came lost in a limbo. He is, 
truely, a man of imaginative 
genius, and perhaps this is his 
greatest asset. Now, don't you 
think his stories enlighten the 
reader rather than place him :n 
a quandry? Did you ever pick up 
his MARTIAN CHRONICLES and, 
after reading one of the stories 
therein, say to yourself: "Whai 
has he said?"

G: Again, I reluctantly am 
forced to agree with you. I 
have experienced the reaction you 
cite in your last sentence, but 
what Bradbury reader, PRO OR CON, 
has not experienced a like 
reaction? That, Mr. Cook, is 
Bradbury. A mind not necessarily 
above our own, but a style, a 
gift, to say a thing in highly 
subtle literary craft. In other 
words, Bradbury has the power 
to induce his collective reader 
to think profoundly on any 
subject for a moment; and that, 
often, his what his readers seek.

C: I, Mr. Gaff, must disagree 
with this last contribution to 
the limit of my own imagination. 
I can see the man, after ending 
one of his sentences, sitting 
back in his chair with a leer, 
saying to himself, "Just wait 
till my critics read that I" I 
can see him chuckling maliciously 
to himself as he contemplates 
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his next extreme. No, his ideas 
are much, too much, fraught with 
will-of-the-wisp adjectives, 
and far too illusionary.

G: I will, at this point, admit 
another item of controversy con
cerning this writer. Bradbury has 
been called a humanity-hater. 
His stories are saturated with 
what has been termed "Unrelieved 
morbidity." It is this which re
pels me against the man, in this 
one respect at least. I have 
never read a Bradbury story 
which did not have a tragic 
ending. He appears to be in a 
rut with the grim reaper as a 
companion. What are your views, 
my colleague?

C: Without compunction, I agree. 
However, I hold a certain re
serve here; perhaps that is what 
his fans enjoy about the man and 
his works. His ability to mor- 
bitize his stories is as myster
ious as space and time themselves 
Bradbury sounds, as he should, 
as though he has lived in space 
and on worlds of our and other 
solar systems. But why can’t 
he write on a little more 
illucidative score so that the 
reader, who is as I am, a layman 
can understand. I suppose, howev.
the man must invent strong sent
ences to express his feelings 
as he sees them. Mr. Bradbury’s 
adjectives, as he uses them, 
are a study in themselves, and 
only a professor of English 
could understand his use and 
therefore get the gist of his 
meanings.

G: You seem to look at Ray at 
rather an obtuse angle. How
ever, knowing you as I do, a 
mar. who greatly dislikes Brad
bury's "irrevelant reasoning" 
as you might term it, I can 

therefore understand your feel
ings; possibly better than our 
readers. Although I myself am 
not a distinct admirer of Brad
bury, his writing, specifically, 
his style, interests me to 
such an extent that I often 
find myself, as now, upholding 
his fright to write the way he 
does. In this light, although 
your reasoning may be feasible 
enough, I do not except it with 
alacrity, nor anything bordering 
on alacrity. Do you, as a 
non-Bradburyi1st, feel that he 
strives too hard to create, 
shall I say, sensationalism?

C: As a sensationalist, Bradbury 
haunts my psycological attitude. 
As inept as I am, I hesitate to 
go into my feelings towards 
Bradbury and his obvious attempts 
at sensationalism, because of 
the far too controversial nature 
of the question. He seems to 
me to/ approach cynicism in his 
•writing.

G: The general conception of a 
cynic seems to be a humanity
hater. Which throws us back to 
a former question. But rather than 
get wrapped up in all that again, 
I move we close the discussion.

C. Consider the motion seconded.

Letters agreeing or disagree
ing with any point of this dis
cussion would be welcomed and 
possibly printed for further 
discussion in this column and 
by our readers. Mailing address: 
320 East Williams, Fort Wayne, 
Indiana; care of VOID Editors.
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This page will later be con- I can hear, think, and speak, 
cerned with letters from readers.
(Ed.) But why, oh why, am I me?

The following are poems 
which your editors thought worthy 
of note in this section.

BEGINNING 
by Mark Jenning

Mighty are the forces of Man

As they trample this great land

From mountains to the desert's 
sand,

To the cities tall and grand.

But Man in his thought

Dreams of that that ought-,

Though at his gropings cannot be 
c aught;

For Man is all but naught.

In war’s mad lust and degration,

Where there is not elation,

Man's thoughts turn to higher 
revelation

In his own, Man's, glorification.

How did I come to be?

I can smell, taste, and see,

END 
by Mark Jenning

It's hopes and fears so long since 
gone, 

Humanity stood and faced the dawn,

And watched the sun rise on a 
world

On which not any flag unfurled.

Nearly barren and void of life,

It lay in the throes of worldly 
strife;

Gunsmoke, blood, and dying men

Was all that remained of the 
horrible din.

Eternity was close at hand,

Ready to tumble Man's castle of 
sand;

Washed it away on a beach of 
despair, 

And the few men left were to weary 
to care.

And then at last there in the sun, 

The remaining few died one by one; 

And the last man thought as his 
spirit fled;

"Oh, God'. Why not Peace instead?"

12



blasting off from Aros, the cold blue planet which swung through 
space beyond Pluto. He sat down before the control panel in nav
igation with-his second in command, listening to the faint clatter 
of the electro-calculator as it plotted their course. The man 
beside him, Ord Recuas, spoke above the chattering mechanism.

"How long, sir," he asked, intent on the tape from the cal
culator, "before we reach our destination?"

"A week, perhaps, barring trouble," replied Brun, peering up 
at the familiar star patterns showing on the space-scope screen. 
He adjusted a dial and the star Wolff 399 leaped into clarity. 
The calculator clacked merrily away in the cabin, spinning out



micro-tape, supplying new in
formation to the automatic gyro.

Ord saw his commander’s 
silent scrutiny of the screen 
above the console, but said 
nothing to interrupt the tableau 
He had seen 399 leap into sharp 
focus and knew instictively the 
man was worried. Well, he 
thought, why shouldn’t he be 
worried? This was merely an 
experimental expedition to find 
the flaws, if any, in the ex
tra solar drive which so 
recently had been discovered. 
The man was responsible not 
only to his superiors, but for 
every one of the ten members 
of his crew. Why the council 
had selected Wolff 399, Ord 
did not know, unless it was 
because that star was the 
nearest Earth of the known 
thirty-two which possessed 
solar systems.

AFTER A MOMENT, Ord clear- 
edhis throat and Brun looked 
at him quickly.

”It’s kind of...well, 
frightening, isn’t it, Brun?"

"You mean inter-solar fli
ght?"

"Yes. Even to us old 
rocketeers."

"Oh, I don’t think so, 
Ord, After all, it wasn’t so 
long ago that Mars was a week 
awray. If this drive pans out, 
it won’t be so different. Now, 
perhaps, Vega, and even Remus, 
will only be a short voyage." 
He glanced back at the screen 
and fell silent again, studying 
its bright illumination against 
the back-drop of space. He 
stiffened suddenly in the 
cushioned bucket seat and lean
ed forward, peering with a- 
mazement at the place where 
Wolff 399 should have been.

"Something’s wrong, Ord* 
Check the calculator’"

ORD HAD BEEN watching the 
screen too, and he was already 
bent before the mac^iing which 
.was still franticly unrolling 
tape. He pressed a check-stud 
and grimaced as the mechanism 
chattered w&ldly. In a moment, 
Ord was reading the results of 
the machine’s response. He 
handed the tape to Brun and 
pressed a recheck stud. The 
calculator rattled in his ears, 
screaming metallicly. He handed 
the second tape to the impatient 
Brun, still silent.

Wordlessly, the two men 
looked at each other, each lost 
in his own profound astonishment 
that the tapes Brun now held 
were anything but disputable in 
their calculations. As one, they 
turned to the still busy cal
culator, as though it could 
correct a mistake it had not 
made.

Brun glanced back to the 
scheen, now empty of any star
light whatever. He reached to
ward the forward atomic search
light switch and flipped it on. 
Nothing showed on the screen, 
even with the aid of the power
ful searchlight, save a swirling 
grey mist which the light could 
not penetrate.

He swore gently and started 
his hand toward the general 
alarm button, when the meteor 
alarm began its raucous screech
ing. He looked quickly back at 
the screen, but could not see 
the space-wanderer. Ord, he saw, 
was at the meteor deflecting 
mechanism, depressing a stud. 
They felt the ship lurch at a 
right angle in space. The last 
thing Brun remembered was the 
terrific pull against his strain
ing body as his consciousness 
was forced from him.
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IT WAS THREE HOURS later, 
by the chronometer on the con
trol panel, when the revived 
crew crowded about the space 
scope screen and gazed out of the 
drifting craft as it circled 
a white world none of them 
recognized. From 30, 000 miles 
out the planet looked barren 
and without life.

Brun gave a few curt orders 
and watched the men return to 
their stations.. Then he sat dowp. 
before the panel, making prep
arations for'-a landing. He cut' 
off the inter-solar drive engines 
and closed the lever which 
controlled the forward convent
ional atomic drive rockets, for 
purposes of deceleration.

They circled the planet 
fifteen times before decelerat
ing to a speed which would 
enable them to enter its 
atmosphere.

In the upper regions of 
the planet’s atmosphere, the 
rocket decelerated with mech
anical efficiency under the 
capable hands of the crew. 
Through steadily thickening 
air pressure, the rocket sped 
toward the colorless surface. 
The measuring device on the 
atmospheric control panel told 
the two men that the gaseous 
elements about this world 
extended approximately a 
thousand miles.

Brun set the ship down.

THE SHIP'S BIOLOGIST, Ken
more, made a quick test of the 
planet's atmosphere and found 
no poisonous elements in any 
great quanity. The air pressure 
proved to be ll|.-plus pounds 
per square inch. Easily capable 
of supporting man's life.

With impatience born of 
curiousity, the eleven Eathmen 
hurried into the pressure cham
ber leading to the air lock. 
Brun led the way with Ord at 
his heels. Within half an hour 
the men were opening the outer 
air lock, ready to step out onto 
alien soil.

Brun watched the air lock 
wheeze open and he prepared to 
step .through* the aperature. He 
drew his fobt back suddenly on
to the lock platform and gasped 

■ in amazement.
ORD, WHO WAS directly be

hind, was nearly unbalanced by 
his commander's sudden impromtu 
reversal of movement. He peered 
over Brun's shoulder and blurted: 
"Good Lord’ What is this?"

Brun made an obvi ms at
tempt to control his voice. "I 
don’t know, Ord. I distinctively 
remember that ladder striking 
something down there...but 
there's nothing therel"
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There was an agitated murmur "j wish I could explain it," 
from the men behind. The ship’s he paused ever oo cis ow+-.1t. "sound-
atomist, Jorlic, shoved his way ed like Roosevelt City back on
through the press of men. He Venus at high noon." He strapped 
bent and looked down over the sidehis gyro-grav across his wide
of the platform.

"Donner 1 Was ist das?"

None of the men noticed his 
use of his native tongue, for 
their surprise was equal to his, 
having overheard the commander's 
speech.

BRUN TALABREE turned to his 
crew, his face grim. "Men, we 
seem to have landed on something 
which is invisible...undoubtedly 
of an alien substance." He paused 
almost dramatically, and then 
went on: "Our ship is two hundred 
feet above the surface'."

He looked at the varying 
degrees of astonishment on the 
faces of the men grouped about 
him. "Has anyone a suggestion?"

The German atomist cleared 
his throat and came toward the 
ladder. "Why not use gyro-gravs?"

Brun eyed the man's sullen, 
fat-lipped face and snapped his 
fingers. "That's it'. Everyone 
into the pressure chamber and 
strap on a gyro."

The men poured back through 
the air lock and Ord began issu
ing the gyro-gravs. He turned to 
the commander beside him.

"Did you hoar all that 
commotion when we were on the 
platform9"

Brun studied bim a moment, 
then said; "I did, Ord, buc whac 
seemed more important at the 
time was that we were above the 
surface, What do you suppose 
it was?"

chest.
Brun nodded thoughtfully, as 

he too donned his gyro-grav. He 
led the way back through the air
lock and pressed the take-off 
stud on his belt control. He 
leaped cut into the phosporic 
light from the planet's surface, 
and the ether men followed. Mom
ents later they were standing 
on the white substance which 
seemed to cover this entire world.

THE MEN HAD LANDED some 
distance apart, and as Brun watch
ed them they seemed to have a 
great deal of trouble organizing. 
Two of them had fallen and were 
struggling to regain their feet. 
Looking to the left of where he 
stood, he saw the big scientist, 
Jorlic, battling mightily with 
some unseen adversary. He watched 
blood flow from Jorlic's cheek 
as the man reeled backward from 
an invisible blow. The German 
cursed fluently in his own tongue 
and lunged forward.

In that instant, comprehension 
dawned on Brun. They had. landed 
upon a world of total invisibil
ity save for the white sand-like 
substance upon which they now 
stood!. Even to a man hardened by 
the many years of experience a- 
long the spaceways and familiar 
with alien life, this realization 
was dumbfounding.

Brun gazed up at the sunless 
sky. He could see the ship poised, 
as if ready for flight, on some 
material which was invisible to 
his Earthly eyes. Vaguely, he 
wondered about the elements of 
this planet. Being without a sun, 
the planet must suffuse its own 
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light and heat. Indeed, he de
termined, this must be the case, 
for the very ground itself was • 
covered with almost unseen waves 
of heat.

His thoughts were suddenly 
interrupted by the big German as 
he came lumbering up. He had -a X 
long gash on his cheek from 
which blood was flowing in a ste
ady stream. The man was wiping 
at it and cursing.

"Got your first aid kit, 
Commander?" Jorlic whipped 
blood from his fingers and wat
ched it spatter on the ground.

Brun Said: "Sorry, Jorlic, 
I left it aboard the ship."

The other men were approach
ing as he finished, and Kenmore, 
the ship’s biologist, said; 
"What happened to you, Jorlic?"

"I got in a brawl."

Brun was not looking at the 
men who were now grouped about 
him. He was gazing with wonder 
at the first engineer. The 
man was walking toward them, only 
he was about two feet off the 
ground. Brun looked down and 
saw that he and the other men 
were standing on the white, 
sand-like substance. He concluded 
that the first engineer was on 
a paved street and the others 
and himself were standing on 
what would constitute ’lawn’ 
back on Earth,

HE MOTIONED AND the little 
group followed him -coward the 
levitated first engineer. They 
all watched the engineer take 
a step and fall suddenly for
ward. Brun stepped ahead of the 

others and grabbed the man by the 
arm, helping him to his feet. 
Then he walked a few steps until 
he felt his boots collide with 
the low wall-like obstacle, He 
pulled himself up onto the in
visible surface.

"Let’s take a look around, 
men." He stood waiting for them 
to join him. When they were all 
together, they began walking 
very slowly, arms out-thrust.

Again Jorlic exploded into 
a storm of cursing. He had been 
walking to one side of the group, 
and had smacked into an unseen 
wall. He sagged against the 
obstruction and tightened one 
hand over the wound on his cheek.

"Gott in Himmel’" He flurted 
more blood to the ground. "I’ve 
need of something to stop this 
goddam bleeding, Commander’"

BRUN TURNED, his face florid. 
He had been discussing the im
probabilities of their predic
ament with Ord, and the German 
had interrupted their conversat
ion. "What are you hollering 
about now?"

"Haven’t you some cloth or 
something I can bind this cut 
with?" asked Jorlic.testily.

Brun drew up the hem of 
his cloak and tried unsuccess
fully to tear a strip from the 
metallic garment. "I’m afraid 
I can’" help you, Jorlic-." He 
was becoming slightly irked at 
the atomist’s whining lack of 
discipline,

"Why the hell didn’t you 
bring the first aid kit along? 
You might have known we would
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They felt themselves being 
forced close together, as if 
caught in a surging crowd. Tight
er and tighter they were pressed 
until they were struggling for 
breath, and yet they could see no
thing at all.

Suddenly Brun was aware of 
a strange sensation, as though 
a long-fingered hand were knead
ing his brain. He knew then that 
the creatures surrounding them 
were possessed of telepathic 
powers, and were searching his 
mind for information. After a 
time, the invisible crowd moved 
back a few feet, and a voice 
said: "Why have you come to 
Cyxell, Earthlings?"

SOME OF THE MEN gasped as 
full realization struck them. 
Brun neither knew how to answer 
nor if he should answer. He 
wasn’t sure if the question had 
an answer. The insidious finger
ing in his mind had not lessened, 
and it felt slimy and dirty to 
him.

The voice that had no body 
repeated its question.

"We were trying for the 
planetary system of Wolff 399 
when suddenly it disappeared 
from our view screen." He gave 
the space co-ordinates of the 
star and waited for a reply.

"There is no such body in 
our universe." There was a pause. 
"Tell me, Earthling, what is a 
'star’?"

"A star, Cyxellian, is a 
heavenly body usually referred to 
as a sun, with or without a 
planetary system." Brun gave as 
brief a description as he could.

"You speak in riddles, Earth- 

run into something." He was still 
leaning against the invisible 
wall.

BRUN SWORE and drew his 
pistol. Hetriggered it and 
smelled the vapor roll back in
to his face. He bent forward 
at the place in the street be
fore him, reached through the 
cracked surface, and brought out 
a handful of the white sub
stance. He straightened and held 
it out to the German. "Here, 
maybe you can cake this over 
your wound to clot the blood." 
Jorlic accepted the chalk-like 
material and watched Brun turn 
away.

The commander could now see 
a greyish tint appear where he 
had blasted through the street. 
Even as he watched, it turned 
to a deep black and a vapor swi
rled and eddied from it. Then 
he swung himself about as the 
other men gasped with surprise. 
Everyone was looking at Jorlic. 
Jorlic’s wound had disappeared! 
Where it had been was only un
broken skin. No scar was visible 
nor even a hint that he had been 
injured.

A sudden noise broke out 
about the group of men, but none 
of them, not even Brun, seemed, 
to notice. There was a sound like 
running feet on concrete, but 
the Earthmen only stood staring 
at the German atomist. Jorlic 
raised his eyes in surprise. 
"Wat is wrong?" he asked.

ORD, AT HIS SIDE, exclaimed: 
"Something just ran into me!" 
He glanced about at the other 
men, who also seemed to be sur
rounded by invisible beings. 
Kenmore had fallen to the ground 
and was struggling to regain 
his feet.
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Talabree looked at the bio
logist for some moments before 
answering. "Doesn’t sound very 
plausible, Kenmore. However, 
you are certainly welcome to 
try. You may return to the ship 
right now and use anything 
available for your purposes. I 
must impress upon you the heed 
for haste. Frankly, I don't 
know if the beings of this world 
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Talabree glanced in the 
direction of the. ship, which was 
quite visible from his position. 
It looked somewhat forlorn pois
ed there two hundred feet above 
the ground, like a gigantic 
fire-fly.

A solemn murmur was slowly 
arising from the group of invis



ible beings about them. And again 
they felt themselves being herd
ed together into a small compact 
group.

Dinast, the geologist, spoke 
to the commander: "These things 
seem to be getting all wrought 
up again, sir."

"The ship will be moved as 
soon as Ord can get their. If on- 
1J they will be patient a moment 
longer." He turned again in the 
direction of the ship and was 
astonished to see its sleek nose 
slanting at a forty-five degree 
angle, and even as he looked, 
it'tilted more. "The ship!" he s 
screamed.

THE INVISIBLE CROWD opened 
its collective mouth and Brun 
heard a sound like the wail of 
a siren as the rocket began to 
fall. The roof of the temple 
collapsed under the enormous 
pressure and the commander and 
his crew watched helplessly as 
the ship settled through the 
various floors of the invisible 
temple and came to rest on the 
ground, still tilted at an angle, 
held in place by one of the rema
ining walls of the temple.

A voice which Brun's con
fused mind identified as that 
of the Priest of Yroc screamed 
a command, and the next instant 
the Earthmen were captives.

"To the citadel with therji’" 
The Priest's command was taken 
up in a shout and the croxvd 
roared. The Earthmen felt rough 
hands dragging them away. Brun 
remembered an invisible fist 
colliding against his face, and 
that was all. He fell backwards 
into someone's arms, his eyes 
staring unseeingly at the sunles 
sky.

THE MEN WERE GROUPED aro^d 
the commander and Jorlic was benn- 
ing over him. No one spoke as Brun 
sat up. He rubbed his swollen jaw 
and spat blood. The scarlet blot 
hung, or seemed to hang, two 
feet above the ground. Damn these 
invisible floors. Damn the whole 
business. Brun exchanged glances 
with, each of the six men seated 
about him,

"Well," he said.

Jorlic replied, his usually 
jovial tone replaced by ofle of 
serious briskness. "I've made 
contact with the rocketship..."

Brun raised an eyebrow.

"...With my belt radio," 
finished the atomist.

Dinast nearly cut Jorlic 
off: "What value might that be?" 
His voice was deep and sarcastic.

Upon first entering their 
place of imprisonment, Dinast had 
investigated the small invisible 
room. It was circular, he discov
ered, with a diameter of fourteen 
paces. There were no aperatures, 
save the entrance through which 
they had been thrown, and that 
had been securely sealed by a. 
process unknown to the geologist.

"Dinast, our only hope lies 
with the ship. If they can't help 
us, we're beyond help."

DINAST MUTTERED something 
unintelligible and sank back to 
the floor. Jorlic eyed the geolog
ist a moment, making no comment. 
Then he turned to his commander.

"So was?" he inquired in his 
native tongue.

Brun regarded him disinterest
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edly, his mind fogged. The German 
words hadn’t registered.

"Commander?"

"What did you learn from the 
ship?"

Jorlic cleared his throat 
preemptorily. "They have escaped 
to the stratosphere." 

you will be transported to the 
Council room in the third temple 
of Yroc, the Most Holy." He de
parted and the invisible portal 
whoosed shut behind him.

IN THE SILENCE which follow
ed, there was a sudden shatter!^ 
sound similar to breaking glass, 
and the Earthmen knew the first 
’gong' had been sounded.

"They?"

"Ord, Tamerlane, and Kuttner 
gained entrance to the ship with 
Kenmore's help. They, are orbiting 
this planet now, approximately 
260 miles from its surface."

BRUN THOUGHT A MOMENT,_then 
reached for the switch of his 
own belt radio. Ord's voice came 
through a moment later, strained 
with emotion.

"Any orders, commander?" 
Brun could picture beads of sweat 
on the man's words.

The commander chewed his lip 
in thought. He glanced up as 
Ackerman, the meteorologist, 
called to him. Brun felt the fing
ering in his mind and knew that 
one of the aliens had entered 
the room.

"You will be brought before 
a council of Priests to be ex
ecuted in the presence of His 
Most Holy Omnipotence, Yroc."

The Earthmen stared at one 
another in dismayed disbelief 
that their misdemeanor in land
ing upon the temple could be a 
felony. The thoughts in Brun's 
mind were premeditated arguementsP

The Cyxellian resumed: "At 
the third gong from the tower,

"One," counted Jorlic, ser
ious .

The humming of the radios 
brought Brun back to their need 
for immediate escape. He flipped 
the switch on his belt and spoke 
to Ord: "Did you hear what our 
visitor had to say just now?"

"I heard, sir. We have a mon
itoring tracer on your sets; 
leave the beam open and we can 
take the co-ordinates of your 
position. We're coming in."

"Make it as quick as possible, 
Ord. We here have no way of know
ing how long it will be between 
gongs." His eyes strayed to Jor
lic, whose upraised arm and mov
ing lips told Brun that the man 
was counting the passage of time 
until the next gong.

Leaving his set open, Brun 
leaned his two-hundred pound 
bulk against the unseen wall, 
his eyes searching each man's face 
with earnest concentration. <

Ackerman was knelt in an 
attitude of worship and his lips 
were moving silently. Brun knew 
he was praying. Jorlic was busy 
with his counting. Dinast was 
muttering incoherently. Fear 
was very evident in his demeanor. 
Shavely, the geneologist, was 
smiling whimsically. The fatalist. 
The romantic fatalist, thought
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The romantic fatalist, thought 
Brun. Eitchel Cayenne, the ling- ' 
uist, was fingering a small 
photograph and -whispering s‘o 
softly that Brun could not hear 
the words, but he knew they were 
not English. The dreamer, he 
thought. Perry had his rations 
between his feet and was plucking 
a blue-tinted food capsule from 
the midst of the group of them. 
The realist, Brun decided.

For the first time, Brun saw 
the men as men and not just robots 
under his command.

THE GONG, WHICH WAS a shat
tering sound to his Earthly ears, 
came again; interrupting his 
train of thought. His gaze swept 
toward Jorlic's hulking figure.

‘‘Nine minutes, thirty-one 
seconds,“ said the atomist, his 
lips hardly moving.

Brun relayed this information 
to Ord, and was amazed at the 
response;

“It will take us fourteen 
minutes, commander, to arrive 
at your present position.'1 There 
was a pause, and then, "Any 
further ordersj sir?"

“Use whatever methods necess 
sary for your purposes."

“How about the atomic can
non. . .we could stir up a little 
panic with it..."

“Of course,..anything,"

Jorlic spqke; “Seven minutes, 
commander.''

Silence. A soft whispering 
from Cayenne. A rumble of mean
ingless words from Dinast. Si
lence.
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■ "FIVE KINUTES," said -Jorlic, 
consulting his chronometer. I

Brun rose, wiping his palms 
against his. trouser-legs.

Shavely began an.aria from 
Lunar opera*

"Shut up, Shavely."

The humming stopped.

Shavely sat regarding the fl
oor between his legs, smiling.

Dinast leaped up, confront
ing his commander. Panic glazed 
his eyes. ,

Brun stood tall and calm 
before the fear-mad man, awaiting 
the outburst he had been expect
ing*

.Suddenly, Jorl?.c said; “We 
have five secondsi"

PERRY POPPED another food 
caosule into his mouth and gazed 
about the room.

Shavely leaned back, putting 
his weight on his hands, and / 
crossed his legs, beaming at his 
companions.

Ackerman and Cayenne stood 
up, ready.

Dinast’s long jaw fell.

Jorlic spat contemptously 
after the manner of his people.

The Earthmen heard the door 
of the cell swing open at the 
same moment the final gong 
sounded.

Through the aperature came 
the clamoring of the mob outside.



Rough hands were shoving Brun yelled into the radio,
them toward the door, or where tl$ey"Ord, get that airlock open!'1 
supposed the door to be. Then they 
were in the midst of a group of "Better hurry, sir, that
howling invisible beings. mob is directly behind you and

they seem to be gaining."
Brun’s eyes swept the sky.

Nothing. Then he was forced on af- Kenmore must have perfected
ter his command. Fingers tore his infra-red glasses, Talabree 
at his tunic and it was ripped decided. He spoke again to Ord:
from his shoulders. He tripped "Fire another round in front of
and fell, then scrambled to his them, Ord." 
feet, spitting white sand from 
his mouth. Bitter resentment rose Jorlic came wheezing up be-
in his mind, aa he thought of dyingside him. His fat jowls were 
leaving a world whose very sub- bouncing in rythem with his stride,
stance could be commercialized His words came in gasps of breath,
to the benefit of mankind, "Gott! This running. For inter-

A loud explosion came over
the voices of the crowd, and 
Brun knew that Ord was close by. 
He glanced about swiftly, eyes 
narrowed. A thin finger of flame 
appeared overhead and he followed 
its trail. He sensed the crowd 
dispersing as another explosion 
souned a hundred yeards behind 
them. He watched the graceful 
sweep of the ship as it swung 
around for the remaining two 
blast, one on either side. When 
they come, he knew Crd had ac
complished his purpose. The 
holocaust was complete. Visible 
flame sprang from invisible 
buildings. The crowd, screaming 
its fear, pounded down the street

THE EARTHIW KEPT their eyes 
on the ship. It landed a moment 
later, five hundred yards to the 
right of their position. They 
shoved their way through the 
invisible crowd until they felt 
their feet touch the white sand, 
and they knew they were approach
ing open country. Then they ran.

Behind came the hoard of
invisible Cyxellians, voices loud 
and raucous in the Earthmen's ears.

planetary. Olympis runners. Not. 
Likes of me."

An atomic blast from the 
ship's forward gun erupted behind 
them, the sound severing Jorlic's 
sentence.

There was horrified screaming 
from the Cyxellians, and then 
the marthmen were inside the 
rocket 0

Within minutes they blasted 
off, and the mighty space craft 
began circling the world of 
Cyxell, gathering speed.

BRUN AND ORD stood before the 
space-scope screen in navigation, 
gazing at the colorless world 
from which they had just escaped. 
It was as a snowball on black 
velvet.

"Perhaps someday we can find 
our way back to this place," spoke 
Brun, his eyes unfocused. "Think 
of it: think of the medicinal 
value of that white substance. 
It's worthless to them, priceless 
to us."

Ord glanced at his commander:
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He said cautiously, as if expect
ing a reprimand: "But the holds 
are full, of the Cyxellian sand, 
sir. "

BRUN SNAPPED ERECT. ''No one 
gave you orders to load the ship!"

Ord stood abashed, slightly 
taken aback by the tone his com
mander used. "I realize that, sir. 
But, you see, I thought of its 
value and-- "

His commander interrupted: 
"But the extra weight! Are atomic 
fuel might not carry us far enough 
from Cyxell to switch to extra
solar drive."

Ord Recuas was silent be
fore his commander's authority. 
He surveyed the calculator's tape, 
then the atomic fuel guage. Fin
ally, he spoke, "In my opinion, 
sir, our atomic fuel will be 
ample."

Brun turned to the space
scope screen, wondering what pos
sible catastrophe might occur, 
transporting portions of one 
universe into another. He flipped 
a switch. The world to their 
stern was fast receeding, and was 
the size of a golf ball. He smiled 
to himself, inwardly proud of 
the fact that Ord had thought to 
load the ship. It would mean 
money...fame...

The ship slid on through 
the void.

ORD SAT QUIETLY before the 
control panel, waiting for the 
signal from the calculator, giv
ing him authorization to switch 
on the extra-solar drive.

Cyxellian sand. The rest of the 
crew were busy at their respect
ive posts.

Upon receiving the signal 
from the calculator, Ord immedi
ately switched to extra-solar 
drive and relaxed in his seat. 
Above the console, he watched 
the clean clearness of space be
come hazy mist as the rocket in
creased speed.

Back in the hold, Brun felt 
the sudden lurch and knew they 
were approaching the speed of 
light. Soon they would be home 
to Aros. He felt confident they 
would have no trouble reaching 
their own universe once attaining 
the speed which had flung them 
into this alien universe. Such 
passages as they had made through 
the space-warp were not unheard 
of in the annals of space flight.

CRD LOOKED BACK at the gleam
ing hull of the mighty inter-solar 
rocket. He was grateful that the 
atomic fuel had lasted long enough 
to brake the tremendous speed 
of the extra-solar drive, and bring 
the ship into an orbit about Aros. 
It had been only minutes since he 
had left the mother ship on his 
fuel errand in one of the space
boats .

A sudden flicker on the 
screen before him brought Ord's 
eyes towards its shiny surface. 
A great nova of light exploded 
into being where the rocket had 
been. Great forces of energy made 
the small space-boat pitch and 
toss.

Brun had retired to the hold 
to estimate the tonnage of the
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D

SEEING THE SUN RISE IN THE WEST WAS 
SURPRISING ENOUGH, JUT WHAT FOLLOWED WAS EVEN 
MORE SURPRISING...

here right
away

jerked up the reciever

,!Get over 
Keith Ilf

Boven thought of giving 
Strickner a sarcastic answer 
but he decided against it.

KEITH BOVEN of the Inter
national News Service was wrap- 
ed tightly in his bedclothes, 
dreaming of unclothed Greek 
dancers, when the telephone on 
the nightstand erupted into a 
series of jangles. Boven snort
ed himself out of his sleep and

"boven, " 
his eyes with 
hand. He knew

he said, rubbing 
the back of one 
almost instant-

“Wliat time is it

ly that the person at the 
other end of the lino was 
Eric Strickner, the night 
or.

edit-

in
!lIt's five-twenty. Be here 

five minutes or you're fired'.
Boven heard the receiver slam 
against the cradle on Strickner's 
desk. He knew something big was 

up, or coming up, he could tell



by the tone of the editor’s usual
ly quiet voice. But Boven took 
his time getting dressed; he knew 
he would not be fired, Boven was 
the best reporter INS had, and 
Boven knew it. It was only a three 
minute walk to the newspaper build
ing, but he took twice that long, 
wondering what Strickner would 
say to him, 

time 
He could hear the sounds of 

the night editor’s heels on the 
floor inside the office, with the 
door marked in large black let
ters: Strickner, He shoved the 
door inward and mentally reminded 
himself to try to keep from laugh
ing when Strickner blew his top.

THE TINY LITTLE EDITOR had 
been pacing the floor for the 
last ten minutes; sweat shone on 
his forehead just below the hair!
line; the telephone on his desk 
was ringing continually as though 
it had gone mad.

He spied Boven in the door
way. "What the hell did you do, 
Boven, stop and get a shoeshine 
on the way'. Close that goddam 
door and come over here."

Strickner took the receiver 
from the telephone and solemnly 
jammed it into his desk drawer. 
A confused squawking emenated 
from the object as he slammed the 
drawer shut and turned to Boven, 
who remained standing across the 
desk.

Boven opened his mouth. "Kind 
telling me what’s up?"

Strickner moved to the wind
ow, over which the blind had been 
drawn. He paused a little dramat
ically before it. "Didn’t you 
notice anything strange on your 
way over here?"

Boven shook his head slowly 
in the negative, not speaking. 
Strickner made a motion towards 
the reporter's left wrist.

"What’s your watch say'.'’’'

" Rive-thirty-eight."

"Wasn’t it light out at this 
yesterday morning?"

Boven wandered what the man 
was driving at. He thought a mom
ent and decided it had been 
quite light the day before at 
five-thirty. He nodded his head 
at Strickner.

His editor jerked the wind
owshade and it went whirring up
ward, revealing the horizon in 
the distance, but looking closer 
than it was.

It was still dark outside 
in the city, but there on the 
horizon hung the scarlet ball of 
the sun.

BOVEN LOOKED out the window, 
not at all interested. He broke 
open a pack of cigarettes and lit 
one, still staring at the sun.

"Tell me, Strickner, did 
you get me out of bed at five- 
thirty on my day off just to show 
me the sunrise?" His voice was dry 
like hnadfuls of sawdust that have 
lain in the sunlight for a long 
time.

"This may be the last sunrise 
you’ll ever see, Boven," Strickner 
said, the quietness back in his 
voice,

3oven drew smoke into his 
lungs and exhaled, "What do you 
mean?"
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Strickner forced himself to 
keep his voice steady, but there 
was a tremble in it. "Keith," he 
began, ’’The sun has stopned, It's 
been hanging there for the pi st X 
half hour."

IT TO- K A moment for the wor 

denly and cushioned his face a- 
gainst his palms. He spoke thro
ugh his fingers. "Christ, Keith, 
how am I supposed to know what 
is happening? It frightens me 
just lake it frightens everyone 
else. I'm a newspaperman, not a 
[scientist."

to soak in. Boven blinked his eyes,
cigarette smoke drifting very slow 
lyfrom his lips.His words were a 
whisper in the quiet room.

"It isn't possible."

"No," replied Strickner, 
"It isn't possible; but it's hap
pening, 11

"How can you be sure?"

"What do you want me to 
do, Eric?"

Strickner sighed and got to 
his feet. lie searched a moment 
and then handed Boven a small slip 
of paper on which he had scrawled 
an address earlier. "This is the 
address of the planetorium; the 
new one on High and Thirty-second, 
I called them earlier, but they 
refused to talk about it then. I

"I've already checked by want you to get 
phone with most of the astronomic-get us a story, 
al laboratories in the vicinity, print. Facts."

out there and 
Something we can

I even placed a call to an amateur 
astronomer I know in Florida, "This thing is too fantastic
th: nking perhaps it might be an for facts," said Boven. "Like 
illusion caused by some atmosnher-something out of a dime novel,"
ic condition, and visible only He turned to leave.
from this one particular point..."
His voice trailed off, and Boven Halfway to the door, he stop-
knew his theory had been wrong. ped and looked back, ^ric Strick- 
He had thought of the same thing ner was staring out the window at 
as soon as Strickner had mentionedthe red globe of fire burning, 
the phenomenon* But this was no in-the east. He brought his eyes 
illusion. to Boven’s. "It scares hell out

of me, Keith," he said.
Boven sat down and stood 

again almost in the same move
ment. He smashed bis cigarette 
into the metal ash-tray on the 
editor's desk. "What do you 
suppose it means, _.ric?" Ke 
paused. "Is this the end of the 
world or someth:'ng? Somehow I did 
not have it pictured quite this 
way."

Strickner gestured toward 
the phone. "Fifty or more people 
have telephoned already in half 
an hour. They all asked me that 
same question." Ko sat down sud-

"It scares hell out of both, 
of us," said Boven, and ho left 
the room.

OUTSIDE IN THE STREET there 
were a few people with puzzled 
looks on their faces, on their 
way to their jobs, most of them 
seemed to sense that there was 
something wrong this particular 
morning, but Leith know they did 
not "now exactly what it wap.



It took him nearly thirty 
minutes to get to the planetorium, 
but it was no lighter in the city 
than it had been when he first, 
got out of bed after Strickner . 
had phoned him.

There was a man in a blue 
uniform at the door, and a small 
crowd around him. The reporter 
shoved through the group and 
started past the policeman. The 
officer stopped him.

"Sorry, bud. I’ve got orders 
to keep everyone out.“

the earliest possible-- "

Boven jerked his arm free 
and straightened his coat collar. 
"I'm a newspaperman. The name’s 
Boven, of the International News 
Service."

The thin man chewed his lips 
as though he were irritated. "I 
suppose you’re here for an ex
planation of this incident?1'

"Incident?" said Boven,"That 
is nutting it rather mildly, isn't 
it?"

Keith flashed his press 
card. "Boven, of the INS."

The officer looked at the 
bit of cardboard and pulled at 
his nose. Finally, he stepped 
back and opened the door. "I 
guess it's okay."

"Never-the-less, there is 
nothing we can tell you here.'1

"This thing must have an 
explanation."

"I’m afraid it hasn’t," said 
the scientist drily, turning to
ward the wall.

He allowed Boven to slip thr-
ough the door, and then he shut it 
quickly before the impatient 
crowd could shove their way past 
him.

Boven found himself in a 
high-ceilinged vestibule With an
archway at the far 
the carpeted floor 
room.

end. He crossed 
into the next

"You've got to give us some
thing to print ’. This is the bigge 
est story since the birth of 
Jesus Christi" Boven was losing 
his temper over the cold and 
impersonal manner of the scientist 
and he made no attempt to con
ceal his anger.

He could hear
but could not decide from where 
they had come. After a moment 
a long-legged man with a thin 
bony face appeared from a door
way ahead of Boven. He seemed 
astonished to find a person in 
the room.

"What do you want me to do," 
began the scientist, turning 

voices somewherel?ack to Boven, "Quote a paragraph
for you from some science-fiction 
yarn? I can't explain. The aarth 
has stopped spinning on its axis.
It's

ZOU

as simple as that

"Simple'.1’1 exploded Boven 
call that simple/"

Coming forward, he took Boven 
by the elbow as though intending 
to drag him to the door, "You'll 
have to leave. I'm sorry, Je’re 
workina on this thing now, and 
we will release our findings at

"It's simple in its vastnes^' 
replied the long-legged man with
out emotion.

"For that to happen---the 
world to stop spinning, I mean—
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wouldn’t everything on it, because the top floor. It took him but 
of inertia or what-not, go spin-. a moment to find a hall window 
ing off into space?" facing east, and to confirm his

fearsi
‘‘According to all the’laws

of science, and nature, that is ’The sun was setting in the
exactly what should have happened,"east. Boven stood at the window 
replied the I'ean scientist, put- watching it until it had disap- 
ting a match to a cigarette. peared completely. Then he went

back to the newspaper office.
"Then how do you explain that?1'

asked Boven. - New York lay huge and quiet
and frightened under the dim

"I ca.h’t explain it." stars, and the strangest night
t in. history began.

Boven threw up his hands; and
cursed. "Is there anyone else here -t-
I could talk to?'1 .

THEY’BE BLAHING IT on the
The scientist sighed, "There 

is no one here who- can tell you 
anything. Call this thing a mir
acle or phenomenon or whatever you 
choose. You’ll come as close to 
explaining it as we here at the 
planetorium." He dropped his 
partly-smoked cigarette into an 
ash-recepacle in one corner of 
the room, and then turned as 
though intending to leave. Boven 
thought of stopping him, but chang 
ed his mind.

atomic bomb explosions," Aric 
Strickner was saying. "How rid
iculous can theorie become?"

"Next they’ll be accusing 
the Hartians," Boven observed.

"That’s as plausible as the 
nbxt thing, Haybe God has a fing 
er in this pie somewhere."

Boven raised his eyebrows 
at his editor. It was the first 
time he had ever heard Strick-

Muttering to himself, the ner mention God other than in a 
newspaperman left the planetorium. moment of profanity. Ee.said: 
He shoved his way through the ever-"You’re serious about that,
thickening crowd in front of the 
building. It was still as dark 
outside the planetorium as it 
had been earlier. Boven started 
walking. He Walked almost three 
blocks before noticeing that the 
darkness seemed to be deepening.

aren’t you?"

There was something like 
bitterness in Strickner’s face, 
and his eyes were squinted and 
staring at nothing at all. "Of 
course. There is still a God 
around somewhere, isn’t there?"

When he was sure of it, he 
began running, a thought hammer
ing at the back of his brain. 
He kept repeating over'and over 
to himself as he ran: It can’t' 
be...it can’t be...it can1t bo./.

Boven did not answer. He had 
been anat. heist for as long as he 
could remember, and he had been 
fifty-two in July. He decided to 
change the sub jec t.

He darted into an all-night 
hotel and took its elevator to

"There’s going to be a lot 
of panic, Eric."
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'Why shouldn’t there be? For The two men sat regarding
as long as the world has stood, one another for a moment, 
the sun has been rising in the east 
ans setting in the west; so all of "Maybe this thing is worse 
a sudden it stops in the sky as than it appeared at first even,1' 
though its shifting gears and starts Said Strickner, forgetting
going the other way around. Why 
shouldn’t there be panic, Keith? 
It’s been this way exactly—" he 
glanced at his watch, 11—sixteen 
hours. You know how many suicides 
there hpve been?"

Boven shook his head so slowly 
so slightly the movement was al
most imperceptible.

Strickner allowed a pause 
while he started up a cigarette. 
Hu was halfway through his fourth 
pack since the thing began. "There 
has been almost five-hundred sui
cides phoned in. And that's in Now 
York alone."

Boven shuddered. There was 
something ho had been meaning to 
tell Strickner. He decided to got 
it over with,

"Look at my face, Eric,"

The night editor stared at 
him puzzled. "Whats wrong?" 

grammatical construction in his 
emotion, "I got some phone calls 
people telling me about dead men 
suddenly appearing at their homes 
ones who died within the last six
teen hours, I mean. I thought it 
was jus t hoax. "

"We illicit as well face this 
thing, Eric. Something fantastic 
is happening to our world. Some
thing so crazy I don’t want to 
think about it...but we have to 
because its hero and we’ve got to 
accept it,"

"Go on," siad the editbr, his 
head down, knowing what Boven was 
going to say,

"It all adds up to one thing , 
Time is running backwards."

Strickner nodded several times 
without looking up, feeling as 
though he were going insane.

"Know what that means?"

"I had a day old beard when 
I went home last night. I needed i 
shave,"

in Strickner nodded

"What you driving at?"

It meant a lot of things. 
Things he didn't like to think 
about. But he thought of them any-

"Look 
en,"

clo I’m clean shav
way while he e 
red gloitf of h?

ring

"What the
to say, Keith?"

hell are you
the womb. 

tryingwould not

-tomorrow, back in
b a year pass, and they

There would be no births. No
deaths

"I didn’t shave."
t really death, unles 
or violence. Perhaps

living backwards and dying
STRICKNER PUT HIS hand to

his check remembering. "I didn’t 
shave either, now that I think a- 
bout it; but my face is smooth,,"

way wouldn't be so 
coming young enough 
old, a few monthes, 
be no pain, no remu:

After be-

there would 
forance, no



anything. Perhaps that was the 
perfect-way of-dying.

Then he thought of the other 
side of it. Yes, there would be 
births. Births from the grave. 
Buried today, tomorrow alive 
and ready to live life over... 
in reverse. It was terribily 
frightening. It meant ebcry ipan 
would know exactly how long he 
had to live. Boven had fifty- 
two years to live. He, Strickner, 
had sixty-one years of life re
maining.

Christ, why was I born?

Strickner put his head in 
his hands and ebied for a long 
long time. Boven waited quietly. 
Finally the two newspapermen re
turned to their work.

Far out in space, a child
god named Wog giggled for one 
million years and went for a 
billion century walk among the 
universes, looking for a new top 
to spin.

because tomorrow is really 
yesterday and yesterday is 
morrow.

AND HE THOUGHT: suicide 
would hot be a way out. If I 
shot myself now, tonight, to
morrow I would be ressurected

to-

THE ILLUSTRATED MAN, by 
bury, Doubleday.

Since my viewpoint

Ray Brad- I 
saying 
ides,

suppose it 
that thi. s, 
is nothing

LeW Gaff 
goes without 
like the Ghron- 
more than a

concern
ing Ray Bradbury apoears else
where in this tome, I suppose it 
isn’t quite fair for me to re
view this particular book. How
ever, with as open a mind as poss
ible, I shall try.

One reviewer said of this 
latest contribution of Bradbury’s 
"Even better than his ’The Martian

collection of previously printed 
Bradbwy excursions, with necassary 
changes to fit the theme suggessed 
by the title. There where tales in 
this book which I had read before; 
more that I had never seem. There 
were one or two with such ridic
ulous themes, and at times ridic
ulous writing, that I wondered 
how even Bradbury got them print
ed. -The one particular tale which

Chroniles.’" I heartily disagree 
with that statement. This book has 
its moments, to be true, but does 
not approach the Chronicles in 
downright philosophy and genius 
in assembling.

affected me thus was, ’The Cement 
Mixer’. It read like a third grade 
composition. If you like Bradbury 
you’ll like the ’Illustrated Man'. 
If you’ve never hoard of Bradbury 
buy this and get acquainted with



his best and worst. If you have no up to that high-sounding title, 
taste for Bradbury, save your money. The stories are of the type 

vou can get by the dozen in any
twenty-cent pulp. This thing of 
gathering together a flock ofS*F 
and fantasy tales into one volume 
is becoming increasingly frequent, 
and undoubtedly profitable, from 
the number I've seen in bookstores 
and on news-stands.

This particular one contains 
■nineteen stories, all of which 
were written by authors whose 
names you'll have no trouble 
recognizing, if you're a fan and 
you probably are or you wouldn't 
ice reading this. You will find 
Leinster/’Asimov, Van Vogt, Hein
lein, Galium, and of course Ray 
Bradbury. Compiling an anthology 
of S-F without including something 
by Bradbury ranks along with 
naming the presidents of Our 
United States and omitting George 
Washington. Anyway, I've yet to 
see an’anthology without Bradbury 
somewhere in it. If they reprint 
Mars Is Heaven many more times, 
it is very liable to replace the 
Bible.

My blue ribbon for the best 
story in the book goes.to Tack. 
Finney, for a subtle little -..ring 
called Such Interesting Neighbors.

Before this becomes to in
dividualistic, maybe I'd better 
say that the anthology as a whole 
is good for a few enjoyable even
ings to most anyone, fan or no. 
A non-fan will appreciate the 
introduction by Mr. Pohl, in. 
which lie takes a stao nt defining 
science-fiction, and wish a 
goodly measure of success.

pU™, WITCH, BURN, by A. Merritt, 
Liveright,

A reprint, typical of the Me
rritt we all know so well, but a 
trifle above average in his part
icular field,, It has to do with a 
gay c.reatuyc..named Madame Mandilip 
who owns a doll shop. The story is 
weird, suspensoful, and often horr
ifying, If you happen to be a fan 
of Merritt’s, you have undoubtedly 
already read this book. If you’re 
of the younger set, Perhaps you’ve 
missed out on th s highly exciting 
work,, by the man called tho daddy 
of fantasy and horror. If you're 
in that latter class, by all means 
scrounge up some dough and buy 
this tale (you can get it in the 
paper-back pocket size for two- 
bits). If you want something more 
sturdy to keep in your library, 
go whole hawg and procure the 
cloth bound edition. It goes for 
around two bucks.

If you want the other famous 
fantasy tales of Merritt, in the p 
paper-back editions, quarter size 
Avon books has published besides 
Burn, Witch, Burn, theses THE SHIP 
OF ISHTAR', CREEP, SHADOW, CREEP, 
THE METAL MONSTER, SEVEN FOOT* 
PRINTS TO SATAN, THE FOX WOMAN, 
THE MOONPOCL, DWELLERS IN THE MIR* 
AGE, and THE FACE IN THE ABYSS.

Some of those are due to bo 
reviewed in future ishes of VOID, 
in case you happen to be interest
ed in this column,
BEYOND THE- END OF TIME-, edited 
by"“Fr edri ck 'Pohl, Doub 1 eday.

A collection, once again. 
It doesn't, however, quite live
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MEN AND WOMEN IN A BEATEN COUNTRY FIGHTING 
DESPARATELY FOR THEIR LIVES



STUAKT COXY

THE IRON HEEL

RICEAxtD i'ONTGOilERY cursed 
hoarsely through the darkness. 
His voice grated across the other 
mens’ ears with sudden and mono- 
syla'oic sound.

"Don’t make so much noise, 
Dad," Steve whispered at his el
bow. "Do you want the enemy to 
hear us?"

"You’d cuss too, Steve. They 
>ve got eight guards in the vic
inity of that warehouse."

"What did you expect?" asked 
Jonnie quietly.

I’m not cursing the fact, 
I’m only cursing their damned 
foresight," The elder Montgomery 
expostulated.

"Well, as many raids as we 
have made on this warehouse dur
ing the past few weeks, they sho
uld have an entire platoon guardi 
ing it." This from i artin For
sythe, who had come up to the 
front of the column to see what 
the hold-up was about.

"I don't see how we are going 
to get anything done if all we do 
is stand here and argue," com
plained Steve.

"We certainly have not got 
all night," Jonnie agreed. "We 

have an eight mile jaunt back to 
headquarters and dawn is o±ly 
three hours away."

"Yeah, we’ll have to get 
bus# pretty quick," Forsythe's 
big figure was a blur against 
the lighter darkness behind him.

"They’ll be changing guard 
in six minutes," the elder Mont
gomery said, looking at his watch. 
"Tell"your men we’ll wait until 
afterwards, so they may as well 
rest untill then."

FORSYTHE NODDED and was 
swallowed up immediately in the 
darkness beside the burned out 
building where the column had 
halted.

Steve whispered from the 
darkness close by, "Say," he said, 
"Where's that nistol with the 
silencer?"

"Leslie has it," came the 
whispered reply.

"If I can get in that burn
ed out building across the street, 
it might be possible to pick off 
those guards one by one. They'll 
not even know what is happening." 
He pointed to a building some 
distance away. Its front was well- 
lighted by the illumination from 
the lights about the guarded 
warehouse.
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How in hell arc you going
to got over there

acc is as 
y anything

Stove? That
.s day. not to

ibout the ground
between here and there ii

elder Montgomery
survoyed the

sounded skeptic-
sibilit-

ffeshly-awakened men mumbling soft
ly between themselves.

He sooke in her ear so sudden
ly it startled her. "Hold my mach- 

. ine gun, Jonnie." He handed her 
■ the weapon and she almost dropped 
her own as she reached for it. She

"The position 
from the- back.'1

is

the men behind him

watched him silently as he raised 
the old single-action .38 and 
sighted along the barrel. The 
slight of the silencer and the 

Q turned, to ' clicking of mechanism sounded ex- 
"Pass the wordtremely loud in the quiet of the 

building. She watched him aim a-

vulnerable

back for Leslie to bring his si-
lencer up hero."

They could hear a faint
ripple of whisperin; 
the word was passed ilong. Onl'
minutes later Leslie came for
ward, slipping and sliding thro
ugh the darkness.

gain, hearing no sound from across 
the street, and smelling tne aerie, 
smell of burnt powder,'as a faint 
breeze fanned it back into her 
face. With his third bullet a low 
sound was heard from the direction 
of the warehouse. A hoarse yell 
burst through the muttering, then 
Steve began firing rapidly.

H

"Here, Montgomery," he said 
hoarsely, his deep bass voice 
rumbling-softly in then!ght.

"Give it to Steve, Frank. 
Vie’11 give you ten minutes, Steve 
Get going, the guard will be 
changing any minute now."

"I’m going with you, Steve." 
Jonnie came forward as Steve 
turned to go.

"Well, come on."

He seemed a little peeved 
at her as he loped off into the 
darkness back the way they had 
come.

HOx-ENTS LATER THEY WERE in
side the crumbling waste of the 
burned out building. They had 
a good view of the warehouse 
now, for the electric lights 
surrounding it were just across 
the street, less than one hun
dred feet away. The guard had 
changed and they could hear

Strangely, Jonnie thought of 
Edison, who had been killea, it 
seemed, so long ago. She almost 
sobbed then, Eddie, Eddie. Why did 
you have to die? Why coulan’t it 
have been someone•else? Ch, Edison, 
I love you, love you. Tears dimmed 
her vision but she brushed them 
aside a little contemptuously. 
She looked down morosely at her 
cracked, dirty hands.

She glanced up to see Steve 
had gone through the window and 
was standing a few feet below on 
a pile of rubble, motioning at her 
franticly. She dropped to his 
side and peered about. She saw the 
still figures of enemy guards 
lying where they had fallen about 
the entance to the huge warehouse.

AL.iEAdY FIGURES of the resis
tance group were running into the 
square. Sub-machine guns were 
held ready, along with machine
pistols and rifles.



Steve, with Jonnie at his 
heels, ran swiftly across the 
street and tore franticly at the 
lock which held the corregated 
metal door closed.

ONCE INSIDE he leaped into 
the cab of the lead truck which 
their contact had informed them 
was already loaded. He heard his 
father issueing orders for the 
loading of the other truck. The 
operations were half-completed 
when someone came running into 
the warehouse. He heard them 
shouting that someone was coming, 
and he ground down on the ac
celerator of the truck. Martin 
Forsuthe dived for the cab of 
the nearest truck, and Jonnie 
readied the . £0 calibur machine 
gun for action, above Steve, 
watched as men piled into For
sythe's truck, arms swinging with 
their weapons and legs flying. 
He saw his father racing toward 
Martin's truck, which was moving 
now. His glance shifted to the 
big open door. He caught his 
breath and pounded Jonnie on the 
shin,

"They’re at the door, Jon
nie'." 

dust
The motor caught and he cram-into 

med the lever back into low. For
sythe's gunner was already firing 
the heavy fifty calibur into the 
mass of enemy soldiers as the 
truck got under way. Steve let 
the clutch out all the way and

the block coming at them, its 
guns blazing. He glanced up at 
Jonnie and saw her lips drawn in 
a straight line and hate flash
ing from her dark eyes. He saw 
the big fifty calibur jump in 
her hands as tracers and armor- 
piercing bullets left its muzzle. 
He watched her swing the heavy 
gun on its turret, and was amazed 
at the strength she displayed.

BEHIND HIM HE HEARD the men 
in the rear firing back toward 
the enemy soldiers at the ware
house. The windshield smashed 
in his face, showering him with 
broken glass. He glanced again at 
the half-track and sat that it 
had run into the side of a burned 
out building amid dust and flying 
bits of concrete. His gaze swept 
up the wall and he froze to the 
wheel. The wall was crumbling 
toward them,

He- honked the horn desper
ately to the other truck, but ev
idently Forsythe had already seen 
the danger. He dodged into a side 
street, bumping and swerving from 
side to side. Steve whipped in 
behind him and felt the serge of 
air and smelled the thick choking 

an the caving wall slammed 
the street behind.

The street they had turned 
into was cluttered with debris 
but Forsythe had the big truck 
ahead in four-wheel drive, and 
was making swift progress down 
its deserted length. Steve shoved 
the clutch in and threw his truck 
into four-wheel drive and roared 
after. All firing had stopped 
now, but Steve knew they had 
gained but short respite. He 
glanced up at Jonnie and saw her

themfumbling with the bolt on the 
fifty calibur.

She kicked him in the thigh

roared after.
He watched the tail-lights 

swing into the street, and he 
turned on his headlights. Exhaust 
and powder smoke made the light 
dim as he swung his truck into 
the street. Gunfire roared at 
and bullets screamed above the 
deep rumble of the big motors.
Then he saw the half-track down

- 36 -



and screamed down at him above the after shutting off the motor 
roar of motors and wind; "This and extinguishefing the headlights, 
gun has jammed, Steve’" He watched Forsythe signal with

his lights and then turn them
He grimaced but did not re- out. Moments later the main body 

ply. They probably wouldn’t need of the resistance group were run- 
it again anyway, he thought. He • ning into the street, and then 
glanced through the smashed wind- they were unloading the big trucks, 
shield to the truck ahead. It Jonnie came down from the fifty 
had halted and he knew Forsythe calibur as Steve strung fuse from 
had come to another street. It the dynamite in the open gas tank, 
was Engle Blvd. He honked his horn 
and came to a stop beside Forsy- "Got the fifty all ready to
the' s truck. "Take Engle out'." he be dismantled." She started passing 
screamed. cans of ammunition down to him.

Her face was smeared with dirt
He watched as Forsythe turnedand grease, but there was a hap- 

his big truck into the wide, clearpy smile on her lips. Two Resist
ed street. Then he swung in bohindance men climbed to the top of
him, his headlights flashing on 
ravaged and devastated houses. 
Then they were roaring along a- 
gain in a silence broken only by 
the motors of the trucks. Steve 
glanced out the side window and 
saw a row of vehicles on their

the cab and began dismantling 
the fifty calibur machine gun, 
Steve watched them a moment, then, 
as Jonnie passed the Jast can of 
ammo down, ho went around to the 
tailgate, his big body a dim out
line in the faint illumination

tail. His eyes came back to the of flickering flashlights, 
truck ahead, and then traveled
up Jonnie’s trouser-covered leg. THE UNLOADING was going
She evidently had the fifty calib-smoothly with speed and practiced 
ur cleared, for she was scaling ease. Forsythe's truck was already 
grimly as she reached for another onloadcd and he was waiting for 
can of ammunition. He nudged her the signal to touch off the fuse 
again on the shin, and as she to the dynamite in the gas tank, 
glanced down he waved his hand He glanced at the long column of 
franticly to the rear. Ho watched the resistance group, making off 
her throw the big gun around on toward headquarters, loaded with 
its rollers, and then he drove on,provisions of every description, 
listening to the guns staccato. Jonnie came up beside him, her 
His gaxe traveled again out the heavy calibur hanging by its 
window to the rear-view mirror. sling across her shoulders, car- 
Devastation had been wrought back rying a heavy truck battery bal- 
there'by the fifty calibur slugs, ancod between her hands. She bent 
Two vehicles had turned over beneath the weight and smiled 
directly in the path of the othersup at him.
following. A gasoline tank ex
ploded and a heap of burning As the last big carton left
vehicles greeted his eyes. the truck Steve turned and sig

naled to Forsythe, his heavy gun 
MINUTES LATER they were at raised above his head. He went

the rendevous point and he d?ew back to the cab. Lighting a match
sharply to a halt beside Forsythe.on the door, he sot it to the fuse 
He climbed stiffly f±om 'ho cab and watched as the tiny flame
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Richard Montgomery came up 
to him with Frank Leslie beside 
him, "Let’s go up and report to 
Camerle, Steve," He looked at 
Forsythe and Jonnie. He laughed 
heartily at Jennie's smoke black
ened face. She smiled back and 
they followed him up the basement 
and down the hall to Camerle's 
headquarters office.

Leader. Camerle glanced up as 
they entered the room. He smiled

started flickering up the lenght 
of dangling fuse.

"Lets go," he called to For
sythe, running around to the 
front of the truck. He picked up 
what remained of the gun assembly 
and threw it across his shoulders. 
He spied Forsythe coming around 
the front of the other truck with 
a simular peice of fifty-calibur 
mechanism, 

Togather the two men raced 
after the retreating figures of 
the fast disappearing group, They 
had gone less than a hundred yards 
when the dynamite exploded with a 
blue flash of light and a fearful 
noise. They glanced back and saw 
flames in the empty eyes of the 
houses as the trucks started burn
ing. They turned back and hurried 
..after the column before they were 
lost in tin darkness, 

Just at dawn they arrived at 
the old, rotting mansion that was 
the group headquarters. It was 
nearly five miles from the place 
where they had burned the trucks, 
All were staggering beneath the 
loads they were carring for they 
had .not stopped to rest during the 
entire trip from the rendezvous 
point,

Supply men were on hand.and at them breifly and put a pistol 
directed each person to deposit he had been cleaning to one side, 
his load -wherever it belonged in 
the basement store-room, "Mission completed, Camerle,"

the elder Montgomery reported,
STEVE SMILED AT the ease with

which the group disposed of the "Good, good, Richard. Did
fruits of the nights work. Indeed y0U people have fun?" 
organization was at its peak.
Everyone knew exactly what he was "Not too much. The goddam
to do and did it without wasted enemy was all asleep, blast their 
time or labor. Many of the men had dirty, stinking hides." His gaze 
been in service in thesecond war shifted as Toni Reynolds came out 
and discipline was outstanding of the other room with Marcella 
among their characteristics. Montgomery following closely.
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"You folgs had better' get 
some breakfast and then get some; 
sleep. We have another little 
job tonight. I’11 give you all' 
a little briefing after you’ve 
eaten." He raised his eyes to 
Tony, who had come over and plac
ed her hand on his shoulder. 
"Incidentally," he looked back 
at the little group facing him, 
"You all did a very good job. 
Did anyone get hurt?"

had. ever imposed itself upon the 
people's" of’the' world. To him, who 
had' put in three 'years as. a marine 
for the United States, Democracy 
was. the most wonderful thing that 
could ever happen to man.

"Two wounded slightly and 
one dead," Richard Montgomery 
replied laconically. He glanced 
at Marcella who had gone over 
to Forsythe. "We got a good many 
supplies, Camerle," his gaze 
switched back to the leader's

He had seen what had happened 
to other members of the country 
to which he belonged during the 
occupation, and he desired very 
much that the same thing would 
not happen to him. Perhaps this 
was his main reason for joining 
the St. Louis Resistance Group. 
No, it wasn't, Don't kid yourself, 
he said. You joined the resistance 
because you thought it was better 
than spending your time in a con

stony face, "and two fifty cal-
iburs with lots of ammo. If

men
"You did a magnificent job, 
and I will say I'm proud of

centration camp. It was 
didn’t have to fight for 
food you got. You didn't 
worry about breaking out 
'some deadly disease. You 
have to smell the filthy

true. You 
what 
have to 
with

. didn't 
■ smell of

you". Steve, have our armory mount sweat and slime and fellow pris
them both on the half-track. We’lloners. You didn't have to worry 

about digging your own grave. He 
would like a niuo clean wound.

use that tonight." His gaze swept 
over the group facing him.
"Gentlemen, good-night, and may 
you rest well... Richard, give me 
a written report on this tonight.
Forsythe, have supply give you 
inventory on the supplies and 
ammo we obtained. That's all. 
Dismissed."

an

One that would kill instantly 
and without pain. He wouldn't like 
to see his life's blood scattering 
to be soaked up by a seemingly 
thirsty earth. He wasn't afraid 
of death. He just didn't like the 
prospect.

CHAPTER TWO

FIRE OF THE ENEMY

MARTIN FORSYTHE of St. Louis was 
a man who believed in anything, 
just so long as he was assured 

of a future in whatever' project 
seemed of the greatest value. 
He" was, however, a firm believer 
in the famous stripes of red and 
white and the field of blue.
With all his heart he believed | 
in the greatest government that

He tried to change the' sub
ject in his mind. Sex. Now, sex 
was a different matter. If a guy 
could accomplish the making of a 
girl, more power to him. If he 
could defeat someone to such a 
low thing, Forsythe was with him. 
bless that man's heart. It was a 
defeat. He had defeated her powers 
of resistance. His thoughts Stopps 
ed.

He glanced up. There she was. 
What was'her name? Riviera, Jon- 
nie Riviera, that was her. He 
Glanced at her swiftly moving
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hands. What was she doing? Oh, 
yes, buckling up her pants. His 
lips curled in contempt and his 
thoughts drifted off.

Hours later, sunshine was 
in his eyes. Damn, he thought. 
Turn the light out. He felt some
one's hand on his ana. He flin
ched and sat up. Leslie. Oh, 
leave me sleep. Leave me die. I 
ain't fit to live in this', world 
with the lousy people we. have’ for 
bosses. Get out of here.

"Wake up, Forsythe, Chow 
time. It’ll, be all et up in a 
minute."

FORSYTHE RUBBED HIS EYES and 
said nothing. Leslie had gone 
back to his own bunk, He was pul
ling on his pants as Forsythe 
looked again. God, he was skinny. 
How could a man breed such a 
skinny kid? He yawned, He looked 
at the figures of the other men 
dressing in the sunlight-filled 
room, He saw Steve 'Montgomery. 
God, what a build. Then he moved 
his eyes away and wished he had 
something to drink, 

He pulled his trouseron 
over his sleep-stiff legs. Here 
comes that insufferable girl he 
had met upstairs. Not bad looking. 
In fact, damn good looking. What 
was her name? Oh, yes, that was 
Steve's sister, Marcella. Good 
old Marc. He tied his shoes.

"Aren't you ready for chow 
yet, Martin?" She was standing 
at the foot of his bed. Damn, she 
was beautiful,

"Yes, yes, be right down." 
He pulled his shirt over his 
shoulders and stood up. He fol
lowed her out of the dormitory.

The long table was nearly

empty when he sat down. Just the 
men and women who had been on last 
night's mission.. That seemed a 
long time. ago. Where had they 
gone? Oh, yes, the warehouse. God, 
I wish I could get the cobwebs 
out of my brain. He took a long 
drink of the weak coffee. Hmmm. 
Must be getting- short on coffee 
again, he muttered.

"What did you say, Martin?" 
Marcella was sitting beside him. 
Evidently she had already oaten, 
for her plate was empty before 
her. She was smoking a cigarette,

"I said must be a long time 
till dark," he lied. He sort of 
resented her presence,

"Not so long. Did you sleep 
well?" Her voice sounded inter
ested.

Why the hell was she inter
ested. in him? "Yes, slept very 
well, thank you." He stuffed a 
large leaf of lettuce in his 
mouth and started chewing. He 
added some beans to h s aiready- 
filled mouth and looked away.

"Martin."
"fes?"

"You're a funny guy."

"Why?"

"S^ 'ilent,"

"What co you mean's It
c ome s, he the', tgrit,

"You never take me outside 
to talk.,"

Uh huh, he thought. "You mean 
to talk in private?"

"Yes."
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What in hell was she leading her? He looked at her. Yes,he 
decided, it could be done. He 
tried. It worked. She fairly melt-

him into? "Maybe I’m bashful."

She smiled. She
was joking 
prise me.

"Martin
thought he 
you sur-

I thought you spent
some time in the marines?"

"I did. But with girls? 
No, I am entirely dumb when it 
comes to the opposite sex." Oh,
oh.
Her

Had. he said
eyes glashed a warn

omething wrong?

ed into his arms. It wasn't bad, 
he admitted to himself. This was 
the first time he had kissed her. 
He glanced about the mess room. 
Oh, oh. The guys were watching 
him. He had better break off this 
clinch. He looked down at the 
shingng face. He said; "Don't 
be absurd. I'm not as dumb as I 
look."

The
"Don't be naive, Martin, 

marines.don't teach you to
be an idiot. True, I was never in

SHE GLANCED up at him, eyes 
twinkling. "Do you think for a mom
ent that I thought any different?"1

them, but I'm a woman. I ought 
to slap your face, because I 
don't think your thought are the 
least but honorable."

He was slightly taken aback.
Looking deep into her eyes, he was 
a trifle puzzled as to her intent
ions. He had to change the answer 
he was on the verge of making;Yes', she was onto him. He ... . -would have to change his approach.Let' s> go to the briefing, uamerle 

’ - will be wondering what's happened’’Golly, am I tired," he yawned, 
stretching his arms over his
head. "Hope this mission don't 
take long tonight." He glanced 
at her. Yes, that seemed to change

to his right hand man." He got to 
feet and led the way out ofhis 

the mess room

the look on her face. The storm 
clouds had left. He sat back 
and finished his coffee. He was 
glad she was young, but she was 
funny. She wanted to be vulgar, 
but didn't quite know how, 
Too much graceful living; too 
much discipline.

"You are 
Martin."

p stragie man,

"Is that 
a slam?"

a compliment or

HE WATCHED THE TALL, BRIGHTLY 
clad man' fall in the beams from 
the headlights of the half-track. 
Something about the figure made 
him start forward in the hard seat. 
The chattering of the forward 
fifty caliobur let up as he brought 
the roaring vehicle to.a halt be
side the prone figure. He glanced 
at the silent man beside him. Cal 
Wylie was a coward. No he wasn't. 
He was a fool. Oh, the hell with
him. the opened the heavily-

"Take it
eyes belied the 
lips.

either way." Her
pout of her

Good thing 
my thoughts, he 
This thing is s
on a duel of words like

she can't read 
said to bhaself. 

illy. Wh/ carry
this?

armored d >or and jumped, to the 
hard ground. Blood covered the 
tall man's face and shoulder, 
Forsythe looked at him m the 
light from the head-lamps of the 
half-trace. Looks enemy, he 
muttered.

Why don’t you reach over and kiss "What's wrong down there
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Forsythe?" Leslie called,

"This man' is no enemy. Who 
the hell shot him?"

"I did," Leslie replied,

Leslie’ You dumb son-of-a- 
bitch. He lifted the heavy body of 
the unconscious and held him up to 
the men in the rear of the half
track. Aloud he said, "We’ll take 
him home with us."

Two trucks, loaded with the 
rest of the patrol, came lumbering 
up their motors rumbling in the 
night.

"What's wrong?" Steve was 
standing on the running board of 
the lead vehicle.

of bushes. A fence he could not 
see was directly in his path. With 
a zinging of breaking-wire,’ and “ 
the screaming of tearing metal, 
he found himself on the highway.

.'The motor rumbled as he 
plunged in on the clutch and shift
ed to high. Frowning, he saw the 
muzzle flash of an anti-tank gun 
in front of him. He felt the half
track jump as the shell burst al
most beneath the wheels, He flashed 
the lights once. The machine gun 
over his head fired a challenge 
that wasn’t answered.

Wylie was muttering beside 
him as he turned the light switch 
off and pulled to a halt beside 
the silent *>0 millimeter anti
tank gun.

An anti-tank shell of about 
the size of a fifty millimeter
chugged into the ground some twenty 
yards away and exploded. Pande
monium broke out. The lights on 
the half-track dissolved, and the 
night was black as the truck lights 
were doused.

"Shut up, Wylie," he said as 
he climbed from the cab.

Steve pulled to a halt behind 
the half-track. "What the hell is 
wrong, Forsythe? Don't you know / 
we've got artillery shooting at 
us?"

FORSYTHE DIVED FOR the pro
tection of the cab as another shell 
pounded into the earth. The motor 
roared as he surged back on the 
gears.

"So what? Here's a fifty mm 
That's a nice piece of shooting 

Do we want it?"

The half-track shot sparks 
as it left the dry river bed. He 
could hear the roar of the two 
trucks close behind. A.shell burst 
just in front of him and the bril
liant light hurt his eyes. He stom-1

Steve thought. "Douse your 
lights. Pull off the road. Per
imeter defense." The commands were 
passed back.

Forsythe had one trail of 
the fifty mm slammed shut when 
Steve joined him. A dead man lay

ped down on the accelerator and the' 
half-track made a rumbling noise ’

across the other 
sythe kicked him

trail, and For-

deep in its engine and sprang up 
the embankment.

Steve glanced at 
,t e n y ar d s aw ay.

off 
the

nonchalantly, 
ammo truck

Forsythe heard the fifty
calibre over his head let go as 
he plowed through a big clump

Small arms fire hit his ears 
as he glanced back at Forsythe. 
"There's a truck load of ammo/'
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"Tell Wylie to get in it and 
follow me." He surged up on the 
trails of the fifty-mm. and pulled 
it up behind the half-track, skin
ning., his knuckles and bringing a 
curse to his lips. He slipped the 
hitches together and heard the 
steel clang home. He could see 
Wylie already in the cab of the 
ammo truck and heard the engine 
cough as Wylie stepped on the 
starter. He ran for the cab of the 
half-track.

goddam mess. Damn, I like this 
half-track. Stay alive a little 
longer behind these steel walls. 
He patted the cold steel beside 
him and grinned. Take a good 
bullet to go through that. Six 
miles. Six miles yet to go. He 
glanced at the sky ahead. Bright
ening. Damn. He plowed down on rhe 
accelerator.

JONNIE LOOKED DOWN at th'
"Wind 'er up," called Steve hard muscles of the wounded marls 

over the tumalt of small arms fire chest. She had washed the blood 
and roar of the ammo truck. off and had bandaged the wound

to the best of her abality. The
Men started pouring into the. bleeding had stopped, but as Dor- 

three vehicles and Forsythe put sythe had said, he had been shot 
the half-track into low gear* He with a fifty, calibur machine gun.
could feel the sharp tug of the She glanced up at the white band
fifty mm. as he released the clutchkges on his head, then ner eyes 
He muttered to himself as the car slid down to his face. It was pale 
started forward, ".That fifty mm. she saw. Probably from Loss of 
is a nice piece of equipment. Corn!- blood. He had- a handsome face 
forting. God, it's dark. Glad that framed with long blue-black hair, 
white line hasn't been worn from She supposed his eyes to L- steel 
the center cf the highway." He threw grey and piercing. He looked, ..ike 
the shift into third. a man with hard and unyielding

character,
Twelve miles. He reached down 

and flipped the light switch. Damn 
what is that headlight shining up 
in the trees for? Oh, that goddam 
fence. He glanced at the speedo
meter. Half an hour. Half an hour 
and they would be home. I wonder 
who the hell that guy .is we picked 
up? Looked enemy as hell. He swung 
the half-track around a curve and 

They didn't know what his p 
name was,, for they had found no 
identification upon him. Jamerle 
was afraid of enemy agents, but 
she had the feeling that this naan 
was no enemy. His cheeks were 
covered with long black whisker's.

Her thoughts were interrupted
heard the tracks whine on the paveoby Toni from the door to the 
ment. Dam, pavement, hard on track.small second floor dormitory used 
Dam that headlight. Dam the whole as a sick bay. "You’d better come 
rotten business. Over there was down'and eat, Jonnie. He.will be 
the concentration camp, dam it, tooalright that long,11 she indecau^d. 
Dam the poor miserable bastards in the man on the bed.
it. Look at that headlight. Looks
like an airplane beacon. His foot "Yes, Toni. I'll be right
crammed down on the dimmers and thedown." She pulled the blanket up 
light snapped down to the highway, over the man's chest and picked 
That's better, he thought. Boy, up the basin of bloody water. She 
what l'd give to get out of this glanced back at him and quietly



closed the door. Toni stood in "Did fine, Miss Riviera.' He
the short corridor waiting for smiled a little thinly, 
her.

"You may call me Jonnie." 
"He's a handsome brute, Jon

nie. Wonder what his name is?" God, she's trying to get fam-
ilar with me now. "Thank you, Jon- 

"I haven't the faintest idea,nio," He went back to his plate
Toni." She felt a little sorry and wiped up the last bit cf gravy 
for Toni. She hadn't seen Flame with a thin slice of bread. De
Harvey for over six monthes. She liberately, he stuck it in his 
didn't know if he was dead or mouth and began chewing. God, he 
alive. Jonnie had mentioned his thought, this war is sure hard on 
name once. That time she had seen women. He was reminded of the first 
pain and resentment rise in the time he had seen Jonnie in the 
beautiful girl's eyes, and so had concentration camp. Shanges them, 
never mentioned him again. This too. The once beautiful hand, th?.s
thought had brought back to her same one here on his shoulder,
the mind-image of Eddie. She gri- was a cracked, blackened paw. The 
maced and started down the stairs nails were split and grimy..Yes, 
to the main floor. Yesterday she this life is hard on women in 
had tried to burn that picture more ways than one. - 
out of her system. It hadn't work
ed. He swallowed the last drop of

coffee and got to his feet. "You'll
FORSYTHE AND WYLIE were stillexcuse me,, girls, I'm .tired and 

in the mess room as she and Toni 
entered. Wylie looked yp and 
smiled at her gently, his awkward 
ness gone. She returned his smile 
briefly. She felt no resentment 
toward the big young man for what 
had happened yesterday and she 
was not sorry now because he did 
not speak to her. Forsythe only 
glanced at them, then returned 
his gaze to his plate.

Jonnie poured the water out 
into the sink and turned on the 
faucet, washing the blood down / 
the drain. She set the eppty pan 
down and walked over toward For
sythe .

"How'd you do last night, 
Martin?"

He glanced up at her as she 
put her hand on his shoulder. He 
remembered yesterday when she had 
looked into the men's dormitory 
while buckling up her trousers.

sleepy." He glanced at Cal Wylie. 
What the hell was that smug look 
•on his face for? He looked from 
Cal to Jonnie and he knew. He 
left the room.

Toni was sitting on the bench 
across the table from where For
sythe had been seated. She looked 
up at the other girl and smiled.

Cal Wylie got to his feet and 
came down the room toward them. 
"You'll have to excuse Forsythe, 
girls. We ran into a little trouble 
last night and I guess it scared 
him. "

Scared him, hell, thought 
Jonnie. He's got more guts in his 
little finger than you have in 
your entire anatomy. Aloud, she 
said: "Yes, I suppose he is rather 
tired. Blowing up a railroad tres
tle takes a lot of preparation." 
She turned and began clearing up 
the plate-littered table.
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This was when they heard the behind Wylie. "What's going on 
distant pom-pom of anti-aircraft here, Cal? Those sound like shells!.11 
fire and the soft thunder of 
planes. Cal grabbed his machine- "Those arc shells, Camerle.
pistol from the floor and ran down Someone has found our head- 
the room to the back door, the quarters and is zeroeing in on 
girls at his heels. They saw a it." 
plane far off coming from the 
east. It was high up and they Running feet sounded.behind
could see the anti-aircraft shellsCamerle and men came barging into 
bursting all about it in sudden the room, the sharp clang of
puffs of white smoke. This was firearms accompanying them,
the first aircraft of any descrip
tion they had seen for several Camerle’s voice was powerful
days. and confident above the tumuiu,

"Plan number two, Gal. ^et two
"They’ll never hit him," men and get the anti-tank gun

muttered Cal. He turned to go ready for action."
back in the house when his steps 
were halted by the swift whine 
and rush of air as a shell 
whoosed past the house and ex
ploded with terrific noise a- 
gainst a tree two or three hun
dred yards away. The girls jumped 
instinctively and looked at Cal, 
who had stopped and was listening 
intently. Another shell came / 
surging at them.

"Into the house, you girls." 
He shoved them into the house a- 
head of him as yet another shell 
exploded to their right in a 
pile of lumber, sending boards 
flying in every direction. "Jen
nie, go tell Camerle someone has 
this place zeroed in." He glanc
ed toward the back door as anothe 
er shell pounded into the ground 
behind the house, sending dirt 
and small stones rattling against 
the weather-beaten siding. "Toni, 
get everyone up. This looks big. 
He ran back to the window and 
looked out. Long streamers of £ 
dust and smoke filled the back 
yard. He was glad the vehicles 
were safe. Another shell exploded 
and sent a geyser of dirt high 
into the air.

CAMERLE BURST into the room

Cal chose two men and they 
ran out the back door, guns ready, 
faces grim. Around the corner of 
the house they poured, to a little 
shed backed up against the side 
of the building. Cal threw the 
door open and rushed inside, the 
two men following. Down the hill 
at the front of the house they 
could hear the half-track whining 
as someone tried to start it. 
They saw two olive-drab trucks 
come rolling up the hill as they 
pulled the fifty mm from its 
hiding place. Off to the right 
Wylie saw movement in the bushes 
and a moment later two men came 
bursting into view, guns swing
ing in their hands, fear marked 
on their faces. They saw Cal c.t 
the fifty mm and came running 
up, breathing hard.

"They’ve got two half-tracks 
and a TD over that little rise, 
one of the men panted. "The TD 
was throwing those shells.

"Okay. Go in the house and 
report to your section leader. 
A truck ground to a halt beside 
Gal and he recognized it as the 
ammo truck for the fifty mm. He 
glanced at the driver and was
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Forsythe grimaced and brought 
the muzzle of the fifty mm down.

"Get ready to swing her, 
boys, but watch me." Forsythe 
could hear the steady roar of 
the TD's big motor and Motioned 
for his men to swing- the- trails 
a little. Then he saw it nosing 
up over the rise a little dis
tance' away and he adjusted the 
sights....he jerked the lanyard 
and knew he had missed. A shell 
from the TD burst into the r^f 
of the house, throwing pieces 
of slate down on them.

FORSYTHE THREW open the 
breech and in another moment an
other shell exploded from the 
gun's muzzle. The TD was almost 
upon them and they could see its 
long radio antenna waving with 
its motion. Hiit him'. He watched 
the TD swing half around as the 
heavy shell caught it in the 
tread.

Its fifty was still firing, 
but they were out of immediate 
danger. Another shell was thrust 
into the fifty mm. The shot brought 
success, for it caught the TD 
where the turret met the body. 
The motor died and they could 
hear screams of pain from inside. 
Two figures scrambled from the 
wreckage and tried to get behind 
it for protection.' Forsuthe wat
ched as Cal raised his machine 
pistol and shot them down with 
a burst of steel jacketed shells.

Steve came rushing up, his 
face bathed in perspiration. "Get 
ready to roll, Forsythe. Hitch 
that gun behind this truck and 
let's go."

They slammed the trails shut 
and hitched it behind the ammo 
truck. As the hitches sihammcd 
home, Forsythe had the motor go- 
" ing and Cal jumped to the high

surprised as Forsythe swung to the 
ground,

’’What's the dope, Wylie?".He 
sounded brusque and business-like. 
His jaw was set like a steel trap 
and his eyes held a hard glare.

"Two half-tracks and a TD 
over that rise," he pointed. "You 
stay here, Forsythe, and get this 
thing in action. I'll go up to 
those thees and observe." He ran 
to a group of trees bent low, for 
the TD was firing 'again. He sank 
down behind a tree and looked a- 
round. Yes, there they were. Boy, 
they sure had guts, right out in 
the' open. He motioned to For
sythe, giving directions as best 
he could. The muzzle blast.of the, 
fifty mm nearly deafened him as 
he watched for its shell to land. 
Nice shot, Forsythe, he whispered, 
as he saw dirt fly into the air 
barely fifty yards from one of 
the half-tracks. Another muzzle 
blast shook the air about him 
as he again signaled, Nice shoot
ing, Forsythe. We'll have to 
sign you up. Tight on him.He 
signaled again. The leaves of the 
trees shook as another shell 
swished by. That's it, feet that 
TP, boy. He waved with his arms 
as’the remaining half-track open
ed up with its fifty calibur to 
the right of the TD.

A LONG STREAM of heavy .$0 
calibur machine gun bullets slam
med into the side of the house, 
sending dust and pieces of mason- 
ary flying. The fifty mm drowned 
the sound of the fifty .calibur 
and Forsythe threw another shell 
into the breech. Wylie looked 
again. Damn, he muttered, that 
TD is coming this way. He ran 
back to the fifty mm position. 
Sliding to a halt beside For-^ 
sythe, he said: "That goddam TD 
is coming this way, Forsythe. 
Get ready for Elat trajectory fire
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seat beside him.

He wiped dust and sweat 
his face and said, "They are 
on the road in front of the 
house-, Forsythe,"

Forsythe threw the truck in
to gear and swung it around. He 
felt the tug of the fifty mm as 
he fed gas to the big motor. 
Glancing up he saw Cal.at the 
fifty calibur ready for action. 
He plowed through a straggly 
rose arbor and nosed down the 
hill to the other eight trucks 
already lined up-on the rbad.

Camerle was way down at.the 
front of the column waving his 
arms as a signal to wind 'er 
up.

FORSYTHE JOUNCED through 
a little ditch and spun the 
wheel. Cal was standing.up on 
the seat threading a belt of 
ammunition into the'loading■bre
ach of the fifty.

Cal was anice boy, he ■ 
thought, nice and steady.

West and south the trucks 
rolled, motors grinding, gears 
clashing, eyes alert.

Twenty miles, Forsythe 
cursed silently, Tenty miles 
of enemy territory. It's a won
der they haven't got planes up. 
Dammit, I hope they don't think 
of it. This is going to be bad. 
Damn this dust.

They made the alternate 
headquarters without incident.

CHAPTER THREE 
from 
down TAKE WHAT OPPORTUNITY OFFERS

The two men looked down at 
the large enemy patrol on the 
road below, lined up in rows of 
two abreast. The uniformed .i&old- 
iers were standing about in groups 
talking and waving their arms 
at each other,

"Wish to ‘hell I had a ba-_ 
zooka," whispered one of the dirty 
bewhis&ered men.

"Probably couldn't hit any
thing if you had one," came the 
brief reply. Anyway that would tend 
to get us in' a lot Of trouble, 
I admit I would like to have one 
of those recon cars or even a 
half-track." He eyed the line 
of vehicles hungrily.

"Well, just go down and tell 
them you'd like .to have one. I'm 
sure they'll be glad to give you 
your pick."

"What £ire you trying to be, 
a comedian?"

"No, but you'd stand just 
as much of a chance of getting it 
that way as any other." He sighed 
and got to his feet. "So1 n be 
dark/ Sattle, then we can start 
on."

"Yeah," was the unenthusiast- 
jc reply. Ho stood up beside the 
tall red-haired figure. "Washing
ton to St, Louis, walking. Damn, 
Flame, I'm not used to this much 
walking." He spat into the 
brushy hillside.

"You should have been in 
the infantry. Besides, you ought 
to be thankful that we managed 
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to escape from that concentration 
camp. Me, I'm proud to be walking'.1. 
He glanced down at the little fig
ure thoughtfully. "Golly, Settle, 
we must have come a long way. We 
must be nearly across Tennessee 
by now. Just thin^, x-Je're almost 
halfway there." He shifted the 
gun. on his lean hips and looped 
his fingers through the pistol 
belt.

"Hooray," was Sattle's sar
castic rejoinder.

They looked down at the 
patrol and knew that it was gett
ing ready to move on. The drivers 
were getting back into their 
vehicles, and as they listened 
the motors broke into the silence 
of the afternoon. Dust and ex
haust fumes drifted up to them 
as the outfit moved off.

After it was out of sight, 
the two bedraggled figures re
turned to the trees and sat down, 
Settle wiped sweat from his face 
onto the sleeve of his field 
jacket and spat a stream of sal
iva at the ground.

"Damn, this war has turned 
out to be really something, eh, 
Flame?" He swatted at a fly and. 
looked at his companion. "To think 
that military intelligence knew 
of this sedicous organization and 
failed to do anything about it 
galls me. Of course, we were not 
aware of its strengh. 0amn their 
dirty stinking hides to hell. 
This was even more sneaking than 
the attack on Pearl Harbor back 
in 'Ij-l, Hmmm, we're a beaten 
and thoroughly cowed nation,.Flame 
We can't even work out a_satis
factory resistance. Imagine, 
Harvey, in the six months the 
war has been over, we couldn't 
find enough men to plow a feild. 
Even if we found the men we 
couldn't supply them with the

weapons and other necessities to 
&ive battle to this stinking ene
my ."

Flame Harvey got to his feet, 
"We better be moving on, Leonard, 
the sun is down,"

They started- down the hill, 
their boots making very little 
noise in the deep, virgin grass 
of the hillside.. On the road they 
stopped and looked at the deep 
ruts left by the patrol.

The dust had settled, now it 
rose again as their boots disturb
ed it.

They resumed their way a- 
cross the' road and into the fields 
beyond.

THE WHOLE WORLD had become 
a deep black. It seemed filled 
with grotesque shadows which 
howled and waved at them, silently. 
The ground was a hard, visions 
enemy who beat at their feet with 
long strips of steel.

The one thought in their be
fogged minds was to keep going. 
It seemed of the greatest import
ance that they dedicate their 
lives to the very definate and 
eternal problem of placing one 
foot ahead of the other. Then 
the other ahead of that.

Sweat and dust. Walk, walk. 
Blood and fire. Walk, walk, Walk, 
you son-of-a-bitch, the .shadows 
screamed. Mind and matter, walx, 
walk. Keep those feet slogging, 
you bastard. Eyes and ears, nose 
and mouth, walk, walk. Ocean and 
desart, walk, walk. Oh, damn you 
walk.

Sattle nearly fell down when 
he ran into the broad back of the 



redheaded man.■

"Damn, you give a man warn
ing, Harvey."

• ' • . • f

Flame said nothing. He was 
gazing at a group, of lights about 
three-quarters of a mile away. 
There was buildings there and a 
tall tower-like projection nosing 
up into the dark night sky. He 
could make out a, long concrete 
strip beneath the lights run
ning out ’into the darkness. For 
a moment he couldn’t decide 
what it was. His mind couldn’t 
understand what his eyes regist
ered.

Sattle stood beside him look
ing at the lights, "An airfield," 
he breathed. "We’d better dodge 
that, Harvey."

,"No, wait a minute, Leonard. 
I’d much sooner ride a plane than 
walk." He shifted his weight from 
one foot to the other, a new 
light in his eyes. "'Let’s get us 
a plane and fly the rest of the 
way."

Leonard Sattle studied him 
a moment his face drawn up in a 
sneer. "You talk like a damn 
fool, Harvey."

"We could be in St Louis by 
morning."

"Wishful•thinking. Come on 
let's' go;" He started off at an 
angle which would give' the'air
field a wide berth.

Flame grabbed him by the 
sleeve of the worn field-jacket 
and nearly tore the garment from 
his back. "What is to keep us 
from it, Sattle?"

"Only about 200 enemy guards 
with guns." His ugly face still 
sneered at Harvey. "Do you want 
a belly full of lead?"

"So it’s crawling with enemy 
guards. Are you scared?"

Sattle studied the redhead 
before him in the dim light. 
"Humph," he said. "This thing is 
just foolhardy enough to work," 
He turned back to the well light
ed, silent airfield. I'm with you 
Harvey. Let's go,"

They struck out toward the 
lighted- area-, anticipation making 
their feet lose some of the heavy 
sogginess .that had made them curse 
before.

THE TWO MEN STOPPED as they 
came to a darkened building at 
the edge of the.field. Seeing no 
one, they.surveyed the silent 
scene before them*. Off to the 
left a big. hanger stood and 
through-its dark doorway they 
could make out the outlines of 
a big'two'motored transport plane.

An enemy soldier suddenly . 
appeared in the hanger door and 
pitched a cigarette butt into 
the air. He was earring a machine 
pistol in one' hand.

A rumble of voices brought 
the two .men. back into the. deeper 
shadows of the 'building. Four 
other soldiers appeared in the 
hanger door with either r-fles 
or machine pistols.

"Golly,.Sattle, that trans
port would be' just. the thing." 
Harvey said, glancing at the 
little man beside him.

"Do.ri'.t be foolish, it would 
take ten minutes to warm the damn 
thing up.'What do you think these 
guards are; going-to bo doing 
during -this timo, picking daisies?"

"Well, we could just start 
the-motors and take off. That 
wouldn't take over two minutes."
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"But you can't do that, man. 
A plane has to be warmed up before 
its taken into the air; Besides, 
it's too dangerous."

"Well, even living now is dan- 
.gerous. What do you say, Settle,-.. h : 
shall it be the transport?"

Settle grinned at him, a devil 
may care look on his ugly little 
face. "You win, Harvey. Wait till 
some of those men clear out. I'd 
like to be in the damn thing be- . 
fore they know anything about our 
even being here;"

THEY WAITED IN THE shadows of 
the darkened building. Then, final
ly, two of the guards doused their 
cigarettes end, with a small rumble 
of voices, struck off for a big, 
well lighted building -some' distance 
from the hangerPresently two 
others w.alked toward the tower, 
their boots slapping' the concrete 
of the-apron before the hanger with 
sharp,, staccato throbs. The remain
ing guard stood a few moments then 
turned and’disappeared into the 
dimness of the hanger.

"Well,"■Sattle muttered, "We 
may as well getcnwith this. I 
-only hope that plane has a tankfull 
of gas," He led the way, sticking 
to the shadows of the buildings and 
vehicles, -littering the apron be
fore the hanger. Small planes stood 
about, their props' looking like 
arms in the .dim light.

:As they came to the hanger 
door, Sattle turned to' his compan
ion and said, "Stay here and watch 
while I take care of that guard."

Flame Harvey had his Service 
automatic in his hand and was wat
ching the area about them alertly. 

.. "Okay, Sattle, but don't spare the 
horses,"

He stepped behind a big oil 
drum as Sattle disappeared into 
the hanger. His nerves were tense 
and screaming within him. Already 
it seemed as though Sattle had 
been gone for ages yet it had only 
been moments. The butt of the Army 
automatic was damp and clammy in 
his hand. He looked about the 
.empty fieldy eyes alert, heart 
pounding. Goddamn you, Sattle, 
come on. •

He watched some bugs flying 
around a light over where the 
first two guards had gone. He 
could see them inside setting on 
a bench talking. He muttered, 
"Talk you sons of bitches. I hope 
you choke on your words. Come on, 
Sattle, what the hell are you do
ing?" He wiped sweat from his 
brow and glanced.over toward the 
tower.

"Lets go, Harvey." Sattle had 
come up so silently-Flame had not 
heard him.

They entered the hanger to- 
gather, their shadows proceeding 
them across the hanger floor.

"knock those chocks out, 
Harvey," Sattle motioned toward 
the wheels of the big transport 
plane. "I'll see you inside in a 
moment. Make it snappy."

Sattle had the instrument 
panel lights on when Harvey join
ed him in the pilots compartment.

"Already.outside, Leonard, 
let's go."

"Well, Harvey ’, here goes 
nothing." His ugly face was dim 
in the cabin and he was glad Har
vey could, not see him to well.

Flame Harvey watched in



silence as Sattle set the gas 
on ’Idle Lean' and started the 
'Fuel Booster' pumps for both 
engines. He listened to the dull 
high whine as Sattle turned both 
motors over, and saw his hand 
glide up to the 'Magnito' con
trol dial. The indi-cator showed 
that he had put it into 'Both 
Engines' position. He heard the 
cough and sputter as juice was 
fed into the big Wright engines. 
Immediately, Satile set the 
'mixture control' to full rich. 
Both engines were now making a 
dull thundering roar. The throt
tle came back slowly as Sattle 
revved the engines,

HARVEY GLANCED out the 
windshield and saw dark figures 
running towards the hangar. Al
ready the plane was rolling over 
the concrete floor. He saw muz
zle flashes outside and heard 
the hiss of bullets.

The transport began to 
sway and Flame knew they were 
moving faster. Then the edge of 
the door faded behind them.

Sattle opened the throttle 
and cursed softly as his eyes 
sought the 'Manifold- Pressure' 
guage. It fead only 25 inches. 
"Damn," he muttered. His- eyes 
shifted to the 'RPM' guage, 
which read 1600. Not bad. He 
glanced down the run-way. Lots., 
of room. 'Level Flight' indic
ator? Okay. He eased back on the 
stick and felt the-ship sway 
as the wings were given the 
attitude of lift. Reaching down, 
he closed the flaps. The plane 
surged into the air as the stick 
came back into his stomach. He 
fed more gas into the already 
laboring engines. He looked at 
the fuel guage. Almost a thou
sand gallons in the tanks.

HE FLIPPED THE toggle on the 
landing gear control. They were 
aireborne. He eased the stick 
forward and the engines ceased 
their laboring thunder.

"We're in the air, Flame," 
he yelled, reaching for the mix
ture control and setting it on 
'Auto Lean.' He leaned back in 
the seat and heaved a sigh.

'Manifold Pressure,' 35.
Good. Damn, this thing is complic
ated. He wiped sweat out of his 
eyes and looked out the windshield. 
The Altometer gave a reading of 
two thousand feet. The engines 
threw long flashes of flame into 
the darkness - of night. He threw 
the mixture control back to full 
rich and the fire ceased. No use 
blowing us to hell now, he thought. 
Shouldn't have started' out cold 
like that. His eyes shifted to 
the Magnito Control indicators. 
Right engine was a little slow, 
Alt speed, 1^0. Good. Oil temp
erature, 1200 degrees. He set the 
mixture control back to Auto Lean 
and the engines hummed as he 
tried for altitude. He watched 
the compass as he swung the plane 
around into a westward course.
He leveled off at 6000 feet. The 
Magnito indicators were alright 
at 21^.00 RPM. The tense look left 
his face and his body slowly-re
laxed.

Flame had seated himself in 
the co-pilots seat and was wat
ching the guages and indicators 
a little anxiously. He smiled 
wanly as Sattle glanced across 
at him.

"You'd better go back and 
get some 'sleep, Harvey. It'll be 
daylight before we get there."

Flame got to his feet and
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left the pilots' compartment, his 
-- face-tired and glistening with..

perspiration in the glow of the 
instrument panel lights. He fumb
led with a bunk and at last man
aged to swing it down from the 
wall. He lay there a long time 
listening to the dull throbbing 
of the R-I83O engines and thinking 
of the predicament they were in. 
He thought of Toni and wondered if 
she were alive and free. "Poor 
girl," he muttered sleepily.. He- ■ 
tossed briefly on the hard canvas 
of the bunk. Her beautiful face 
haunted him there in the dim 
light of the ship. He could hear 
her tinkling laughter in.the roar 
of the big engines. He sighed and 
sincerely hoped he would find her 
tomorrow safe and sound. His heart 
grew heavy as a picture of her 
dead rose in his mind. He could 
not imagine the dark-haired, 
beautiful girl as being a member 
of the deceased. At long last, 
his eyelids became- heavy and he 
could no longer hold them up.

THE GOLD, DEVASTATED wreck
age of St. Louis reflected the 
light of a wicked red sun into 
the sky. Even at this height, 
the two men could see the ravages 
which had made a desolation of 
a once proud- and beautiful city. 
Smoke stacks, like skeleton fing
ers, pointed impotently at the 
sky. Crumbling walls 'that from 
this height were almost iridisting' 
uishable reminded them of a 
thorough and heartless enemy. 
They could see many enemy trucks 
in the streets, crawling-like 
ants in and out of the.ruins. 
To the northwest a great area 
filled with long low buildings 
gleamed redly in the morning 
sun. To the southward,,another 
proup of white buildings which, 
they guessed to be the Military

Prison.
As Sattle banked sharply they 

saw a burst of white smoke and 
felt the air shudder about them. 
Flame watched other bursts of 
the white smoke and could not 
immediately arrive at a conclusion 
as to what they were. They ..look
ed beautiful in a wild sort of way 
and he was fascinated by the red 
sun shining through them. He 
glanced at Sattle as the ugly 
little man muttered:

"Anti-aircraft fire." He look
ed about at Harvey and went on, 
raising his voice above the sound 
of the engines: "We've got to 
find a place to set this plane 
down, Harvey, and quick. They’ll 

have fighters up here soon...if 
they don't get us with one of 
those shells first.". He shifted 
his gaze to the Altometer, which 
gave a reading of 17,^00 feet. 
He shivered slightly in the cold 
of the higher air and cursed 
sharply as a shell burst came 
nearby. When next he looked at 
Harvey he daw that he had fastened 
his safty bel$.

"Hold your hat, Harvey. Here 
we go." He shoved the stick for
ward against the instrument panel 
and watched the level flight 
Indicator dance in dismay. ihe 
air outside had risen to a high, 
thin, angry whine and the altomet
er needle steadily dropped down 

- the graduated scale. At 10,000 
feet he began coming back on the 
stick, and the engines groaned 
as the propellers again pulled 
at the air. As he leveled out he 
searched sharply about for a place 
to land the ship.

They were about twenty miles 
southwest of the city now, and 
well beyond the range of the 
battery of anti—aircraft guns.



ing landscape. "This is sure out 
in-the. wide open .spaces, Sattle. 
Why .didn't you pick-a nice safe 
airfield somewhere?"

Sattle returned to his side, 
ducking under a wing. He had kick
ed a couple of large stones uner- 
neath the wheels? "If there is a 
patrol about, Flame., they must 
have seen us. I must say, I don't 
particularly relish the idea of 
their finding me .anywhere near 
this monstrosity." He indicated 
:the plane with, a wave; ofl his 
hand. "It looks bigger the more 
I look at it. Let's go over to ■ 
those trees and watch things for 
a while, " ■ . ’ ' .7 \7- '

"Good ideat Leonard." Flame 
started off toward the distant 
woodland. "Gosh,' 1 wish we could 
have landed closer to St. Louis. 
Must be twenty miles away.. Damn 
it, Sattle, I hate to think of . 
walking twenty miles in this , ; ; 
country on an empty stomach."

"Why don't you just lay down 
and die?"

"Now that is intelligent." 
He spat on the ground P.nd resumed: 
"Only.trouble is, we don't know 
where to find this resistance 
group even if there is one. Right 
now we have neither eats nor a 
place to hide. And another thing, 
what the hell are you going to do 
with that C-U7? A thing that size 
wouldn't fit into one's hip 
pocket very easily, and we can't 
leave it here in the middle of 
this' big field. How could we hide 
it?"

"If I knew the. answers to 
that heap of questions, I'd,try 
my damnedest to become-a quiz-kid. 
I admit I'm smart, Harvey, at least 
I. know what two .and two is; but 
when it comes to calculus, I'm in

Nevertheless, they had been sight
ed by the enemy, and Sattle was 
surprised'that no fighters had 
followed- them, He was glad, it was 
daylight, for he would' not have 
enjoyed setting the big plane 
down'at night.

THEY WERE IN fairly open 
country where only a few woods 
dotted the panoramic view. Sattle 
soon found a likely spot and he 
lost altitude in preparation for 
circling the area. After flipping 
the toggle on the landing gear 
control, he cut his air speed to 
a bare minimum. Harvey smiled at 
him a little grimly as he shoved 
the stick forward again,-

A long line of trees were 
rushing at them and he pulled the 
transport to a stall over them and 
felt it settle beneath him. He let 
the flaps down and revved the eng
ines as the wheels touched the un
even ground. It was a rough land
ing, but it was a safe landing, 
for the plane only slewed a bit 
as he braked-it gently to a halt. 
He breathed a relieved sigh and 
threw the magnito control into 
the off position.

"Safe and sound, Flame," he 
said, his ugly face breaking into 
a grin- that was more a grimace. 
He unbucled his own safty bel^ 
and climbed wearily to his feet. 
"Come on. We may as well get out 
and get some fresh air." ■ '

Flame expelled a breath in a 
long sigh and followed the little 
man from the plane. They had come 
to a halt about three hundred 
yards from a small woods whose 
shadows the.sun could not penetr
ate completely,

"Hope we don't run into a 
patrol of some sort," Flame said 
critically, eyeing the surround
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the .dark. What we need is one of 
those electronic brains they start
ed putting out before the war," He 
seated himself on the ground and 
leaned back against a big tree 
trunk. Sighing contentedly, he 
plucked a blade of grass which he 
put in. his mouth and began chewing.

Harvey sat down beside him, 
saying, "I wonder what boiled grass 
would taste like?"

"I don't know, but we haven't 
got a match to- light a fire even 
if we had the water .to boil it in, 
Truely., I feel as though I could 
eat the- ass out of a dead skunk." 
He- stopped a moment then resumed, 
"Tell you what, though, Harvey, I’d 
be satisfied with a little old T- 
bone smothered in mushrooms with 
peas and creamy mashed potatoes. 
Beer for a chaser would go mighty 
fine, but I tnink I could get a- 
long without that. I’d eat the 
cherry ice-cream dessert, and drink 
the cocktail for ar- 
the second course." 
disgust.

appetizer for 
He sighed with

"You talk like a fool, Sattle
Flame stretched on his back and 
gazed into the trees overhead. "I’ll 
take a fillet mignon, waiter, after 
I’ve had a Champagne Cocktail. The 
best in the house, waiter, Here’s 
a twenty buck tip. No, wait a min
ute, waiter, bring me the seven 
course Special. No, not. that; how 
about the blue plate job," He 
scratched his knee. "Oh, hell, 
waiter, bring me a hamburger and 
a short beer."

"God, you're cute, Harvey.
You kill me. Watch awhile, I need 
some sleep. Wake me up in three- 
four hours." He rolled over and 
his legs thumped heavily as he 
pushed himself away from the tree, . 
"Goodnight, Harvey."

"Goodnight, sweetheart."

"You ought to marry me, Flame 
I'd make you a hell of a good wife. 
Now shut up and leave me alone," 
His snores soon filled the bright 
morning sunlight.

HARVEY WATCHED HIM a few mom
ents then got to his feet and be
gan eyes alert and watchful, hand 
ever close to the open flap of 
his holster where the automatic 
nestled in readiness. He stopped 
at the edge of the woods and stood 
looking at the bright, shining 
sides of the plane.

"That damn thing sticks out 
like a sore thumb," he muttered. 
He was about to turn back when a 
sharp thought came to him. Maybe 
there's food of some sort on it. 
He rubbed his stomach in antic
ipation, and, as if being drawn 
by a magnet, left the cover of the 
trees. As he neared the big plane 
Harvey kept a close watch for any 
sign of the enemy. It was a good 
thing they were well away from 
any road, he thought grimly.

He clambered in the planes' 
iibelly and began it systematic
search of the fuslage. In a little 

stall far toward the back he 
found a carton with the indis
cribible inscriptions of the 

enemy. Of course he couldn't read 
it but, nevertheless, he carried 
it to the light and starred rip-> 
ping it open, Tin cans met his 
eyes and he grabbed one, He saw 
the picture of a fish on the lab
el and was not surprised at its 
rather strange proportions. He 
reached for his knife and began 
cutting at the lid with the dull 
point.

Moments later he was eating 
of the contents with his bare 
fingers. His memory told him he 
had a very distinctive dislike of 
fish, but, now, they tasted good 

' to him. He ate the entire can. 
Throwing the empty can out the



and he would have a chance to get 
away. He raised the weapon, then 
lowered it without firing... These 
people couldn't have helped but 
see him there, and if they were 
enemy they would have shot him 
down the moment he had shown his 
face.. Hell, he had been standing 
here a good, five minutes. What 
would han.pen if he called out? 
If they were enemy, he might get 
gr-do-se* of -lead -he would" get- any
way. If they were friendly, they 
might shoot and ask questions 
at a more convenient time. He 
spat. He had decided to call out.

"Hello, there'." His voice 
echoed a little on the still air. 
I'm scared to death, he thought. 
At least it sounds that way. Only 
silence .greeted his words, but 
his ever alert eyes had picked 
out a slight- movement near the 
half-track.. Well, he thought, 
unless that was a bird, we’ve got 
company.

He raised his voice again. 
He was surprised to hear an 
answering call, and then he saw 
Steve Montgomery stand up and 
start toward him. Disregarding 
his sore feet and tired muscles, 
Flame, . jumped to the ground and 
-ran to meet him.

"SteveL You old son-of-a- 
gun!" They caught each other and 
bmbraCed happily as the-' other - 
members of the group came up.

"It's a good thing you have 
red hair, Flame," Steve was say
ing* "You ’nearly got shot at. 
Damn it, man, it's good to see 
you." He stopped a moment and 
stepped back, surveying the man 
before him. "God, you're dirty. 
We'll fix that up though, soon 
as we get back to' headquarters." 
He glanced by Flame at the big 
transport.plane. "You mean you

door* Flame was just about to 
turn back into the plane in search 
of water when he saw it, A half
track was sitting in a little . 
copse of trees about two hundred 
yards away. It, must have come up 
during the time he was searching 
the plane for food. Fear leaped 
into him, and the fish made a 
heavy spot in the nit of his 
stomach. They felt like they.were 
craw 1-ing- around-. The- big~veiitcTe 
was sitting silently, its head
lights a shining.gleam where the 
sun reflected from them. He could 
see two water-cooled fifty cali- 
burs mounted in the rear. He 
studied it in silence a moment. • 
Had it been there' all this time? 
Had it been abandoned.at the close 
of the war and set here since? 
No, he decided it.had not.been ' 
there when he had entered the 
plane. He knew the ocqupants .of 
the half-track could not have 
failed to see the plane..Where 
were they? He;glanced about, 
eyeing every hiding place large 
enough to conceal a man. He had 
been standing up hene a long, 
time; surely during this time 
anyone could have.shot him down 
even before he could get the 
automatic from its holster,.Why 
hadn't he heard the'half-track 
when it came up? A vehicle that 
size made enough noise to be 
heard a good distance away* Why 
hadn’t-Sattle heard it?. Settle, 
he remembered, was a Very*"light 
sleeper and could be awakened 
by a fly buzzing around his head.

He shot his gaze back to the, 
half-track. No movement. What 
should he do? He couldn't throw 
caution to the winds, and run 
back to where Sattle was sleeping. 
That was three hundred yards away. 
He cursed and. reached, for his 
automatic. A shot in the air 
might bring.a hail'of bullets at 
him, but it would also warn Sattle
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flew that down here?"

"No. I couldn't fly a kite. 
Didn't you meet Leonard Sattle? 
He's the man you want to talk to 
about that." He slipped the auto
matic back into its holster and 
let the flap fall shut.

"I met him only briefly and 
that's been so long ago I'd al
most forgotten him." He slapped 
Harvey on the back and turned to 
the men crowding about them. "For
sythe, come here. I want you to 
meet Richard Harvey...Martin 
Forsythe."

Flame saw Forsythe as a man 
of nearly thirty years. He had 
long brown hair and a solemn 
though good-looking saturnine 
face. He was nearly as tall as 
Steve, though not nearly so 
heavily proportioned. His long 
muscular arms were terminated by 
wide, well-calloused hands. His 
lean face was tanned to a deep 
brown and, though he had the air 
of being frail, Flame was not 
misled, for he saw his body as 
hard as steel and wiry as a coil 
spring. His dharp eyes were dark 
and piercing as they bored into 
his own. As he gripped the man's
hand, Flame was startled by the 
wide, full-lipped smile the man 
gave him. Harvey wondered how a 
man with such a solemn countenance 
could produce a sm/ile with all 
the infinite meaning of a person 
in love. Flame immediately liked 
him and knew he would never be.
sorry, for the man had an intuitive 
air which one felt on meeting him.

AS STEVE LEFT the little 
group, Forsythe spoke* "How 
did you get ahold of the plane?"

Flame told him of their pro
curement of the plane, and.how 
they had been shot at earlier 
that morning when they had come 
in over St. Lottis.

"That's a nice plane, Harvey, 
but I don't see how we can use 
it. Anyway, we could hardly hide 
as big a thing as that in country 
like this." He looked from Harvey 
to the plane and back. "We had 
better pull it over behind the 
woods out of this field until 
we can talk to Camerle about it."

"Camerle?" Flame didn't even 
know the man was alive. Though 
he had met the man only once, 
he was assured of the man's 
ability as a leader.

"Hart Camerle. Do you know 
him?" Forsythe smiled.

"Only vaguely. I met him 
once before all this started. 
A fine man."

A few moments later, after 
hiding the plane, the entire 
group was loaded into the half
track and it was speeding away 
for the Resistance Headquarters, 
five or six miles away.

TO BE CONTINUED...

"Flame," Steve spoke as Flame 
acknowledged the introduction, 
"Tell me where Sattle is holed up, 
and i'll see if he can be found." 
He glAnced again at the plane. 
"We'll have to do something about 
that plane, too. A landmark like 
that is liable to draw flies.
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COULD YOU, as an intelligent 
person, consider SF as important 
to any of the factions of lit
erature?

To SF fans, science-fiction 
has a very definite value which 
to them, and only them, is a 
spice to their existence. To men 
of science it offers ideas for 
possible construction of imagin
ative creations which would seem 
out of this world to the man on 
the street.

As creations of art, SF is 
not as classic as it should be. 
As unfortunate as it must seem 
to the fan, one couldn't place 
this form of literature along 
with the works of Byron, etc., 
unless he were extremely ardent.

IS SCIENCE-FICTION intell
igent? Some of the best writers 
in the field are scientists them
selves. Does this make it good? 
Not necessarily, but if things 
of this nature are written by 
men familiar with the field and 
known for their intelligence in 
that field, one is more apt to 
give it more crediblity.

Does it take an extremely 
intelligent person to understand 
SF? Of course not. To be sure, 
the meat of the scientific theory 
in a tale may be above the heads 
of some, but enjoyment can still 
be culled from the tale by those 
individuals.

his or her imagination.

IS SF IMPORTANT to us in 
this day and age? I must remind 
you that the Atom was writter 
about long before its use erme 
to the world. That Television 
and even Radar was used in SF 
tales before their actual dis
covery and assimilation. We are 
living in a world of tomorrow 
today, and because of that, SF 
plays an important part in pro -' 
paring us for everyday living. 
To SF fans, Atomic Power was 
nothing new.. To anyone else, the 
atom seemed fantastic and awesome 
Of course, many people take this 
attitude: So they discaovered an 
atom's power... a.Q what? Tomorrow, 
this might be extremely important 
to these nomads should they 
break out with some disastrous 
disease. In this day, with space 
travel the next thing on the 
agenda, perhaps your sons will 
have gained a grain of reason 
from travel in the pages of SF.

NOTE:

THE BLAST OFF SECTION WILL, 
OF COURSE, BE LONGER THAN 
JUST ONE PAGE IN LATER IS
SUES, ACCORDING TO AMOUNT 
OF MAIL RECEIVED. (ED.)

WHO READS SF? Everyone who 
dreams and desires stimulate for


